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PREFACE 


The following collection of plays has been made with a ruling pur- 
pose, to present typical examples of the variety and diversity of Eliza- 
bethan drama. To this end, excluding Shakespeare, the best examples 
of each kind of play have been chosen so far as possible; and each play, 
barring those in the Appendix, has been printed in its integrity. While 
excellence in a class does not always tally with intrinsic superiority, the 
prevailingly high dramatic and poetic worth of Elizabethan plays at 
large maintains in this choice by types the general artistic value of the 
collection. The greatest names appear, and each is represented by work 
worthy of his reputation, if not always by every variety of it. The great 
species of the drama — romantic tragedy, romantic comedy, the chronicle 
play, the comedy of manners, tragicomedy — exist so numerously that 
choice within the limitations of such a book as this is embarrassing. 
Some of these are represented in more than one example, as time altered 
their characteristics and developed them, in some instances, into prac- 
tically a new kind. Two minor types of the old drama lend themselves 
to a less complete representation. These are the college drama, of ab- 
sorbing interest socially and for its allusions, but less affecting the main 
currents of the Elizabethan stage; and the biographical chronicle play of 
collaborative authorship. Sir Thomas More, which has recently attracted 
renewed attention, by reason of the belief of some that we have, in 
the manuscript of it, a scene written by the hand of Shakespeare. These 
have been represented by way of excerpts and relegated to an Appendix. 

The text of this collection is conservatively based on the original 
editions which have best stood the tests of scholarship. But no attempt 
has been made to record variorum readings or to register critical opinion. 
As the collection is intended for the general reader as well as for the 
student of the drama, the punctuation and spelling has been modernized, 
except where metrical or other considerations demand a retention of the 
ear ier form. All statements of scene, stage directions, lists of person- 
ages and the like, which are not in the original, are included in square 

such additions are admitted only where imperative, 

and the original stage directions, especially, are retained wherever possi- 

e. These extraneous features, although they are often haphazard, 

verbose or inconsistent, are valuable as aids to a realization of the 
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contemporary conception of scene and action, and can not be replaced 
by the standardizing of modern editors. Drawn from many sources, as 
are these plays, uniformity in these matters has been cheerfully dis- 
regarded. 

A brief note concerning the origin, source, authorship and early edi- 
tions precedes each play, with a short succeeding paragraph as to the 
author and his more important work. Further matter biographical and 
bibliographical belongs elsewhere. (See the present author’s Elizabethan 
Playwrights, 1925, in this Series.) Obsolete words, terms of limited, 
dialect, or specific meaning, not ordinarily accessible in modern dic- 
tionaries, and other difficulties in the text are briefly explained on the 
page on which each occurs. Further “apparatus” there is none; for, 
when all is said, “the play’s the thing.” 

It is impossible fully to record individual indebtedness to previous 
work in a field so fertile and well plowed as this. To previous collectors, 
Neilson and Gayley, I owe much; to the scholarly workers in this sub- 
ject, who contribute to the collections of the Alalone Society and to 
others like it, and to editors of individual dramatists and single plays. 
These obligations are duly mentioned in the context. Nor should we 
who come after forget what the older laborers in the field have done for 
us, Dyce, Gifford, Bullen and much maligned Collier, to name no more. 
They cut deep swaths where we are only gleaning; and we were not 
had they not been. 

My acknowledgments are due to the Duke of Portland, who has 
graciously permitted the use of a reproduction of the fine contemporary 
portrait of Fletcher, now at Welbeck. The titles of early editions have 
been reproduced in nearly every case from the originals. For permission 
to photograph and to use this material my thanks are due to the British 
Museum, to the Henry E. Huntington Library, to that of my own Uni- 
versity of Pennsylvania and especially to the ever ready courtesy of 
Mr. Andrew Keogh, Librarian of Yale University, and the Elizabethan 
Club of Yale whose treasures furnish seven of these titles. The gen- 
erosity of Mr. W. A. White in permitting a similar use of specimens from 
his precious collections has yielded others, among them the title of the 
excessively rare quarto of Old Fortunatus, 1600. Lastly I record once 
more the interest of the general editor of this series, my friend and col- 
league, Professor Arthur H. Quinn. 
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endimion. 

The Man in the 


Playd before the Queenes Ma- 

icftic at Grecnewich on Candlemas day 

at night, by the Chyldtco of 

Panics. 



at LONDON, 

Printed by 1. Charlewood, for 

the widdowe Broome. 

1591. 




Endymion, the most celebrated of the allegorical court plays of John Lyly, the 
Euphuist, was acted, as the title of the quarto of 1591 informs us, “before the Queen’s 
Majesty at Greenwich on Candlemas day at night by the Children of Paul’s.’’ This 
was formerly interpreted to mean February 2. 1586; but Chambers declares “the only 
available Candlemas performance by the Paul’s boys is that of 1588.” The play was 
subsequently reprinted in Six Court Comedies, 1632, with Lyly’s other dramas. The 
two texts differ very little. That of the quarto has here been substantially followed. 
That most of the plays of Lyly were characterized by a more or less definite allusive- 
ness. generally in form of allegory, to passing events political and at court, seems 
hardly questionable. Cynthia, in this play, certainly stands for Queen Elizabeth. 
Tellus has been thought to be Queen Mary, Elizabeth’s rival for the throne, whilst 
Endymion has been interpreted King James, dependent for his hoped for succession 
to the English throne on the favor of Cynthia. But this .which is only one of several 
interpretations, has been questioned, and Chambers’ remarks that had Lyly “meant 
half of what they [the critics] suggest, he would have ruined his career at the outset.” 
As in the case of The Faery Queen, its contemporary, it is possible to read this play 
with pleasure in oblivion of all ulterior motives and allegories. The staging of 
Endymion offers difficulties, unless we accept the mediceval principle of simultaneous 
scene as still ruling court productions. The main action takes place in an open space 
near the Palace of Cynthia, modern editors’ Gardens of the Palace; but near this is 
the "lunary bank” on which Endymion falls asleep, and this is situated in “a grove.” 
Besides this, there is a desert in which lie Corsites’ castle and a fountain, whilst a 
“cabin’ and an aspen tree, into which one of the characters is transformed, likewise 
figured as properties at least. Clearly all could be accomplished on a stage set with 
Garden, Grove, Lunary Bank, Castle, Fountain, each in its place, the action passing 
from one to the other. 

Lyly, bom in 1554, was ten years Shakespeare’s senior and he died in 1606, just ten 
years before Shakespeare. His eight court plays lie in point of date between 1584, 
when Campaspe was acted, and The Wonuin in the Moon, at latest 1595. All of his 
plays were intended for court performance. All save this last, which is in verse, were 
wntten more or less in the elegant prose to which Lyly’s own fiction had given vogue 
and which is called, from his novel, Euphuism. With the appearance of plays like 
Dekker’s Old Fortunatus and Shakespeare’s Midsummer Night’s Dream, Lyly was out 
of date. 

The most recent complete edition of the works of Lyly is that of R. W. Bond, 
3 vols,, 1902, 



tPERSONS IN THE PLAY* 


Endtmion, in love with Cynthia 
Eumenides, his friend, in love with Semele 
Tellus, a Lady, in love with Endymion 
Floscula, friend of both 


Samias 

Dares 

Epiton 


Pages respectively 
to Endymion, 

Eumenides, and Sir Thopas 
Sir Thopab, a Martialist 
Dipsab, an old Enchantress 
Scintilla *1 Maids, friends of 
Favilla f the Pages 
Baqoa, Servant to Dipsos 


Cynthia, Ruler of the Land 
Semele, o Lady beloved of Eumenides 
CoRSiTBS, a Captain, in love with Tellus 
Paneuon 1 Lords in Cynthia’s 
ZoNTEs J Court 
Geron, an old man, husband to Dipsos 
Master Constable, and two of the Watch 
Pythagoras, a Greek Philosopher 
Gyptes, an Egyptian Soothsayer 


Fairies, Three Ladies and an Ancient Man 

in the Dumb Show 


Scene: The Gardens of Cynthia’s Palace, a Grove with a bank of Lunary, a Castle 

in a desert place.] 

* Wber« Dot in the orif^nal edition sri?eii in the order of their entraxioe. 



THE PROLOGUE 


Most high and happy Princess, we must tell you a tale of the 
Man in the Moon; * which, if it seem ridiculous for the method, 
or superfluous for the matter, or for the means incredible, for 
three faults we can make but one excuse — it is a tale of the Man 
in the Moon. 

It was forbidden in old time to dispute of Chimtera because it 
was a fiction; we hope in our times none will apply pastimes,* 
because they are fancies; for there liveth none under the sun 
that know what to make oflhe Man in the Moon. We present 
neither comedy, nor tragedy, horary, nor anything but that » 
whosoever heareth may say this: Why, here is a tale of the Man 
in the Moon. 

* A fable. 

* Applj fiction to actual happenings. 



ENDYMION, THE MAN IN THE MOON 

John Lyly 


ACTUS PRIMUS, SCENA PRIMA 
[Gardens oj Cynthia’s Palace^ 
Endymion, Eumenides 

End. I find, Eumenides, in all things 
both variety to content, and satiety to glut, 
saving only in my affections, which are so 
staid, and withal so stately, that I can 
neither satisfy my heart with love, nor 
mine eyes with wonder. My thoughts, Eu- 
menides, are stitched to the stars, which 
being, as high as I can see, thou mayest 
imagine how much higher they are than I 

can reach. ^ “ 

Bum. If you be enamored of anything 
above the moon, your thoughts are ridicu- 
lous, for that* things immortal are not sub- 
ject to affections; if allured or enchanted 
with these transitory things under the moon, 
you show yourself senseless to attribute ■ 
such lofty titles to such low trifles. 

End. My love is placed neither under 
the moon nor above. 

Eum. 1 hope you be not sotted* upon 20 
the Man in the Moon. 

End. No; but settled either to die or 
possess the moon herself. 

Eum. Is Endymion mad, or do I mis- 
take? Do you love the moon, Endymion? 
End. Eumenides, the moon. 

Eum. There was never any so peevish* 
to imagine the moon either capable of affec- 
tion or shape of a mistress ; for as impossible 
it is to make love fit to her humor, » 
which no man knoweth, as a coat to her 
form, which continueth not in one bigness 
whilst she is measuring. Cease of, Endy- 
mion, to feed so much upon fancies. That 
melancholy blood must be purged which 
draweth you to a dotage no less miserable 
than monstrous. 

End. My thoughts have no veins, and 
yet unless they be let blood, I shall 
perish. “ 

* Because. * Besotted. * Foolish. 


Eum. But they have vanities, which be- 
ing reformed, you may be restored. 

End. 0, fair Cynthia, why do others 
term thee unconstant whom I have ever 
found unmovable? Injurious time, corrupt 
manners, unkind men, who, finding a con- 
stancy not to be matched in my sweet mis- 
tress, have christened her with the name of 
wavering, waxing, and waning 1 Is she in- 
constant that keepeth a settled course; «> 
which, since her first creation, altereth 
not one minute in her moving? There is 
nothing thought more admirable or com- 
mendable in the sea than the ebbing and^ 
flowing; and shall the moon, from whom the 
sea taketh this virtue, be accounted fickle for 
encreasing and decreasing? Flowers in 
their buds are nothing worth till they be 
blown, nor blossoms accounted till they 
be ripe fruit ; and shall we then say they be 
cK^ngeable for that they grow from seeds « 
Id leaves, from leaves to buds, from buds 
to their perfection? Then, why be not 
twigs that become trees, children that be- 
come men, and mornings that grow to even- 
ings, termed wavering, for that they con- 
tinue not at one stay? Ay, but Cynthia, 
being in her fulness, decayeth, as not de- 
lighting in her greatest beauty, or withering 
when she should be most honored. When 
malice cannot object anything, folly will, n 
making that a vice which is the greatest 
virtue. What thing (my mistress excepted), 
being in the pride of her beauty and latter 
minute of her age, that waxeth young 
again? Tell me, Eumenides, what is he 
that having a mistress of ripe years and 
infinite virtues, great honors and unspeak- 
able beauty, but would wish that she might 
grow tender again, getting youth by years, 
and never-decaying beauty by time; » 
whose fair face neither the summer’s blaze 
can scorch, nor winter’s blast chap, nor the 
numbering of years breed altering of colors? 
Such is my sweet Cynthia, whom time can- 
not touch because she is divine, nor will 
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offend because she is delicate. O Cynthia, 
if thou shouldst always continue at thy 
fulness, both gods and men would conspire 
to ravish thee. But thou, to abate the 
pride of our affections, dost detract from » 
thy perfections, thinking it sufficient if once 
in a month we enjoy a glimpse of thy 
majesty; and then, to increase our griefs, 
thou dost decrease thy gleams, coming out 
of thy royal robes, wherewith thou dazzlest 
our eyes, down into thy swathe clouts,* be- 
guiling our eyes; and then — 

Eum. Stay there, Endymion; thou that 
committest idolatry, wilt straight blaspheme, 
if thou be suffered. Sleep would do loo 
thee more good than speech : the moon 
heareth thee not, or if she do, regardeth 
thee not. 

End. Vain Eumenidcs, whose thoughts 
never grow higher than the crown of thy 
head I Why troublest thou me, having 
neither head to conceiv'c the cause of my 
love or a heart to receive the impressions? 
Follow thou thine o^vn fortunes, which 
creep on the earth, and suffer me to uo 
fly to mine, whose fall, though it be des- 
perate, yet shall it come by daring. Fare- 
well. [Exit] 

Eum. Without doubt Endymion is be- 
witched; otherwise in a man of such rare 
virtues there could not harbor a mind of 
such extreme madness. I will follow him, 
lest in this fancy of the moon he deprive 
himself of the sight of the sun. Exit 

SCENA SECUNDA 
[The 5amc] 

[Enter] Tellus and Floscula 

Tell. Treacherous and most perjured 
Endymion, is Cynthia the sweetness of 
thy life and the bitterness of my death? 
What revenge may be devised so full of 
shame as my thoughts are replenished with 
malice? Tell me, Floscula, if falseness in 
love can possibly be punished with extrem- 
ity of hate? As long as sword, fire, or 
poison may be hired, no traitor to my love 
shall live unrevenged. Were thy oaths lo 
without number, thy kisses without measure, 

* SwaddHnjf-clothea. 


thy sighs without end, forged to deceive a 
poor credulous virgin whose simplicity had 
been worth thy favor and better fortune? 
If the gods sit unequal * beholders of in- 
juries, or laughers at lovers’ deceits, then let 
mischief be as well forgiven in women as 
perjury w’inked at in men. 

Flos. Madam, if you would compare the 
state of Cynthia with your own, and the » 
height of Endymion his* thoughts with the 
meanness of your fortune, you would 
rather yield than contend, being between 
you and her no comparison; and rather 
wonder than rage at the greatness of his 
mind, being affected with a thing more than 
mortal. 

Tell. No comparison, Floscula? And 
why so? Is not my beauty divine, whose 
body is decked with fair flowers, and » 
veins are vines, yielding sweet liquor to the 
dullest spirits; whose ears are corn, to bring 
strength; and whose hairs are grass, to bring 
abundance? Doth not frankincense and 
myrrh breathe out of my nostrils, and all 
the sacrifice of the gods breed in my 
bowels? Infinite are my creatures, without 
which neither thou, nor Endymion, nor any, 
could love or live. 

Flos. But know you not, fair lady, that » 
Cynthia govemeth ail things? Your grapes 
would bo but dr>’ husks, your corn but chaff, 
and all your virtues vain, were it not Cyn- 
thia that presen'cth the one in the bud and 
nourisheth the other in the blade, and by 
her influence both comfortoth all things, and 
by her authority commandeth all creatures; 
suffer, then, Endymion to follow his affec- 
tions, though to obtain her bo impossible, 
and let him flatter himself in his own w 
imaginations, because they are immortal. 

Tell. Loath I am, Endymion, thou 
shouldst die, because I love thee well; and 
that thou shouldst live, it grieveth me, be- 
cause thou lovest Cynthia too well. In 
these extremities, what shall I do? Flos- 
cula, no more words; I am resolved. He 
shall neither live nor die. 

Flos. A strange practice .* if it be possible. 

Tell. Yes, I will entangle him in such « 
a sweet net that he shall neither find the 
means to come out, nor desire it. All 

* Prejudiced. 

* A common misconception of the oririn of the 

possessive. • riot. 
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allurementa of pleasure will I cast before 
his eyes, insomuch that he shall slake that 
love which he now voweth to Cynthia, and 
bum in mine, of which he seemeth careless. 
In this languishing, between my amorous 
devices and his own loose desires, there shall 
such dissolute thoughts take root in his 
head, and over his heart grow so thick 70 
a skin, that neither hope of preferment, nor 
fear of punishment, nor counsel of the 
wisest, nor company of the worthiest, shall 
alter his humor, nor make him once to 
think of his honor. 

Flos. A revenge incredible, and if it may > 
be, unnatural. 

Tell. He shall know the malice of a 
woman to have neither mean nor end; and 
of a woman deluded in love to have » 
neither rule nor reason. I can do it; I 
must; I willl All his virtues will I shadow 
with vices; his person (ah, sweet personl) 
shall he deck with such rich robes as' he 
shall forget it is his own person; his sharp 
wit (ah, wit too sharp that hath cut off all 
my joys!) shall he use in flattering of my 
face and devising sonnets in my favor. The 
prime of his youth and pride of his time 
shall be spent in melancholy passions, » 
careless behavior, untamed thoughts, and 
unbridled affections. 

Flos. When this is done, what then? 
Shall it continue till his death, or shall he 
dote forever in this delight? 

Tell. Ah, Floscula, thou rendest my heart 
in sunder in putting me in remembrance of 
the end. 

Flos. Why, if this be not the end, all the 
rest is to no end. 

Tell. Yet suffer me to imitate Juno, who 
would turn Jupiter’s lovers to beasts on the 
earth, though she knew afterwards they 
should be stars in heaven. 

Flos. Affection that is bred by enchant- 
ment is like a flower that is wrought in 
silk, — in color and form most like, but noth- 
ing at all in substance or savor. 

Tell. It shall suffice me if the world talk 
that I am favored of Endymion. 

Flos. Well, use your own will; but you 
shall find that love gotten with witchcraft is 
as unpleasant as fish taken with medicines 
unwholesome. 


Tell. Floscula, they that be so poor that 
they have neither net nor hook will rather 
poison dough' than pine with hunger; and 
she that is so oppressed with love that she 
is neither able with beauty nor wit to ob- 
tain her friend, will rather use unlawful lao 
means than try intolerable pains. I will do 
it. Exit 

Flos. Then about it. Poor Endymion, 
what traps are laid for thee because thou 
honorest one that all the world wondereth 
at! And what plots are cast to make thee 
unfortunate that studiest of all men to be 
the faithfulest! Exit 

SCENA TERTIA 
[The Same] 

[Enter Dares and Samias] 

Dar. Now our masters are in love up to 
the ears, what have we to do but to be 
in knavery up to the crowns? 

Sam. 0 , that we had Sir Tophas, that 
brave squire, in the midst of our mirth, — et 
ecce autem, “Will you see the Devil," — 

Enter Sir Tophas [and EpitonI 

Top. Epi. 

Epi. Here, sir. 

Top. I brook not this idle humor of 
love; it tickleth not my liver, from 10 
whence the love-mongers in former age 
seemed to infer it should proceed. 

Epi. Love, sir, may lie in your lungs; 
and I think it doth, and that is the cause 
you blow and are so pursy. 

Top. Tush, boy, I think it but some de- 
vice of the poet to get money. 

Epi. A poet; what’s that? 

Top. Dost thou not know what a poet is? 

Epi. No. ao 

Top. Why, fool, a poet is as much as 
one should say — a poet. [Seeing Dares and 
Samias] But soft, yonder be two ^v^ens; 
shall I shoot at them? 

Epi. They are two lads. 

Top. Larks or wrens, I will kill them. 

Epi. Larks! Are you blind? They are 
two little boys. 


'That. 


' Used as bait 


8 


JOHN LYLY 


I * • • 

. 111 . 


Top. Birds or boys, they are both but a 
pittance for my breakfast ; therefore have «> 
at them, for their brains must as it were 
embroider my bolts.’ 

Sam. Stay your courage, valiant knight, for 
your wisdom is so weary that it staycth itself. 

Dot. Why, Sir Tophas, have you for- 
gotten your old friends? 

Top. Friend.s? Nego argumenlum. 

Sam. Ami why not friends? 

Top. Because amicitia (as in old annals 
we find) is inter parc.^. Now, my pretty « 
companions, you shall see how unequal you 
be to me; but I will not cut you quite off, 
you shall be my half friends for reaching 
to my middle; so far as from the ground 
to the waist I will be your friend. 

Dar. Learnedly. But what shall become 
of the rest of your body, from the waist to 
the crown? 

Top. My children, quod supra vos nihil 
ad vos; you must think the rest immor- w 
tal, because you cannot reach it. 

Epi. Nay, I tell ye my master is more 
than a man. 

Dar. And thou less than a mouse. 

Top. But what be you two? 

Sam. I am Samias, page to Eumcnides. 

Dar. And I Dares, page to Endymion. 

Top. Of what occupation are your mas- 
ters? 

Dar. Occupation, you clown! Why, » 
they are honorable and w'arriors. 

Top. Then are they my prentices. 

Dar. Thine! And why so? 

Top. I was the first that ever devised 
war, and therefore by Mars himself given 
me for my arms a whole armory; and thus 
I go, as you see, clothed with artillery. It 
is not silks, milksops, nor tissues, nor the 
fine wool of Seres,* but iron, steel, swords, 
flame, shot, terror, clamor, blood, and w 
ruin, that rocks asleep my thoughts, which 
never had any other cradle but cruelty. 
Let me sec, do you not bleed? 

Dar. Why so? 

Top. Commonly my words wound. 

Sam. What then do your blows? 

Top. Not only [wound. 1 * but also con- 
found. 

Sam. How darest thou come so near thy 
master, Epi? Sir Tophas, spare us. » 

' Blunt arrows. * China silk. 

■ Old odd. confound. 


Top. You shall live: — you, Samias, be- 
cause you are little; you, Dares, because 
you are no bigger; and both of you, be- 
cause you are but two; for commonly I kill 
by the dozen, and have for every particular 
adversary a peculiar weapon. 

Sam. May we know the use, for our 
better skill in war? 

Top. You shall. Here is a bird-bolt for 
the ugly beast the blackbird. 

Dar. A cruel sight. 

Top. Here is the musket for the un- 
tamed, or, as the vulgar sort term it, the 
wild mallard.* 

Sam. O desperate attempt! 

Epi. Nay, my master will match them. 
Dar. Ay, if he catch them. 

Top. Here is a spear and shield, and both 
necessary, the one to conquer, the other to 
subdue or overcome the terrible trout, «» 
which although he be under the water, yet 
tying a string to the top of my spear and 
an engine of iron to the end of my line, I 
overthrow him, and then herein I put him. 

Sam. O wonderful war! [aside] Dares, 
didst thou ever hear such a dolt? 

Dar. [aside] All the better; we shall have 
good sport hereafter, if we can get leisure. 

Sam [aside] Leisure! I will rather lose 
my master’s service than his company! i»o 
Look how he struts. [To Sir Toph.as] But 
what is this? Call you it your sw’ord? 

Top. No, it is my simitar; which I, by 
construction often studying to be com- 
pendious, call my smitcr. 

Dar. What, are you also learned, sir? 
Top. Learned? I am all Mars and Ars. 
Sain. Nay, you arc all mass and ass. 

Top. Mock you me? You shall both 
suffer, yet with such weapons as you shall 
make choice of the weapon wliercwith you 
shall perish. Am I all a mass or lump; is 
there no proportion in me? Am I all ass; 
is there no wit in me? Epi, prepare them 
to the slaughter. 

Sam. I pray, sir, hear us speak! We 
call you mass, which your learning doth well 
understand is all man, for mas man's is a 
man. Then os (as you know) is a weight, 
and we for your virtues account you a 
weight. 

Top. The Latin hath saved your lives, 
the which a world of silver could not have 

^ Drake. 



11 . i. 


ENDYMION, THE MAN IN THE MOON 


9 


ransomed. I understand you, and pardon 
you. 

Dar. Well, Sir Tophas, we bid you fare- 
well, and at our next meeting we will be 

ready to do you service. 

Top. Samias, I thank you: Dares, I 
thank you: but especially I thank you i*o 
both. 

Sam. [aside] Wisely. Come, next time 
we’ll have some pretty gentlewomen with 
us to walk, for without doubt with them he 
will be very dainty. 

Dar. Come, let us see what our masters 

do; it is high time. 

Exeunt [Samias and Dares] 

Top. Now will I march into the field, 
where, if I cannot encounter with my foul 
enemies, I will withdraw myself to the iw 
river, and there fortify for fish, for there 

resteth no minute free from fight. 

Exeunt [Sir Tophas and Epiton] 

SCENA QUARTA 
[The Same] 

[Enter, at one side,] Tellus, Flx)3CULa, [at 

the other] Dipsas 

Tell. Behold, Floscula, we have met 
with the woman by chance that we sought 
for by travel. I will break my mind to her 
without ceremony or circumstance, lest we 
lose that time in advice that should be 

spent in execution. 

Flos. Use your discretion; I will in this 
case neither give counsel nor consent, for 
there cannot be a thing more monstrous 
than to force affection by sorcery, neither lo 
do I imagine anything more impossible. 

Tell. Tush, Floscula, in obtaining of 
love, what impossibilities will I not try? 
And for the winning of Endymion, what 
impieties will I not practise? Dipsas, whom 
as many honor for age as wonder at for cun- 
ning, listen in few words to my tale, and 
answer in one word to the purpose, for 
that neither my burning desire can afford 
long speech, nor the short time I have to » 
stay many delays. Is it possible by herbs, 
stones, spells, incantation, enchantment, 
exorcisms, fire, metals, planets, or any prac- 
tice, to plant affection where it is not, and 
to supplant it where it is? 


Dip. Fair lady, you may imagine that 
these hoary hairs are not void of experi- 
ence, nor the great name that goeth of my 
cunning to be without cause. I can darken 
the sun by my skill and remove the 30 
moon out of her course; I can restore youth 
to the aged and make hills without bot- 
toms; there is nothing that I cannot do but 
that only which you would have me do: 
and therein I differ from the gods, that I 
am not able to rule hearts; for were it in 
ray power to place affection by appoint- 
ment, I would make such <ev'i\ appetites, 
such inordinate lusts, such cursed desires, as 
all the world should be filled both with *0 
superstitious heats and extreme love. 

Tell. Unhappy Tellus, whose desires are 
so desperate that they are neither to be 
conceived of any creature, nor to be cured 
by any art! 

Dip. This I can: breed slackness in love, 
though never root it out. What is he whom 
you love, and what she that he honoreth? 

Tell. Endymion, sweet Endymion is he 
that hath my heart; and Cynthia,— too, «• 
too fair Cynthia, — the miracle of nature, of 
time, of fortune, is the lady that he delights 
in, and dotes on every day, and dies for ten 
thousand times a day. 

Dip. Would you have his love either by 
absence or sickness aslaked?^ Would you 
that Cynthia should mistrust him, or be 
jealous of him without color? ’ 

Tell. It is the only thing I crave, that, 
seeing my love to Endymion, unspotted, » 
cannot be accepted, his truth to Cynthia, 
though it be unspeakable, may be suspected. 

Dip. I will undertake it, and overtake* 
him, that^ all his love shall be doubted of, 
and therefore become desperate: but this 
w'ill wear out with time that treadeth all 
things down but truth. 

Tell. Let us go. 

Dip. I follow. Exeunt 

ACTUS SECUNDUS, SCENA PRIMA 
[Gardens of the Palace] 

[Enter Endymion] 

End. 0 fair Cynthia! 0 unfortunate 
Endymion! Why was not thy birth as high 

* Abated. ’ Pretext. * Overcome. * So that. 
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as thy thoughts, or her beauty less than 
heavenly; or why are not thine honors as 
rare as her beauty, or thy fortunes as great 
as thy deserts? Sweet Cynthia, how wouldst 
thou be pleased, how possessed? Will la- 
bors. patient of all extremities, obtain thy 
love? There is no mountain so steep 
that I will not climb, no monster so cruel lo 
that I will not tame, no action so desperate 
that I will not attempt. Desirest thou the pas- 
sions of love, the sad and melancholy moods 
of perplexed minds, the not-to-be-exprcsscd 
torments of racked thoughts? Behold my 
sad tears, my deep sighs, my hollow eyes, 
my broken sleeps, my heavy countenance. 
Wouldst thou have me vowed only to thy 
beauty and consume every minute of 
time in thy sor\'ice? Remember my soli- » 
tary life almost these seven years. Whom 
have I entertained but mine own thoughts 
and thy virtues? What company have I 
used but contemplation? Whom have I 
wondered at but thee? Nay, whom have I 
not contemned for thee? Have I not crept 
to those on whom I might have trodden, 
only because thou didst shine upon them? 
Have not injuries been sweet to me, if 
thou votichsafe<lst I should bear them? » 
Have I not spent my golden years in hopes, 
waxing old with wishing, yet wishing noth- 
ing but thy love? With Tellus, fair Tellus, 
have I dis.sembled, using her but as a cloak 
for mine affections, that others, seeing my 
mangled and disordered mind, might think 
it were for one that loveth me, not for 
Cynthia, whose perfection alloweth no 
companion nor comparison. In the midst 
of these distempered thoughts of mine « 
thou art not only jealous of my truth, but 
careless, suspicious, and secure; which 
strange humor maketh my mind as des- 
perate as thy conceits are doubtful. I am 
none of those wolves that bark most when 
thou shinest brightest, but that fish (thy 
fish,* Cynthia, in the flood Araris) which at 
thy waxing is as white as the driven snow, 
and at thy waning as black as deepest dark- 
ness. I am that Endymion, sweet Cyn- m 
thia, that have carried my thoughts in equal 
balance with my actions, being always as 
free from imagining ill as enterprising; that 
Endymion whose eyes never esteemed any- 

> Called grolopidtu! by Lyly In Euphutg, ed. Croll 
anu Clemons, p. 74. 


thing fair but thy face, whose tongue 
termed nothing rare but thy virtues, and 
whose heart imagined nothing miraculous 
but thy government; yea, that Endymion, 
who, divorcing himself from the amiablcness 
of all ladies, the bravery of all courts, « 
the company of all men, hath chosen in a 
solitary cell to live, only by feeding on thy 
favor, accounting in the world — but thy- 
self — nothing excellent, nothing immortal; 
thus mayest thou see every vein, sinew, 
muscle, and artery of my love, in which 
there is no flattery, nor deceit, error, nor 
art. But soft, here cometh Tellus. I must 
turn ray other face to her, like Janus, lest 
she be as suspicious as Juno. ■«> 

Enter Tellus, [Floscula, and Dipsas] 

Tell. Yonder I espy Endymion. I will 
seem to suspect nothing, but soothe him, 
that seeing I cannot obtain the depth of his 
love, I may learn the height of his dis- 
sembling. Floscula and Dipsas, withdraw 
yourselves out of our sight, yet be within 
the hearing of our saluting. How now, 
Endymion, always solitnr>'? No company 
but your own thoughts, no friend but 
melancholy fancies? eo 

End. You know’, fair Tellus, that the 
sweet remembrance of your love is the only 
companion of my life, and thy presence, 
my paradise: so that I am not alone when 
nobody is with me, and in heaven itself 
when thou art w’ith me. 

Tell. Then you love me, Endymion? 

End. Or else I live not, Tellus. 

Tell. Is it not j^ossible for you, Endy- 
mion, to dissemble? m 

End. Not, Tellus, unless I could make 
me a woman. 

Tell. Why, is dissembling joined to their 
sex inseparable, ns heat to fire, heaviness 
to earth, moisture to water, thinness to 
air? 

End. No, but found in their sex ns com- 
mon ns spots upon doves, nmles upon faces, 
caterpillars upon sweet apples, cobw’ebs 
upon fair windows. leo 

Tell. Do they all dissemble? 

End. All but one. 

Tell. Who is that? 

End. I dare not tell; for if I should say 
you, then would you imagine my flattery to 
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be extreme; if another, then you would 
think my love to be but indifferent. 

Tell. You will be sure I shall take no 
vantage of your words. But in sooth, Endy- 
mion, without more ceremonies, is it not uo 
Cynthia? 

End. You know, Tellus, that of the gods 
we are forbidden to dispute, because their 
deities come not within the compass of our 
reasons; and of Cynthia we are allowed not 
to talk but to wonder, because her virtues 
are not within the reach of our capacities. 
Tell. Why, she is but a woman. 

End. No more was Venus. 

Tell. She is but a virgin. »> 

E7id. No more was Vesta. 

Tell. She shall have an end. 

End. So shall the world. 

Tell. Is not her beauty subject to time? 
End, No more than time is to standing 
still. 

Tell. Wilt thou make her immortal? 

End. No, but incomparable. 

Tell. Take heed, Endymion, lest like the 
wrastler in Olympia, that striving to lift no 
an impossible weight catched an incur- 
able strain, thou, by fixing thy thoughts 
above thy reach, fall into a disease without 
all recure.' But I see thou art now in love 
with Cynthia. 

End. No, Tellus, thou knowest that the 
stately cedar, whose top reacheth unto the 
clouds, never boweth his head to the shrubs 
that grow in the valley; nor ivy, that 
climbeth up by the elm, can ever get ho 
hold of the beams of the sun: Cynthia I 
honor in all humility, whom none ought or 
dare adventure to love, whose affections are 
immortal, and virtues infinite. Suffer me, 
therefore, to gaze on the moon, at whom, 
were it not for thyself, I would die with 
wondering. Exeunt 

SCENA SECUNDA 
[The Same^ 

[Enterl Dares, Samias, Scintilla, aiui 

Favilla 

Dor. Come, Samias, didst thou ever hear 
such a sighing, the one for Cynthia, the 
other for Semele, and both for moonshine 
in the water? 

' Recovery. 


* 

Earn. Let them sigh, and let us sing. 
How say you, gentlewomen, are not our 
masters too far in love? 

Scin. Their tongues, happily' are dipped 
to the root in amorous words and sweet dis- 
courses, but I think their hearts are scarce « 
tipped on the side with constant desires. 

Bar. How say you, Favilla, is not love 
a lurcher,* that taketh men’s stomachs’ 
away that they cannot eat, their spleen that 
they cannot laugh, their hearts that they 
cannot fight, their eyes that they cannot 
sleep, and leaveth nothing but livers to 
make nothing but lovers! 

Fav. Away, peevish boy; a rod were 
better under thy girdle than love in thy » 
mouth! It will be a forward cock that 
croweth in the shell. 

Bar. Alas, good old gentlewoman, how it 
becometh you to be gravel 

Scin. Favilla, though she be but a spark, 
yet is she fire. 

Fav. And you, Scintilla, be not much 
more than a spark, though you would be 
esteemed a fiame. 

Sam. [aside to Dares] It were good w 
sport to see the fight between two sparks. 

Bar. [to Samias] Let them to it, and we 
will warm us by their words. 

Scin. You are not angry, Favilla? 

Fav. That is, Scintilla, as you list to 
take it. 

Sam. That, that!* 

Scin. This it is to be matched with girls, 
who coming but yesterday from making of 
babies,’ would before to-morrow be ac- m 
counted matrons. 

Fav. I ciy your matronship mercy. Be- 
cause your pantables* be higher with cork, 
therefore your feet must needs be higher in 
the insteps; you will be mine elder because 
you stand upon a stool and I am on the floor. 

Sam. Good, good! 

Bar. [ to Samias] Let them alone, and see with 
what countenance they will become friends. 

Scin. Nay, you think to be the wiser, «o 
because you mean to have the last word. 

Sam. [to Bares] Step between them lest 
they scratch. In faith, gentlewomen, seeing 
we came out to be merry, let not your jar- 
ring mar our j ests ; be friends. How say you ? 

* Haply. * Thief. • Appetites. 

* Samias urgee them on. 

■ Dressing of dolls. * Sbc»4, 
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Scin. I am not angry, but it spited me to 
see how short ' she was. 

Fav. I meant nothing till she would 

needs cross me. 

Dar. Then, so let it rest. ™ 

Sdn. I am agreed. 

Fav. And I. Yet I never took anything 
so unkindly in my life. [weeps} 

Scin. ’Tis I have the cause, that never 
offered the occasion. [weeps} 

Dar. Excellent, and right* like a woman. 

Sam. A strange sight to see water come 
out of fire. 

Dar. It is their property to carry in their 
eyes fire and water, tears and torches, and eo 
in their mouths honey and gall. 

Scin. You will be a good one if you live 
— but what is yonder formal fellow? 

Enter Sir Tophas, [Epiton following] 

Dar. Sir Tophas, Sir Tophas, of whom we 
told you. If you be good wenches, make as 
though you love him, and wonder at him. 

Fav. We will do our parts. 

Dar. But first let us stand aside, and let 
him use his garb,* for all consisteth in his 
gracing. «> 

[The four retire} 

Top. Epi. 

Epi. At hand, sir. 

Top. How likest thou this martial life, 
where nothing but blood besprinklcth our 
bosoms? Let me see, be our enemies^ fat? 

Epi. Passing fat: and I would not change 
this life to be a lord; and yourself passeth 
all comparison, for other captains kill and 
beat, and there is nothing you kill, but you 
also cat. 100 

Top. I will draw out their guts out of 
their bellies, and tear the flesh with my 
teeth, so mortal is my hate, and so eager 
my unstaunched stomach. 

Epi. [aside to the ladies] My master 
thinks himself the valiantest man in the 
world if he kill a wren; so warlike a thing 
he accompteth to take away life, though it 
be from a lark. 

Top. Epi, I find my thoughts to swell no 
and my spirit to take wings, insomuch that 
I cannot continue within the compass of so 
slender combats. 

* * Just, •Show his style* 

•The Trout which Epi Is carrying. 


Fav. This passeth!* I 

Scin. Why, is he not mad? koside] 

Sam. No, butalittlevainglorious.J 

Top. Epi. 

Epi. Sir. 

Top. I will encounter that black and 
cruel enemy that beareth rough and un- i» 
tewed* locks upon his body, whose sire 
throweth down the strongest walls, whose 
legs are as many as both ours, on whose 
head are placed most horrible horns by 
nature as a defence from all harms. 

Epi. What mean you, master, to be so 
desperate? 

Top. Honor inciteth me, and very hun- 
ger compellcth me. 

Epi. What is that monster? >so 

Top. The monster ovis. I have said, — let 
thy wits work. 

Epi. I cannot imagine it. Yet let me 
see, — a “black enemy” W’ith “rough locks.” 
It may be a sheep, and oins is a sheep. His 
sire so strong: a ram is a sheep’s sire, that 
being also an engine of war. Horns he 
hath, and four legs, — so hath a sheep. With- 
out doubt, this monster is a black sheep. 
Is it not a sheep that you mean? i*o 

Top. Thou hast hit it: that monster will 
I kill and sup with. 

Sam. [aside] Come let us take him off. 
[Samias, Dakes, Favilla, and Scintilla 
come forward] Sir Tophas, all hail. 

Top. Welcome, children; I seldom cast 
mine eyes so low as to the crowns of your 
heiids, and therefore pardon me that I spake 
not all this while. 

Dar. No harm done. Here be fair 
ladies come to wonder at your person, your 
valor, your wit, — the report whereof hath 
made them careless of their own honors,— 
to glut their eyes and hearts upon yours. 

Top. Report cannot but injure me, for 
that not knowing fully what I am, I fear 
she hath been a niggard in her praises. 

Scin. No, gentle knight, report hath been 
prodigal, for she hath left you no equal, 
nor herself credit, so m\ich hath she 
told, — yet no more than we now see. 

Dar. [aside] A good wench. 

Fav. If there remain as much pity toward 
women as there is in your courage against 
your enemies, then shall we be happy, who, 

* SurprtRseth. 

• Uiicuntbcil* 


ENDYMION, THE MAN IN THE MOON 


13 


11. iii. 


hearing of your person, came to see it, and 
seeing it, are now in love with it. 

Top. Love me, ladies? I easily believe 
it, but my tough heart receiveth no impres- 
sion with sweet words. Mars may pierce i-o 
it, Venus shall not paint on it. 

Fav. A cruel saying. 

Sam. [aside] There’s a girl. 

Bar. Will you cast these ladies away, 
and all for a little love? Do but speak 
kindly. 

Top. There cometh no soft syllable with- 
in my lips; custom hath made my words 
bloody and my heart barbarous: that pelt- 
ing * word love, how waterish it is in my iw 
mouth; it carrieth no sound; hate, horror, 
death, are speeches that nourish my spirits. 

I like honey, but I care not for the bees; 

I delight in music, but I love not to play 
on the bagpipes; I can vouchsafe to hear 
the voice of women, but to touch their 
bodies I disdain it as a thing childish and 
fit for such men as can digest nothing but 
milk. 

Scin. A hard heart! Shall we die for iw 
your love and find no remedy? 

Top. I have already taken a surfeit. 

Epi. Good master, pity them. 

Top. Pity them, Epi? No, I do not 
think that this breast shall be pestered with 
such a foolish passion. What is that the 
gentlewoman carrieth in a chain? 

Epi. Why, it is a squirrel. 

Top. A squirrel? 0 gods, what things 
are made for money? ^ 

Dar. [to ike ladies] Is not this gentleman 
over-wise? 

Fav. I could stay all day with him, if I 
feared not to be shent.* 

5cm. Is it not possible to meet again? 
Bar. Yes, at any time. 

Fav. Then let us hasten home. 

Scin. Sir Tophas, the god of war deal 
better with you than you do with the god 
of love. 

Fav. Our love we may dissemble, digest 
we cannot; but I doubt not but time will 
hamper you and help us. 

Top. I defy time, who hath no interest 
in my heart. Come, Epi, let me to the 
battle with that hideous beast: love is pap, 

' Paltry. 

* Reproved, j 


and hath no relish in my taste because it 
is not terrible. 

[Exeunt Sir Tophas and Epiton] 
Bar. Indeed a black sheep is a perilous 
beast; but let us in till another time. 220 
Fav. I shall long for that time. 

Exeunt 

SCENA TERTIA 
[A Grove] 

[Enter] Endymion, Dipsas [a-nd] Bagoa 

[m the background] 

End. No rest, Endymion; still uncertain 
how to settle thy steps by day or thy 
thoughts by night! Thy truth is measured 
by thy fortune, and thou art judged un- 
faithful because thou art unhappy. I will 
see if I can beguile myself with sleep, and 
if no slumber will take hold in my eyes, yet 
will I embrace the golden thoughts in my 
-head, and wish to melt by musing; that 
as ebony, which no fire can scorch, is yet 10 
consumed with sweet savors, so my heart, 
which cannot be bent by the hardness of 
fortune, may be bruised by amorous desires. 
On yonder bank never grew anything but 
lunary,‘ and hereafter I will never have any 
bed but that bank. 0 Endymion, Tellus 
was fair. But what availeth beauty with- 
out wisdom? Nay, Endymion, she was 
wise. But what availeth wisdom without 
honor? She was honorable, Endymion; be- » 
lie her not. Ay, but how obscure is honor 
without fortune. Was she not fortunate 
whom so many follow’ed? Yes, yes, but base 
is fortune w'ithout majesty: thy majesty, 
Cynthia, all the world knoweth and won- 
dereth at, but not one in the world that 
can imitate it or comprehend it. No more, 
Endymion. Sleep or die. Nay, die, for to 
sleep, it is impossible; — and yet I know 
not how it cometh t pass, I feel such a » 
heaviness both in mine eyes and heart that 
I am suddenly benumbed, yea, in every 
joint. It may be weariness, for when did I 
rest? It may be deep melancholy, for when 
did I not sigh? Cynthia! Ay, so;— I say, 
Cynthia! He falls asleep 

Bip. [advancing] Little dost thoi know, 
Endymion, when thou shalt wake, for hadst 

* Moonwort. 
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thou placed thy heart as low in love as thy 
head lieth now in sleep, thou mightest « 
have commanded Tellus, whom now, in- 
stead of a mistress, thou shalt find a tomb. 
These eyes must I seal up by art, not 
nature, which are to be opened neither by 
art nor nature. Thou that liest do^vn with 
golden locks shalt not awake until they be 
turned to silver hairs; and that chin on 
which scarcely appeareth soft down shall 
be filled with bristles as hard as broom. 
Thou shalt sleep out thy youth and flower- to 
ing time, and become dry hay before thou 
knowest thyself green grass; and ready by 
age to step into the grave when thou 
wakest, that wast youthful in the court 
when thou laid’st thee down to sleep. The 
malice of Tellus hath brought this to pass, 
which if she could not have intreated of 
me by fair means, she would have com- 
manded by menacing, for from her 
gather we all our simples to maintain o\ir « 
sorceries. {To B.\go,\.1 Fan with this 
hemlock over his face, and sing the en- 
chantment for sleep, whilst I go in and finish 
those ceremonies that arc required in our 
art. Take heed ye touch not his face, for 
the fan is so seasoned that w'hoso it touch- 
eth with a leaf shall presently die, and over 
whom the wind of it breatheth, he shall 
sleep forever. 

Bag. Let me alone; I will be careful, to 
[^ xttDiPSAs] What haphadst thou,Endym- 
ion, to come under the hands of Dipsas? 

0 fair Endymion, how it grieveth me that 
that fair face must be turned to a withered 
.skin and taste the pains of death before it 
feel the reward of love! I fear Tellus will 
repent that which the heavens themselves 
seemed to rue. But I hear Dip.sas coming; 

1 dare not repine, lest she make me pine, 
and rock me into such a deep sleep that I » 
shall not awake to my marriage. 

[Re-^enler Dipsas 

Dip. How now, have you finished? 

Bag. Yea. 

Dip. Well then, let us in; and see that 
you do not so much as whisper that I did 
this, for if you do, I will turn thy hairs to 
adders and all thy teeth in thy head to 
tongues. Come away, come away. Exeunt 


A Dumb Show ' 

Music sounds. Three ladies enter: one 
with a knife and a looking-glass, who, by » 
the procurement of one of the other two, 
offers to slab Endymion as he sleeps; but 
the third rings her hands, lamenteth, offer- 
ing still to prevent it, but dares not. At 
last, the first lady looking in the glass, casts 
down the knife. 

Exeunt {the Three Ladies'] 

Enters an ancient man with books with 
three leaves; offers the same twice. Endym- 
ion refuseth. He* rendeth* two, and offers 
the third, where he stands awhile; and loo 
then Endymion offers to take it. 

Exit [the Old Man] 

ACTUS TERTIUS, SCENA PRIMA 

[Gorderw of the Palace, as before] 

[Enter Cynthia, Eumenides, Tellus, 
Semelb, CoiisiTES, Paneuon, and 

ZONTES] 

Cynth. Is the report true, that Endymion 
is stricken into such a dead sleep that noth- 
ing can either wake him or move him? 

Eum. Too true, madam, and as much to 
be pitied as wondered at. 

Tell. As good sleep and do no harm as 
wake and do no good. 

Cynth. What maketh you, Tellus, to 
be so short? ^ The time was Endymion 
only was." lo 

Eum. It is an old saying, madam, that 
a waking dog doth afar off bark at a sleep- 
ing lion. 

Scm. It were good, Eumenides, that you 
took a nap with your friend, for your 
speech beginneth to be heavy. 

Eum. Contrary to your nature, Semele. 
which hath been always accounted light. 

Cynth. What, have we here before my 
face these unseemly and malapert over- » 
thwarts!* I will tame your tongues and 
your thoughts, and make your speeches 

* Not in the Q. Perhaps addH later, and printed 
then in Six Court Comedies, 1632. 

’The Old Mnn. 

* Q. erroneously readeth. 

* Sh.'irp-tongued. 

* Your only thought wai Endymion. 

* Impertinent wrangling^ 
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answerable to your duties, and your con- 
ceits fit for my dignity, else will I banish 
you both my person and the world. 

Eum. Pardon I humbly ask; but such is 
my unspotted faith to Endymion that what- 
soever seemeth a needle to prick his finger 
is a dagger to wound my heart. 

Cynth. If you be so dear to him, how » 
happeneth it you neither go to see him, nor 
search for remedy for him? 

Eum. I have seen him to my grief, and 
sought recure ' with despair, for that I can- 
not imagine who should restore him that is 
the wonder to all * len. Your highness, on 
whose hands the compass of the earth is at 
command, though not in possession, may 
show yourself both worthy your sex, your 
nature, and your favor, if you redeem that » 
honorable Endymion, whose ripe years fore- 
tell rare virtues, and whose unmellowed 
conceits* promise ripe counsel. 

Cynth. I have had trial of Endymion, 
and conceive greater assurance of his age 
than I could hope of his youth. 

Tell. But timely, madam, crooks that 
tree that will be a cammock,* and young 
it pricks that will be a thorn ; and therefore 
he that began without care to settle his w 
life, it is a sign without amendment he will 
end it. 

Cynth. Presumptuous girl, I will make 
thy tongue an example of unrecoverable 
displeasure. Corsites, carry her to the 
castle in the desert, there to remain and 
weave. 

Cors. Shall she work stories or 
poetries? 

Cynth. It skilleth* not which. Go to *o 
in both; for she shall find examples infinite 
in either what punishment long tongues 
have. Eumenides, if either the soothsayers 
in Egypt, or the enchanters in Thessaly, or 
the philosophers in Greece, or all the sages 
of the world, can find remedy, I will procure 
it; therefore, dispatch with all speed: you, 
Eumenides, into Thessaly; you, Zontes, 
into Greece, because you are acquainted in 
Athens; you, Panelion^ to Egypt; saying 70 
that Cynthia sendeth, and if you will, com- 
mandeth. 

Eum. On bowed knee I give thanks, and 
with wings on my legs, I fly for remedy. 

* Remedy. • A crooked stick. 

* Immature ideas. * Matters. 


Zon. We are ready at your highness’ 
command, and hope to return to your full 
content. 

Cynth. It shall never be said that 
Cynthia, whose mercy and goodness filleth 
the heavens with joys and the world with » 
marvels, will suffer either Endymion or any 
to perish, if he may be protected. 

Eum. Your Majesty’s words have been 
always deeds, and your deeds virtues. 

Exeunt 

SCENA SECUNDA 
[Before a Castle] 

[Enter] Corsites [and] Tellus 

Cors. Here is the castle, fair Tellus, in 
which you must weave, till either time end 
your days, or Cynthia her displeasure. I am 
sorry so fair a face should be subject to 
so hard a fortune, and that the flower of 
beauty, which is honored in courts, should 
here wither in prison. 

Tell. Corsites, Cynthia may restrain the 
liberty of ray body, of my thoughts she can- 
not; and therefore do I esteem myself 10 
most free, though I am in greatest bondage. 

Cors. Can you then feed on fancy, and 
subdue the mafice of envy by the sweetness 
of imagination? 

Tell. Corsites, there is no sweeter music 
to the miserable than despair; and there- 
fore the more bitterness I feel, the more 
sweetness I find; for so vain were liberty, 
and so unwelcome the following of higher 
fortune, that I choose rather to pine in » 
this castle than to be a prince in any other 
court. 

Cors. A humor contrary to your years and 
nothing agreeable to your sex: the one 
commonly allured with delights, the other 
always with sovereignty. 

Tell. I marvel, Corsites, that you being a 
captain, who should sound nothing but ter- 
ror and suck nothing but blood, can And in 
your heart to talk such smooth words, for » 
that it agreeth not with your calling to use 
words so soft as that of love. 

Cors. Lady, it were unfit of wars to dis- 
course with women, into whose minds 
nothing can sink but smoothness; besides, 
you must not think that soldiers be so 
rough-hewn, or of such knotty mettle, that 
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beauty cannot allure, and you, being be- 
yond perfection, enchant. 

rdl. Good Cor-sites. talk not of love. *o 
but let me to iny labor: the little beauty I 
have shall be bestowed on my loom, which 
I now mean to make my lover. 

Cars. Let us in, and what favor Cor- 
sites can show, Tellus shall command. 

Tell. The only favor I desire is now and 
then to walk. Exeunt 

SCENA TERTIA 
[Gardens of the Palace] 

[Enter] Sir Tophas and Epi(ton] 

Top. Epi. 

Epi. Here, sir. 

Top. Unrig me. Heigho! 

Epi. What’s that? 

Top. An interjection, whereof some are 
of mourning: as eho, vah. 

Epi. I understand you not. 

Top. Thou seest me. 

Epi. Ay. 

Top. Thou hearest me. i® 

Epi. Ay. 

Top. Thou feelest mo. 

Epi. Ay. 

Top. And not understand’st ..le? 

Epi. No. 

Top. Then am I but three-quarters of a 
noun substantive. But alas, Epi, to tell 
thee the troth, I am a noun adjective. 

Epi. Why? 

Top. Because I cannot stand without » 
another. 

Epi. Who is that? 

Top. Dipsas. 

Epi. Are you in love? 

Top. No; but love hath, as it were, 
milked my thoughts and drained from my 
heart the very substance of my accus- 
tomed courage; it worketh in my head like 
now wine, so as I must hoop my sconce * 

with iron, lest my head break, and so I » 

bewray ’ my brains : but I pray thee first 
discover* me in all parts, that I may be 
like a lover, and then will I sigh and die. 
Take my gun and give me a gown: Cedant 
arma togee.* 

* Hoad. • UndroM. 

* Expose. * Cicero. 


Epi. Here. 

Top. Take my sword and shield and 
give me beard-brush and scissors — Bella 
gerant alii, tu Pari semper oma.* 

Epi. Will you be trimmed, sir? *® 

Top. Not yet ; for I feel a contention 
within me whether I shall frame the bodkin 
beard or the bush.* But take my pike and 
give me pen, — Diccre quee puduit, scribere 
jussit amor.* 

Epi. I will furnish you, sir. 

Top. Now, for my bow and belts give 
me ink and paper, for my smiter a pen- 
knife; for 

Scalpellurn, calami^ atrnmentum , charta, libelti, lo 
Sint sefnper atuUiis arma parata mei^. 

Epi. Sir, will you give over wars and 
play with that bauble called love? 

Top. Give over wars? No, Epi, Militat 
omnis amans, et habet sua castra Cupido. 

Epi. Love hath made you very eloquent, 
but your face is nothing fair. 

Top. Non jormosus eral, sed erat facun- 
dus Ulysses. 

Epi. Nay, I must seek a new master if •> 
you can speak nothing but verses. 

Top. Qtiicquid conabar dicere, versus 
erat.* Epi, I feel all Ovid de Arte Amandi 
lie as heavy at my heart as a load of logs. 
O what a fine, thin hair hath Dipsas 1 What 
a pretty low forehead I What a tall and 
stately nose! What little hollow eyes! 
What great and goodly lips! How harmless 
she is, being toothless, her fingers fat and 
short, adorned with long nails like a bit- » 
tern! In how sweet a proportion her cheeks 
hang down to her breasts like dugs and 
her paps to her waist like bags! What a low 
stature she u, and yet what a great foot 
she carricth! How thrifty must she bo in 
whom there is no waist 1 How virtuous is 
she like to be, over whom no man can be 
jealous I 

Epi. Stay, master, you forget yourself. 

Top. 0 Epi, even as a dish meltcth » 
by the fire, so doth my wit increase by love. 

Epi. Pithily, and to the purpose! But 
what, begin you to nod? 

Top. Good Epi, let me take a nap; for 

* .K rrmlnlscoiicc of Ovid. 

* A pointed or spreading beard. 

* Ovid. 

* These tlirce quotations are Tsrlouslj from Ovid 
also, a schoolbook in Lyly's age. 
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as some man may better steal a horse than 
another look over the hedge, so divers shall 
be sleepy when they would fainest take 
rest. sleeps 

Epi. Who ever saw such a woodcock ! ^ 
Love Dipsas! Without doubt all the w 
world will now account him valiant, that 
ventureth on her whom none durst under- 
take. But here cometh two wags. 

Enter Dares and Samias 

Sam. Thy master hath slept his share. 
Dar. I think he doth it because he 
would not pay me by board-wages. 

5am. It is a thing most strange: and I 
think mine will never return, so that we 
must both seek new masters, for we shall 
never live by our manners. 

Epi. If you want masters, join with me 
and serve Sir Tophas, who must needs keep 
more men, because he is toward marriage. 
5am. What, Epi, where’s thy master? 
Epi. Yonder, sleeping in love. 

Dar. Is it possible? 

Epi. He hath taken his thoughts a hole 
lower,* and saith, seeing it is the fashion of 
the world, he will vail bonnet* to beauty. 
5am. How is he attired? 

Epi. Lovely.* 

Dar. Whom loveth this amorous knight? 
Epi. Dipsas. 

5am. That ugly creature? Why, she is a 
fool, a scold, fat, without fashion, and quite 
without favor.* 

Epi. Tush, you be simple; my master 
hath a good marriage. 

Dar. Good! As how? 

Epi. Why, in marrying Dipsas he shall 120 
have every day twelve dishes of meat to 
his dinner, though there be none but Dipsas 
with him : four of flesh, four of fish, four of 
fruit. 

Sam. As how, Epi? 

Epi. For flesh these: woodcock, goose, 
bittern, and rail.* 

Dar. Indeed, he shall not miss, if Dipsas 
be there. 

* Simpleton ; the woodcock was regarded a foolish 
bird. 

’Come off his high horse (Baker). 

* Take off his cap. 

‘As a lover. 

* Good looks. 

* Epi. plays on both the sound and meaning of 
these words. 


Epi. For fish these: crab, carp, lump, iso 
and pouting. 

5am. Excellent, for of my word she is 
both crabbish, lumpish, and carping. 

Epi. For fruit these: fretters, medlars,* 
hartichokes, and lady-longings. Thus you 
see he shall fare like a king, though he be 
but a beggar. 

Dar. Well, Epi, dine thou with him, for 
I had rather fast than see her face. But 
see, thy master is asleep; let us have a i« 
song to wake this amorous knight. 

Epi. Agreed. 

5am. Content. 

The First Song* 

Epi. Here snores Tophas, 

That amorous ass, 

Who loves Dipsas, 

With face so sweet. 

Nose and chin meet. 

i At sight of her each Fury skips 
AUiftTee.^ And Hings into lier lap their whips. 
Dar. Holla, holla in his ear. i^' 

Sam. The witch, sure, thrust her fingers there. 

Epi. Cramp him, or wring the fool by th’ nose; 
Dar. Or clap some burning flax to his toes. 

Sam. What music’s best to wake him ? 

Epi. Bow-wow, let bandogs ’ shake him ! 

Dar. Let adders hiss in’s ear ; 

Sam. Else earwigs wriggle there. 

Epi. No, let him batten ; * when his tongue 
Once goes, a cat is not worse strung. 

.4 11 *1. 5 if he ope nor mouth nor eyes, 

All tnree. ^ himself wise. 

Top. Sleep is a binding of the senses, 
love a loosing. 

Epi. Let us hear him awhile. 

Top. There appeared in my sleep a 
goodly owl, who, sitting upon my shoulder, 
cried, “Twit, twit’’; and before mine eyes 
presented herself the express image of Dip- 
sas. I marvelled what the owl said, till no 
at the last I perceived, — “Twit, twit,” “To 
it, to it,” — only, by contraction admonished 
by this vision to make account of my sweet 
Venus. 

5am. Sir Tophas, you have overslept 
yourself. 

Top. No, youth, I have but slept over 
my love. 

Dar. Love? Why, it is impossible that 
into so noble and unconquered a courage iso 
love should creep, having first a head as 

» A small fruit which rots soon. 

’ The songs of Lyly’s plays appear first in the col- 
lected edition. 

* A fierce dog. 

* Grow fat. 
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hard to pierce as steel, then to pass to a 
heart armed with a shirt of mail. 

Epi. Ay, but my master yawninp one 
day in the sun. Love crept into his mouth 
before he could close it, and there kept such 
a tumbling in his body that he was glad to 
untruss* the points* of his heart and enter- 
tain Love as a stranger. 

Top. If there remain any pity in you, w 
plead for me to Dipsas. 

Dar. Plead! Nay, we will press her to it. 
[aside to Samias] Let us go with him to 
Dipsas, and there shall we have good sport. 
But, Sir Tophas, when shall we go? For I 
find my tongue voluble, and my heart ven- 
turous, and all myself like myself. 

Sam. [aside to DaresJ Come, Dares, let 
us not lose him until we find our masters, 
for as long as he liveth, we shall lack a® 
neither mirth nor meat. 

Epi. We wifi traverse. Will you go, sir? 
Top. I pTcc, seqxtar* Exeunt 

SCENA QUARTA 

[A desert place, with a fountain] 

[Enter] Eumbnides [and] Geron [com- 
pleting a song] 

Eum. Father, your sad music being 
tuned on the same key that my hard for- 
tune is, hath so melted my mind that I wish 
to hang at your mouth’s end till life end. 

Ger. These tunes, gentleman, have I 
been accustomed with these fifty winters, 
having no other house to shroud myself but 
the broad heavens; and so familiar with 
me hath use made misery that I esteem 
sorrow my chiefest solace, and welcomest lo 
is that guest to me that can rehearse the 
saddest tale or the bloodiest tragedy, 

Eum. A strange humor. Might I inquire 
the cause? 

Ger. You must pardon me if I deny to 
tell it, for knowing that the revealing 
of griefs is, as it were, a renewing of 
sorrow, I have vowed therefore to conceal 
them, that I might not only feel the 
depth of everlasting discontentment, but » 
despair of remedy. But whence are you? 

* Untie. 

doubier* '"'hlch the hose were fastened to the 

• Terence. 


What fortune hath thrust you to this 
distress? 

Eum. I am going to Thessaly, to seek 
remedy for Endyraion, my dearest friend, 
who hath been cast into a dead sleep almost 
these twenty years, waxing old and ready 
for the grave, being almost but newly come 
forth of the cradle. 

Ger. You need not for recure travel » 
far, for who so can clearly see the bottom of 
this fountain shall have remedy for any- 
thing. 

Eum. That methinketh is impossible. 
Why, what virtue can there be in water? 

Ger. Yes, whosoever can shed the tears 
of a faithful lover shall obtain anything he 
would. Read these words engraven about 
the brim. 

Eum. Have you known this by experi- « 
ence, or is it placed here of purpose to 
delude men? 

Ger. I only would have experience of it, 
and then should there be an end of my 
misery; and then would I tell the strangest 
discourse that ever yet was heard. 

Eum. Ah, Eumenidesl 

Ger. What lack you, gentleman; are you 
not well? 

Eum. Yes, father, but a qualm that » 
often cometh over my heart doth now take 
bold of me. But did never any lovers come 
hither? 

Ger. Lusters, but not lovers; for often 
have I seen them weep, but never could I 
hear they saw the bottom. 

Eum. Came there women also? 

Ger. Some. 

Eum. What did thy see? 

Ger. They all wept, that the fountain •• 
overflowed with tears, but so thick became 
the water with their tears that I could 
scarce discern the brim, much less behold 
the bottom. 

Eum. Be faithful lovers so scant? 

Ger. It seemeth so, for yet heard I 
never of any. 

Eum. Ah Eumenides, hmv art thou per- 
plexed! Call to mind the beauty of thy 
sweet mistress and the depth of thy ™ 
never-dying affections; how oft hast thou 
honored her, not only without spot, but 
suspicion of falsehood! And how hardly 
hath she rewarded thee without cause or 
color of despite. How secret hast thou been 
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these seven years, that hast not, nor once 
darest not to name her, for discontenting 
her. How faithful, that hast offered to die 
for her, to please her! Unhappy Eumem- 

des! ” 

Ger. Why, gentleman, did you once 

love? 

Bum. Once? Ay, father, and ever shall. 
Ger. Was she unkind and you faithful? 
Eum. She of all women the most 

froward, and I of all creatures the most 
fond. 

Ger. You doted then, not loved, for 
affection is grounded on virtue, and virtue 
is never peevish; or on beauty, and « 
beauty loveth to be praised. 

Eum. Ay, but if all virtuous ladies 
should yield to all that be loving, or all 
amiable gentlewomen entertain all that be 
amorous, their virtues would be accounted 
vices, and their beauties deformities; for 
that love can be but between two, and that 
not proceeding of him that is most faithful 
but most fortunate. 

Ger. I would you were so faithful that i<» 
your tears might make you fortunate. 

Eum. Yea, father, if that my tears clear 
not this fountain, then may you swear it 
is but a mere mockery. 

Ger. So saith every one yet that wept. 
Eum. Ah, I faint, I die ! Ah, sweet 
Semele, let me alone, and dissolve,* by 
weeping, into water. 

[He gazes into the fountain] 

Ger. This affection seemeth strange: if 
he see nothing, without doubt this dis- no 
sembling passeth “ for nothing shall draw 
me from the belief. 

Eum. Father, I plainly see the bottom, 
and there in white marble engraven these 
words: Ask one for all, and but one thing 
at all. 

Ger. 0 fortunate Eumenides, (for so 
have I heard thee call thyself,) let me see. 
[Looks into the fountain] I cannot discern 
any such thing. I think thou dreamest. 

Eum. Ah, father, thou art not a faithful 
lover, and therefore canst not behold it. 

Ger. Then ask, that I may be satisfied 
by the event, and thyself blessed. 

Eum. Ask? So I will. And what shall 

* And let me dissolve. 

’ Is most successful. 


I do but ask, and whom should I ask but 
Semele, the possessing of whose person is a 
pleasure that cannot come within the com- 
pass of comparison ; whose golden locks 
seem most curious when they seem most lao 
careless; whose sweet looks seem most al- 
luring when they are most chaste; and 
whose words the more virtuous they are, the 
more amorous they be accounted? I pray 
thee. Fortune, when I shall first meet with 
fair Semele, dash my delight with some 
light disgrace, lest embracing sweetness 
beyond measure, I take a surfeit without 
recure: let her practise her accustomed coy- 
ness that I may diet myself upon my 
desires; otherwise the fulness of my joys 
will diminish the sweetness, and I shall 
perish by them before I possess them. Why 
do I trifle the time in words? The least 
minute being spent in the getting of Semele 
is more worth than the whole world; there- 
fore let me ask. 

What now, Eumenides! Whither art thou 
drawn? Hast thou forgotten both friend- im 
ship and duty, care of Endymion, and the 
commandment of Cynthia? Shall he die in 
a leaden sleep because thou sleepest in a 
golden dream? Ay, let him sleep ever, so I 
slumber but one minute with Semele. Love 
knoweth neither friendship nor kindred. 
Shall I not hazard the loss of a friend for 
the obtaining of her for whom I would 
often lose myself? Fond* Eumenides, shall 
the enticing beauty of a most disdainful 
lady be of more force than the rare fidel- leo 
ity of a tried friend? The love of men to 
women is a thing common and of course; 
the friendship of man to man infinite and 
immortal. Tush! Semele doth possess my 
love. Ay, but Endymion hath deserved it. 
I will help Endymion. I found Endymion 
unspotted in his tnith. Ay, but I shall find 
Semele constant in her love. I will have 
Semele. What shall I do? Father, thy 
gray hairs are embassadors of experience, ito 
W hich shall I ask? 

Ger. Eumenides, release Endymion, for 
all things, friendship excepted, are subject 
to fortune: love is but an eye-worm, which 
only tickleth the head with hopes and 
wishes; friendship the image of eternity, in 
which there is nothing movable, nothing 

' Foolish. 
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mischievous. As much difTerence as there 
is between beauty and virtue, bodies and 
shadows, colors and life, so great odds is i» 
there between love and friendship. Love 
is a chameleon, which draweth nothing into 
the mouth but air, and nourisheth nothing 
in the body but lungs: believe me, Eumen- 
idc.s, desire dies in the same moment that 
beauty sickens, and beauty fadeth in the 
same instant that it flourishcth. When ad- 
versities flow, then love ebbs; but friend- 
ship standeth stiffly in storms. Time draw- 
eth wrinkles in a fair face, but addeth iw 
fresh colors to a fust friend, which neither 
heat, nor cold, nor misery, nor place, nor 
destiny, can alter or diminish. O friend- 
ship, of all things the most rare, and there- 
fore most rare because most excel- 
lent, whose comforts in misery is always 
sweet, and whose counsels in prosperity are 
ever fortunate! Vain love, that, only 
coming near to friendship in name, would 
seem to be the same or better in 200 
nature I 

Eum. Father, I allow your reasons, and 
will therefore conquer mine own. Virttie 
shall subdue affections, wisdom lust, friend- 
ship beauty. Mistresses are in every place, 
and as common as hares on Athos,‘ bees in 
Hybla, fowls in the air; but friends to be 
found are like the phtenix in Arabia, but 
one; or the philadel[)hi * in Arays,* never 
above two. I will have Endymion [Look- m 
ing again into the fountain] Sacred foun- 
tain, in whose bowels arc hidden divine 
secrets, I have increased your waters with 
the tears of unspotted thoughts, and there- 
fore let me receive the reward you promise: 
Endymion, the truest friend to me, and 
faithfulest lover to Cynthia, is in such a 
dead sleep that nothing can wake or move 
him. 

Ger. Dost thou see anything? «o 

Eum. I see in the same pillar these 
words: When she whose figure of all is the 
pcrfcctest, and never to be measured; al- 
ways one, yet never the same; still incon- 
stant, yet never wavering; shall come and 
kiss Endymion in his sleep, he shall then 
rise, else never. This is strange. 

* Q. in Atho^ 

’ A plant of which the plants grow only In pairs. 
Perhaps Aranjuez In Spain where there were 
famous gurdc^ns. 


Ger. What see you else? 

Eum. There cometh over mine eyes 
either a dark mist, or upon the fountain *» 
a deep thickness, for I can perceive nothing. 
But how am I deluded, or what difficult, 
nay impossible, thing is this? 

Ger. Me thinketh it easy. 

Eum. Good father, and how? 

Ger. Is not a circle of all figures the 
pcrfectest? 

Eum. Yes. 

Ger. And is not Cynthia of all circles 
the most absolute? mo 

Eum. Yes. 

Ger. Is it not impossible to measure her, 
who still worketh by her influence,* never 
standing at one stay? 

Eum. Yes. 

Ger. Is she not always Cynthia, yet 
seldom in the same bigness; always waver- 
ing in her wa.xing or waning, that our bodies 
might the better be governed, our seasons 
the dailier give their increase; yet never no 
to be removed from her course, as long as 
the heavens continue theirs? 

Eum. Yes. 

Ger. Then who can it be but Cynthia, 
whose virtues being all divine must needs 
bring things to pass that be miraculous? 
Go, humble thyself to Cynthia; tell her 
the success, of which myself shall be a wit- 
ness. And this ass\ire thyself, that she that 
sent to find means for his safety will now i« 
work her cunning. 

^wm. How fortunate am I, if Cynthia be 
she that may do itl 

Ger. How fond * art thou, if thou do not 
believe itl 

Eum. I will hasten thither that I may en- 
treat on my knees for succor, and embrace 
in mine arms my friend. 

Ger. I will go with thee, for unto Cynthia 
must I discover all my sorrows, who also «« 
must work in me a contentment. 

Eum. May I now know the cause? 

Ger. That shall be as we walk, and I 

doubt not but the strangeness of my tale 

will take away the tediousness of our 
journey. 

Eum. Let us go. 

Ger. I follow. iTxeuiU 

I In the astrological sense. 

* Foolish. 
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ACTUS QUARTUS SCENA PRIMA 
[Before Corsites* Castle] 

[Enter Tellus] 

Tell. I marvel Corsites giveth me so 
much liberty, — all the world knowing his 
charge to be so high and his nature to be 
most strange, — who hath so ill intreated 
ladies of great honor that he hath not suffered 
them to look out of windows, much less to 
walk abroad. It may be he is in love with 
me, for (Endymion, hard-hearted Endym- 
ion excepted) what is he that is not enam- 
ored of my beauty? But what respectest lo 
thou the love of all the world? Endymion 
hates thee. Alas, poor Endymion, my mal- 
ice hath exceeded my love, and thy faith 
to Cynthia quenched my affections. 
Quenched, Tellus? Nay, kindled them 
afresh; insomuch that I find scorching 
flames for dead embers, and cruel encoun- 
ters of war in my thoughts instead of sweet 
parleys. Ah, that I might once again see 
Endymion ! Accursed girl, what hope hast » 
thou to see Endymion, on whose head al- 
ready are grown gray hairs, and whose life 
must yield to nature, before Cynthia end 
her displeasure. Wicked Dipsas, and most 
devilish Tellus, the one for cunning too ex- 
quisite, the other for hate too intolerable! 
Thou wast commanded to weave the stories 
and poetries wherein were showed both ex- 
amples and punishments of tattling tongues, 
and thou hast only embroidered the sweet » 
face of Endymion, devices of love, melan- 
choly imaginations, and what-not, out of 
thy work, that thou shouldst study to pick 
out of thy mind. But here cometh Corsites. 
I must seem yielding and stout; full of 
mildness, yet tempered with a majesty; for 
if I be too flexible, I shall give him more 
hope than I mean; if too froward, enjoy 
less liberty than I would. Love him I can- 
not, and therefore will practise that which « 
is most customary * to our sex, to dissemble. 

Enter Corsites 

Cor. Fair Tellus, I perceive you rise 
with the lark, and to yourself sing with 
the nightingale. 

* Bond’s omeudatioD for contrarj/. 


Tell. My lord, I have no playfellow but 
fancy; being barred of all company, I must 
question with myself, and make my 
thoughts my friends. 

Cor. I would you would account my 
thoughts also your friends, for they be w 
such as are only busied in wondering at 
your beauty and wisdom; and some such 
as have esteemed your fortune too hard; 
and divers of that kind that offer to set 
you free, if you will set them free. 

Tell. There are no colors so contrary as 
white and black, nor elements so disagree- 
ing as fire and water, nor anything so oppo- 
site as men’s thoughts and their words. 

Cor. He that gave Cassandra the gift m 
of prophesying, with the curse that, spake 
she never so true, she should never be be- 
lieved, hath I think poisoned the fortune 
of men, that uttering the extremities of 
their inward passions are always suspected 
of outward perjuries. 

Tell. Well, Corsites, I will flatter myself 
and believe you. What would you do to 
enjoy my love? 

Cor. Set all the ladies of the castle io 
free, and make you the pleasure of my 
life: more I cannot do, less I will not. 

Tell. These be great words, and fit your 
calling; for captains must promise things 
impossible. But will you do one thing for 
all? 

Cor. Anything, sweet Tellus, that am 
ready for all. 

Tell. You know that on the lunary bank 
sleepeth Endymion. 

Cor. I know it. 

Tell. If you will remove him from that 
place by force, and convey him into some 
obscure cave by policy, I give you here the 
faith of an unspotted virgin that you only 
shall possess me as a lover, and in spite of 
malice have me for a wife. 

Cor. Remove him, Tellus! Yes, Tellus, 
he shall be removed, and that so soon as* 
thou shalt as much commend my dili- » 
gence as my force. I go. 

Tell. Stay, will yourself attempt it? 

Cor. Ay, Tellus, as I would have none 
partaker of my sweet love, so shall none 
be partners of my labors. But I pray thee 
go at your best leisure, for Cynthia begin- 
neth to rise, and if she discover our love, 

» That. 
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we both perish, for nothing pleaseth her 
but the fairness of virginity. All things 
must be not only without lust but with- w 
out suspicion of lightness. 

Tell. I will depart, and go you to En- 

dymion. 

Cor. I fly, Tellus, being of all men the 
most fortunate. Exit (Corsites] 

Tell. Simple Corsites, I have set thee 
about a task, being but a man, that the gods 
themselves cannot perform, for little dost 
thou know how heavy his head lies, how 
hard his fortune; but such shifts must ho 
women have to deceive men, and under 
color of things easy, entreat that which is 
impossible; otherwise we should be cum- 
bered with importunities, oaths, sighs, let- 
ters, and all implements of love, which to 
one resolved to the contrary are most 
loathsome. I will in, and laugh with the 
other ladies at Corsites’s sweating. Exit 

SCENA SECUNDA 
[Gardens of the Palace] 

[Enter] Samias and Dares 

Sam. Will thy master never awake? 

Dar. No; I think he sleeps for a wager: 
but how shall we spend the time? Sir 
Tophas is so far in love that he pineth in 
his bed and comcth not abroad. 

Sam. But here cometh Epi in a pelting 
chafe.^ 

[Enter Epiton] 

Epi. A pox for all false proverbs, and 
were a proverb a page, I would have him 
by the ears I lo 

Sam. Why art thou angry? 

Epi. Why? You know it is said, “The 
tide tarrieth no man.” 

Sam. True. 

Epi. A monstrous lie; for I was tied two 
hours, and tarried for one to unloose me. 

Dar. Alas I poor Epil 

Epi. Poorl No, no, you base-conceited* 
slaves, I am a most complete gentleman, 
although I be in disgrace with Sir » 
Tophas. 

Dar. Art thou out with him? 

Epi. Ay, because I cannot got him a 

* Bad humor. • Unimaginative. 


lodging with Endyraion. He would fain 
take a nap for forty or fifty years. 

Dar. A short sleep, considering our long 

life. 

Sam. Is he still in love? 

Epi. In love? Why he doth nothing but 

make sonnets. “ 

Sam. Canst thou remember any one of 

his poems? 

Epi. Ay, this is one: — 

The beggar. Love. Uiat knows not where to lodge. 

At last within my heart, wlien I slept 

Ho crept, 

I waked, and ao my fancies began to lodge.* 

Sam. That's a very long verse. 

Epi. Why, the other was short: the first 
is called from the thumb to the little « 
finger; the second from the little finger to 
the elbow; and some he made to reach to 
the crown of his head, and down again to 
the sole of his foot. It is set to the tune 
of the black saunce;* rotto est, because 
Dipsas is a black saint. 

Dar. Very wisely: but pray thee, Epi, 
how art thou complete; and being from thy 
master, what occupation wilt thou take? 

Epi. Know,* my hearts, I am an abso- » 
lute A/icrocosmus, a petty world of myself: 
my library is my head, for I have no other 
books but my brains; my wardrobe on my 
back, for I have no more apparel than is 
on my body ; my armory at my fingers’ ends, 
for I use no other artillery than my nails; 
my treasure in my purse. Sic omnia mea 
mecum porto.* 

Dar. Goodl 

Epi. Know,* sirs, my palace is paved « 
with grass, and tiled with stars, for Cceto 
tegittir qui non habei umam* he that hath 
no house must lie in the yard. 

Sam. A brave resolution t But how wilt 
thou spend thy time? 

Epi. Not in any melancholy sort; for 
mine exercise I will walk horses. . 

Dar. Too bad! 

Epi. Why, is it not said: “It is good 
walking when one hath his horse in his » 
hand”? 

Sam. Worse and worse I But how wilt 
thou live? 

Epi. By angling. 0, 'tis a stately occu- 

* Move. 

> The Black Sanctus, a hymn to St. Satan. 

• Old edd. No. • Old edd. Now. 

' * Cicero. • Lucan. 
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pation to stand four hours in a cold morn- 
ing, and to have his nose bitten with frost 
before his bait be mumbled with a fish. 

Dar. A rare attempt! But wilt thou 

never travel? 

Epi. Yes, in a western barge, when with » 
a good wind and lusty pugs,‘ one may go 
ten miles in two days. 

Sam. Thou art excellent at thy choice. 
But what pastime wilt thou use? None? 

Epi. Yes, the quickest of all. 

5am. What, dice? 

Epi. No, when I am in haste, one-and- 
twenty games at chess, to pass a few 
minutes. 

Dar. A life for a little lord, and full of « 
quickness. 

Epi. Tush, let me alone! But I must 
needs see if I can find where Endymion 
lieth, and then go to a certain fountain 
hard by, where they say faithful lovers 
shall have all things they will ask. If I 
can find out any of these, Ego et magister 
meus erimus in into, I and my master shall 
be friends. He is resolved to weep some 
three of four pailfuls to avoid the rheum iw 
of love that wambleth* in his stomach. 

Enter [Master Constable and Two] 

Watchtmen] 

5am. Shall we never see thy master. 
Dares? 

Dar. Yes; let us go now, for to-morrow 

Cynthia will be there. 

Epi. I will go with you; — but how shall 

we see for the Watch? 

5am. Tush, let me alone! I’ll begin to 
them. Masters, God speed you. 

1 Watch. Sir boy, we are all sped al- 
ready. 

Epi. [aside] So methinks, for they smell 
all of drink, like a beggar’s beard. 

Dar. But I pray, sirs, may we see Endym- 
ion? 

2 Watch. No, we are commanded in Cyn- 
thia’s name, that no man shall see him. 

5am. No man! Why, we are but boys. 

1 Watch. Mass, neighbors, he says true, 
for if I swear I will never drink my liquor 
by the quart, and yet call for two pints, I 
think with a safe conscience I may carouse 
both. 


Dar. Pithily, and to the purpose. 

2 Watch. Tush, tush, neighbors, take me 
with you.' 

Sam. [aside] This will grow hot. 

Dar. [aside] Let them alone. 

2 Watch. If I say to my wife, “Wife, I 
will have no raisins in my pudding,” she m 
puts in currants; small raisins are raisins, 
and boys are men : even as my wife should 
have put no raisins in my pudding, so shall 
there no boys see Endymion. 

Dar. Learnedly. 

Epi. Let Master Constable speak; I 
think he is the wisest among you. 

Mast. You know, neighbors, ’tis an old 
said saw,* ‘Children and fools speak true.’ 

All. True. “o 

Mast. Well, there you see the men be the 
fools, because it is provided from the chil- 
dren. 

Dar, Good. 

Mast. Then, say I, neighbors, that chil- 
dren must not see Endymion, because chil- 
dren and fools speak true. 

Epi. 0 wicked application! 

5am. Scurvily brought about! 

1 Watch. Nay, he says true, and there- im 
fore till Cynthia have been here, he shall 
not be uncovered. Therefore, away! 

Dar. [Aside to Epiand Sam.] A watch, quoth 
you ! A man may watch seven years for a wise 
word, and yet go without it. Their wits are all 
as rusty as their bills.* But come on, Master 
Constable, shall we have a song before we go ? 
Mast. With all my heart. 

The Secokd Soko 

Watch. Stand! Who goes there? 

We charge you appear 
Tore our constable here. 

In the name of the Man In the Moon. 

To us bilimen relate 
Why you stagger so late, 

And how you come drunk so soon. 

Pages. What are ye, scabs?* 

IFatch. The Watch : 

This the Constable. 

Pages. A patch.* „ x j 

Const. Knock ’em down unless they all stand: 

If any run away, 

’Tis the old watchman’s play, 

To reach him a bill of his hand. 

Pages. 0 gentlemen, hold, 

Your gowns freeze • with cold. 

And your rotten teeth dance in your head ; 

» Let me understand you. 

* Saying. 

* A halbert, the weapon of the watch. 

* Rogues. 

* Fool. 

* With a play on frieze, the material. 


Bargemen. 
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Fpi. Wine, notliine shall cost ye; 

Sam. Nor hii^e fires to roast ye ; 

Dorrs. Then soberly let us he loci. 

Const. Come, my brown bills,' we'll roar, 

Bounce loinl at tavern floor, 

Omnes. And i' th’ morning steal all to bed. 

Exeunt 

SCENA TERTIA 
{The Grove] 

CoRSiTES solus. [Endymion Itcs oslccp on 

the lunary bank] 

Cor. I am come in sight of the lunar/ 
bank. Without doubt Tellus doteth upon 
me, and cunningly, that I might not perceive 
her love, she hath set me to a task that is 
done before* it is begun. Endymion, you 
mu.st* change your pillow, and if you be not 
weary of sleep, I will carry yo»i where at 
ease you shall .sleep your (ill. It were good 
that without more ceremonies I took him, 
lest being espied, I be entrapt, and so lo 
incur the di.spleasure of Cynthia, who com- 
monly setteth watch that Endymion have 
no wrong. [lie tries to lift Emlymion] * 
What now, is your mastership so heavy, 
or arc you nailed to the ground? Not stir 
one whit! Then use all thy force, though 
he fee! it and wakcl What, stone-still? 
Turned, I think, to earth with lying so 
long on the earth. Didst not thou, Cor- 
sites, before Cynthia, pull up a tree that » 
forty years was fastened with roots and 
wreathed in knots to the ground? Didst 
not thou, with main force, pull open the 
iron gates which no ram or engine cotild 
move? Have my weak thoughts made 
brawn-fallen * my strong arms, or is it the 
nature of love, or the quintessence of the 
mind, to breed numbness or litherness,* or 
I know not what languishing in my joints 
and sinews, being but the base strings of » 
my body? Or doth the remembrance of 
Tellus so refine my spirits into a matter so 
subtle and divine that the other fleshy 
parts cannot work whilst they muse? Re.st 
thyself, rest thyself; nay, rend thyself in 
pieces, Corsites, and strive, in spite of love, 
fortune, and nature, to lih up this dulled 

' Bills were' often browned, japanned, to keep 
llii-ni from ru.st ; and were sometimes black with 
varnish. 

*Q. Hr mis. 

^ Weak in nni.scle. ‘ Languor. 
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body, heavier than dead and more senseless 
than death. 

Enter Fairies 

But what are these so fair fiends that ** 
cause my hairs to stand upright and spirits 
to fall down? Hags, out! — alas, nymphs, I 
crave pardon. Ay me, out! what do I hear! 

The Fairies dance, and vnth a song pinch 
him, and he jalleth asleep. They kiss Erv- 
dymion and depart. 

Tub Third Sonq by Fairies 

Omnes. Pinch him, pinch him, black and blue, 

Saucy mortnlj^ must not view 
Whnt the Queen of Stnrs Is doings 

Nor pry into our fairy wooing. lO 

1 Fairy. Pineb liim blue, 

2 Fairy. And pinch him black ; 

3 Fairy, Let him not lack 

Sharp nails to pinch him blue and red. 

Till sleep has rocked his addle head. 

4 Fairy. For the trespass he hath dune^ 

Spots o'er all his flesh shall run. 

Kiss Riuiymloii, kiss his eyes» 

Then to our midnight heidegyes.' 

Exeunt leaving Endymion and Corsites 
sleeping 

CvNTiii.\, Floscul.\, Semele, Paneuon, 
ZoNTES, Pythagor-as, [and] Gyptes 

Cynth. You see, Pythagoras, what « 
ridiculous opinions you hold, and I doubt 
not but you are now of another mind. 

Pyth. Madam, I plainly perceive that the 
perfection of your brightness hath pierced 
through the thickness that covered my 
mind; insomuch that I am no less glad to. 
be reformed than ashamed to remember my 
grossness. 

Gypt. They are thrice fortunate that live 
in your palace, where tnith is not in to 
colors but life, virtues not in imagination 
but execution. 

Cynth. 1 have always studied to have 
rather living virtues than painted gods, the 
body of truth than the tomb. But let us 
walk to Endymion;’ it may be it lieth in 
your arts to deliver him; as for Eumenides, 
I fear he is dead. 

Pyth. I have alleged all the natural 
reasons I can for such a long sleep. » 

Gypt. I can do nothing till I see him. 

' Dances, revels. 

* They cross the stage to the bank of Ivinary. 
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Cynth. Come, Floscula; I am sure you 
are glad that you shall behold Endymion. 
Flos. I were blessed, if I might have him 

recovered. 

Cynth. Are you in love with his person f 
Flos. No, but with his virtue. 

Cynth. What say you, Semele? 

Sem. Madam, I dare say nothing for fear 

I offend. ” 

Cynth. Belike you cannot speak except 
you be spiteful ; but as good be silent as 
saucy. Panelion, what punishment were fit 
for Semele, in whose speech and thoughts is 

only contempt and sourness? 

Pan. I love not, madam, to give any 
judgment; yet, sith your highness com- 
mandeth, I think to commit her tongue 
close prisoner to her mouth. 

Cvnth. Agreed. Semele, if thou speak loo 
this twelvemonth, thou shall forfeit thy 
tongue. Behold Endymion ! Alas, poor gen- 
tleman, hast thou spent thy youth in sleep, 
that once vowed afl to my service 1 Hollow 
eyes, gray hairs, wrinkled cheeks, and de- 
cayed limbs 1 Is it destiny or deceit that 
hath brought this to pass? If the first, who 
could prevent thy wretched stars? If the 
latter, I would I might know thy cruel 
enemy. I favored thee, Endymion, for 
thy honor, thy virtues, thy affections; but, 
to bring thy thoughts within the compass 
of thy fortunes, I have seemed strange that 
I might have thee staid, and now are thy 
days ended before my favor begin. But 
whom have Vpe here? Is it not Corsites? 

Zon. It is, but more like a leopard^ than 
a man. 

Cynth. Awake him. [Zontes awakens 
Corsites] How now, Corsites, what make »» 
you* here? How came you deformed? Look 
on thy hands, and then thou seest the pic- 
ture of thy face. 

Cor. Miserable wretch, and accursed! 
How am I deluded! Madam, I ask pardon 
for my offence, and you see ray fortune de- 
'serveth pity. 

Cynth. Speak on; thy offence cannot de- 
serve greater punishment: but see thou re- 
hearse the truth, else shalt thou not find i=o 
me as thou wishest me. 

Cor. Madam, as it is no offence to be in 
love, being a man mortal, so I hope can it 

' Cf. above, “Spots o’er all his flesh shall run.’ 

*What are you doing? 


be no shame to tell with whom, my lady 
being heavenly. Your majesty committed 
to my charge the fair Tellus, whose beauty 
in the same moment took my heart captive 
that I undertook to carry her body pris- 
oner. Since that time have I found such 
combats in my thoughts between love ho 
and duty, reverence and affection, that I 
could neither endure the conflict, nor hope 
for the conquest. 

Cynth. In love? A thing far unfitting 
the name of a captain, and (as I thought) 
the tough and unsmoothed nature of Cor- 
sites. But forth! 

Cor. Feeling this continual war, I thought 
rather by parley to yield than by certain 
danger to perish. I unfolded to Tellus iw 
the depth of my affections, and framed my 
tongue to utter a sweet tale of love, that 
was wont to sound nothing but threats of 
war. She, too fair to be true and too false 
for one so fair, after a nice' denial, prac- 
tised a notable deceit, commanding me to 
remove Endymion from this cabin, and 
cany him to some dark cave; which I, 
seeking to accomplish, found impossible; 
and so by fairies or fiends have been thus iw 

handled. 

Cynth. How say you, my lords, is not 
Tellus always practising of some deceits? 
In sooth, Corsites, thy face is now too foul 
for a lover, and thine heart too fond for a 
soldier. You may see when warriors become 
wantons how their manners alter with their 
faces. Is it not a shame, Corsites, that 
having lived so long in Mars his camp, thou 
shouldst now be rocked in Venus’ ito 
cradle? Dost thou wear Cupid’s quiver 
at thy girdle and make lances of looks? 
Well, Corsites, rouse thyself and be as thou 
hast been; and let Tellus, who is made all 
of love, melt herself in her own looseness. 

Cor. Madam, I doubt not but to recover 
my former state, for Tellus’ beauty never 
wrought such love in my mind as now her 
deceit hath despite; and yet to be revenged 
of a woman were a thing than love itself jso 
more womanish. 

Gyp. These spots, gentleman, are to be 
worn out, if you rub them over with this 
lunary; so that in the place where you 
received this maim you shall find a medi- 
cine. 


* Fastidious. 
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Cor. I thank you for that. The gods 
bless me from love and these pretty ladies * 
that haunt this green. 

Flos. Corsites, I would Tellus saw your w 
amiable face. 

Zon. How spitefully Semele laugheth, 
that dare not speak. 

Cynth. Could you not stir Endymion 
with that doubled strength of yours? 

Cor. Not so much as his finger with all 
my force. 

Cyth. Pythagoras and Gyptes, what think 
you of Endymion? What reason is to be 
given, what remedy? 

Pyih. Madam, it is impossible to yield 
reason for things that happen not in com- 
pass of nature. It is most certain that 
some strange enchantment hath bound all 
his senses. 

Cyth. What say you, Gyptes? 

Gypl. With Pythagoras, that it is en- 
chantment, and that so strange that no art 
can undo it, for that heaviness argueth a 
malice unremovable in the enchantress, m 
and that no power can end it, till she die 
that did it, or the heavens show some means 
more than miraculous. 

Flos. O Endymion, could spite itself de- 
vise a mischief so monstrous as to make 
thee dead with life, and living, being alto- 
gether dead? Where others number their 
years, their hours, their minutes, and step 
to age by stairs, thou only hast thy years 
and times in a cluster, being old before tao 
thou rememberest thou wast young. 

Cynth. No more, Floscula; pity doth him 
no good: I would anything else might; and 
I vow by the unspotted honor of a lady he 
should not miss it. But is this all, Gyptes, 
that is to be done? 

Gypl. All as yet. It may be that either 
the enchantress shall die or else be discov- 
ered; if either happen, I will then practise 
the utmost of my art. In the mean no 
season, about this grove would I have a 
watch, and the first living thing that touoli- 
eth Endymion to be taken. 

Cynth. Corsites, what say you, will you 
undertake this? 

Cots. Good madam, pardon me I I was 
overtaken * too late. I should rather break 
into the midst of a main battle than again 
fall into the hands of those fair babies.* 

'I.e.. the fairies. ‘Overcome. •Fairies. 


Cynth. Well, I will provide others. «« 
Pythagoras and Gyptes, you shall yet re- 
main in ray court, till I hear what may be 
done in this matter. 

Pyth. We attend. 

Cynth. Let us go in. Exeunt 

ACTUS QUINTUS SCENA PRIMA 
[The Grove, Endymion sleeping as before'^ 

[Enters Samias, Dares 

Sam. Eumenides hath told such strange 
tales as I may well wonder at them, but 
never believe them. 

Dar. The other old man, what a sad 
speech used he, that caused us almost all to 
weep. Cynthia is so desirous to know the 
c.xperiment of her own virtue, and so will- 
ing to ease Endymion’s hard fortune, that 
she no sooner heard the discourse but she 
made herself in a readiness to try the « 
event.* 

Sam. We will also see the event. But 
whist, here cometh Cynthia with all her 
train. Let us sneak in amongst them. 

Enter Cynthia, Floscula, Semblb, Eumen- 
ides, Paneuon, [Zontbs, Pithagoras, 
and Gyptes] 

Cynth, Eumenides, it cannot sink into 
my head that I should be signified by that 
sacred fountain, for many things are there 
in the world to which those words may be 
applied. 

Eum. Good madam, vouchsafe but to ao 
try; else shall I think myself most unhappy 
that I asked not my sweet mistress.* 

Cynth. Will you not yet tell me her name? 

Eum. Pardon me, good madam, for if 
Endymion awake, he shall ; myself have 
sworn never to reveal it. 

Cynth. Well, let us to Endymion. I will 
not be so stately, good Endymion, not to 
stoop to do thee good, and if thy liberty 
consist in a kiss from me, thou shalt have » 
it; and although my mouth hath been here- 
tofore as untouched as my thoughts, yet 
now to recover thy life, though to restore 
thy youth it be impossible, I will do that 
to Endymion which yet never mortal man 

* Outcome. 

* t.e., for my iwcct mlstros*. 
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could boast of heretofore, nor shall ever 
hope for hereafter. She kisseth him 

Bum. Madam, he beginneth to stir. 

Cynth. Soft, Eumenides; stand still. 

Eum. Ah, I see his eyes almost open. « 
Cynth. I command thi once again, stir 
not: I will stand behind him. 

Pan. What do I see,— Endymion almost 
awake ? 

Eum. Endymion, Endymion, art thou 
deaf or dumb, or hath this long sleep taken 
away thy memory? Ah, my sweet En- 
dymion, seest thou not Eumenides, thy 
faithful friend, thy faithful Eumenides, who 
for thy safety hath been careless of his » 
own content? Speak, Endymion I Endym- 
ion 1 Endymion! 

End. Endymion? I call to mind such a 
name. 

Eum. Hast thou forgotten thyself, En- 
dymion? Then do I not marvel thou re- 
memberest not thy friend. I tell thee thou 
art Endymion and I Eumenides. Behold 
also Cynthia, by whose favor thou art 
awaked, and by whose virtue thou shalt « 
continue thy natural course. 

Cynth. Endymion, speak, sweet Endym- 
ion! Knowest thou not Cynthia? 

End. 0 heavens, whom do I behold? 
Fair Cynthia, divine Cynthia? 

Cynth. I am Cynthia, and thou En- 
dymion. 

End. “Endymion”; What do I hear? 
What, a gray beard, hollow eyes, withered 
body, decayed limbs, and all in one 
night? 

Eum. One night! Thou hast here slept 
forty years,* — ^by what enchantress as yet it 
is not known, — and behold, the twig to 
which thou laidest thy head is now become 
a tree. Callest thou not Eumenides to re- 
membrance? 

End. Thy name I do remember by the 
sound, but thy favor* I do not yet call to 
mind; only divine Cynthia, to whom » 
time, fortune, destiny, and death are sub- 
ject, I see and remember, and in all humil- 
ity I regard and reverence. 

Cynth. You have good cause to remem- 
ber Eumenides, who hath for thy safety 
forsaken his own solace. 

End. Am I that Endymion who was wont 
in court to lead my life, and in jousts, 
* Twcnt]/ above. * Features. 


tourneys, and arms, to exercise my youth? 
Am I that Endymion? « 

Eum. Thou art that Endymion, and I 
Eumenides: wilt thou not yet call me to 
remembrance? 

End. Ah, sweet Eumenides, I now per- 
ceive thou art he, and that myself have the 
name of Endymion; but that this should be 
my body I doubt, for how could my curled 
locks be turned to gray hairs and my strong 
body to a dying weakness, having waxed 
old, and not knowing it. 

Cynth. Well, Endymion, arise. [Erin 
dymion, trying to rise, sinks back] Awhile 
sit down, for that thy limbs are stiff and 
not able to stay* thee, and tell what hast 
thou seen in thy sleep all this while, — what 
dreams, visions, thoughts, and fortunes; for 
it is impossible but in so long a time thou 
shouldst see things strange. 

End. Fair Cynthia, I will rehearse what 
I have seen, humbly desiring that when no 
I exceed in length, you give me warning, 
that I may end; for to utter all I have to 
speak would be troublesome, although hap- 
pily * the strangeness may somewhat abate 
the tediousness. 

Cynth. Well, Endymion, begin. 

End. Methought I saw a lady passing 
fair, but very mischievous, who in the one 
hand carried a knife with which she offered 
to cut my throat, and in the other a 
looking-glass, wherein seeing how ill anger 
became ladies, she refrained from intended 
violence. She was accompanied with other 
damsels, one of which, with a stem coun- 
tenance, and as it were with a settled malice 
engraven in her eyes, provoked her to 
execute mischief; another, with visage sad, 
and constant only in sorrow, with her arms 
crossed, and watery eyes, seemed to lament- 
my fortune, but durst not offer to pre- i*o 
vent the force. I started in my sleep, feel- 
ing my very veins to swell and my sinews to 
stretch with fear, and such a cold sweat be- 
dewed all my body that death itself could 
not be so terrible as the vision. 

Cynth. A strange sight; Gyptes, at our 
better leisure, shall expound it. 

End. After long debating with herself, 
mercy overcame anger, and there appeared 
in her heavenly face such a divine 
majesty mingled with a sweet mildness that 

» Sustain. * Haply. 
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I was ravished with the sight above meas- 
ure and wished that I might have enjoyed 
the sight without end; and so she departed 
with the other ladies, of which the one re- 
tained still an immovable cruelty, the other 
a constant pity. 

Cynth. Poor Endymion, how wast thou 

affrighted 1 Wliat else? 

End. After her, immediately appeared w 
an aged man with a beard as white as snow, 
carrying in his hand a book with three 
leaves, and speaking, as I remember, these 
ivords: Endymion, receive this book with 
three leaves, in which are contained cou^ 
sels, policies, and pictures, and with that he 
offered me the book, which I rejected; 
wherewith, moved with a disdainfin pdy, 
he rent the first leaf in a thousand shivers. 
The second time he offered it, which I re- i» 
fused also; at which, bending his brows, 
and pitching his eyes fast to the ground, as 
though they were fixed to the earth, and 
not again to be removed, then suddenly 
casting them up to the heavens, he tore in 
a rage the second leaf, and offered the 
book only with one leaf. I know not 
whether fear to offend or desire to know 
some strange thing moved me,— I took the 
book, and so the old man vanished. i™ 

Cynth. What didst thou imagine was in 
the last leaf? 

End. There portrayed to life, with a cold 
quaking in every joint, I beheld many 
wolv’es barking at thee, Cynthia, who hav- 
ing grounil their teeth to bite, did with 
striving bleed themselves to death. There 
might I see Ingratitude with an hundred 
eyes gazing for benefits, and with a thou- 
sand teeth gnawing on the bowels where- iw 
in she was breil; Treachery stood all clothed 
in white, with a smiling countenance, but 
both her hands bathed in blood; Envy with 
a pale and meagre face (whose body was 
so lean that one might tell * all her bones, 
and whose garment was so tattered that it 
was ca.sy to number every thread) stood 
shooting at stars, whose darts fell down 
again on her own face. There might I be- 
hold drones or beetles — I know not how jm 
to term them — creeping under the wings 
of a princely eagle, who, being carried 
into her nest, sought there to suck that 
vein that would have killed the eagle. I 


V. ii. 


mused that things so base should attempt 
a fact* so barbarous, or durst imagine a 
thing so bloody, — and many other thlng^, 
madam, the repetition whereof may at your 
better leisure seem more pleasing, for bees 
surfeit sometimes with honey, and the 
gods are glutted with harmony, and your 
highness may be dulled with delight. 

Cynth. I am content to be dieted; there- 
fore, let us in. Eumenides, see that En- 
dymion be well tended, lest either eating 
immoderately or sleeping again long, 

he fall into a deadly surfeit or into his 
former sleep. Sec this also be proclaimed.^ 
that whosoever will discover this practice 
shall have of Cynthia infinite thanks and no 

no small rewards. 

[Exeunt all except Endymion, 

Eumenides, Floscuux and Semele] 
Flos. Ah, Endymion, none so joyful as 

Floscula of thy restoring. 

Eum. Yes, Floscula. let Eumenides be 
somewhat gladder, and do not that wrong 
to the settled friendship of a man os to 
compare it with the light affection of a 
woman. Ah, my dear friend Endymion, 
suffer me to die with gazing at thee. 

End. Eumenides, thy friendship is im- t» 
mortal and not to be conceived; and thy 
gootl will, Floscula, better than I have de- 
served; but let us all wait on Cynthia. I 
marvel Semele speaketh not a word. 

Eum. Because if she do, she loseth her 
tongue. 

End. But how prospereth your love? 
Eum. I never yet spake a word since 
j’our sleep. 

End. I doubt not but your affection is »> 
old and your appetite cold. 

Einn. No, Endymion, thine hath made it 
stronger, and now’ are my sparks grown 
to flames and my fancies almost to fren- 
zies: but let us follow, and within we will 
debate all this matter at large. Exeunt 

SCENA SECUNDA 

[Gardens oj the Palacel 

[Enfcr] Sir Torn.AS [and] Epiton 

Top. Epi, Love hath justlcd my liberty 
from the wall,* and taken the upper hand 
of my reason, 

* Di-cit. * Expose tills plot, 

• Equiil to overthrown, demolished. 


• Count. 
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Epu Let me then trip up the heels of 
your affection and thrust your gCKxi will 
into the gutter. 

Top. Xo. Epi. Love is a lord of misrule ^ 
and keepeth Christmas in my corps. 

Epi. No doubt there is good cheer: what 
dishes of delight doth his lordship feast x-' 
you with withal? 

Top. First, with a great platter of plum 
porridge of pleasure, wherein is stewed the 
mutton of mistmst. 

Epi. Excellent love-lap.’ 

Top. Then cometh a pie of patience, a 
hen of honey, a goose of gall, a capon of 
care, and many other viands, some sweet 
and some sour, which proveth love to be. 
as it was said of in old years, Dulcc ^ 
venenum. 

Epi. A brave banquet! 

Top. But, Epi, I pray thee feel on my 
chin; something pricketh me. What dost 
thou feel or. see? 

Epi. There are three or four little hairs. 
Top. I pray thee call it my beard. How 
shall I be troubled when this young spring 
shall grow to a great wood! 

Epi. 0, sir, your chin is but a quiller * » 
yet; you will be most majestical when it is 
full-fledged. But I marvel that you love 
Dipsas, that old crone. 

Top. Agnosco veteris vestigia jlamma:;* 
I love the smoke of an old fire. 

Epi. Why she is so cold that no fire can 
thaw her thoughts. 

Top. It is an old goose, Epi, that will eat 
no oats; old kine will kick, old rats gnaw 
cheese, and old sacks will have much *o 
patching: I prefer an old coney’ before a 
rabbit-sucker,’ and an ancient hen before a 
young chicken-peeper. 

Epi. [aside] Argumenlum ab antiquitate; 
my master loveth antique work. 

Top. Give me a pippin that is withered 
like an old wife! 

Epi. Good, sir. 

Top. Then , — a contrario sequitur argu~ 
'tnentum , — give me a \vife that looks like w 
an old pippin. 

Epi. [aside] Nothing hath made my 
master a fool but flat^ scholarship. 

,.’,7^® officer choaen to preside over Christmas fes* 
tivitles. 

* Love-gruel. 

•An unfledged bird. 

•Virgil. “Rabbit. “Suckling. ’Merc. 


Top. KuowYSt thou not that oUl \Mno 
best ? 

Epi. Yes. 

Top. .\nd thou kuowest that hko wdl bo 
hko? 

Epi. .\y. 

Top. Aiul thou knowest lliat \’onus 
loved the Ivst wmo? 

Epi. So. 

Top. Then 1 conclude that N'enus was an 
old woman m an old cup of wme. for tst 
r<'MUx< in riNik'. in .fuif.' 

Epi. O hpidum coput, O madcap master! 
You woiv worthy to wm weiv she as 

old again, for in your love yovi havi' worn 
the nap of your wil ipnte oil aiul made it 
threadbare. But soft, wlio comes heiv? w 

Enter S\Mi.\a uiaf D.vuks 

Top. My solicitoi“s. 

Sam. .Vll hail, Sir Tophas; how feel you 
youi'self? 

Top. Stately in every joint, whieh tlie 
coimuun people term stilTness. Ihilii Uipsas 
stoop? Will she yield? Will she bend? 

Dar. O. sir, as much as you would wish, — 
[aside] for her chin almost touehetli her 
knees. 

Epi. Master, she is bent, 1 warrant 
you. 

Top. Wliat conditions doth she ask? 

Sam. She hath voweil she will never love 
any that hath not a toolli in his liead less 
than she. 

Top. IIow many hath she? 

Dar. One. 

Epi. That gooth hard, master, for tlieii 
you must have none. 

Top. A small request, and agreealile to w 
the gravity of her yearn. Wliat slmnhl a 
wise man do with his mouth full of bones 
like a charnel-house? The turtle* true lialli 
ne’er a tooth. 

Sam. [(wit/f’l Thy master is in ii notable 
vein, that will lose his teeth to be like a 
turtle. 

Epi. [aside] Let him lose his tongui!, too; 
I care not. 

Dar. Nay, you must also have no nails, nw 
for she long since hath cast hers. 

Top. That I yield to. What a quiet life 
shall Dipsas and I lead when we can ni'ither 

* OvUh * I)(ive, 
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bite nor scratch I You may see, youths, how 
age provides for peace. 

Sam. [aside] How shall we do to make 
him leave his love, for we never spake to 
her? 

Dar. [cwit/e] Let me alone. \lo Sir 
Tofu.vs] She is a notable witch, and hath no 
turned her maid Bagoa to an aspen tree, 
for bewraying ‘ her secrets. 

Top. I honor her for her cunning, for now 
when I am weary of walking on two legs, 
what a pleasure may she do me to turn 
me to some goodly ass, and help rne to four. 

Dar. Nay, then I must tell you the troth: 
lier husband, Geron, is come home, who this 
fifty years hath had her to wife. 

Top. What do I hear? Hath she OQ 120 
husband? Go to the sexton and tell him 
desire is dead, and will him to dig his grave. 
O heavens, an husband! What death is 
agreeable* to my fortune? 

Sam. Be not desperate, and we will help 
you to find a young lady. 

Top. I love no grisscls;’ they are so 
brittle they will crack like glass, or so 
dainty that if they be touched they arc 
straight of the fashion of wax; animus im 
majoribus inslat* I desire old matrons. 
What a sight would it bo to embrace one 
whose hair were os orient as the pearl, 
whose teeth shall bo so jmre a wutchet* that 
they shall stain the tnicst turquoise, whoso 
nose shall throw more beams from it than 
the fiery carbuncle, whose eyes shall be en- 
vironed about with redness exceeding the* 
deepest coral, and whose lips might com- 
pare with silver for the paleness! Such a m 
one if you can help me to, I will by piece- 
meal curtal* my afTections towards Dipsas 

and walk my swelling thoughts till they bo 
cold. 

Epi. Wisely provided, 
friends, will you angle 
cause? 

Sam. Most willingly. 

Dar. If we speed him ^ not shortly, I w'ill 
burn my cap. We will serve him of the iw 
spade.s and dig an old wife out of the grave 
that shall be answerable to his gravity. 

• Bi-traying. 

’ AKrops with my fortune. 

‘outijf girls. 

• Shorten. 


How say you, my 
for my master’s 


Ovid, 
t ight blue. 


Aid hilts. 


Top. Youths, adieu; he that bringeth me 
first news, shall possess mine inheritance. 

[Exit Sir Tophas] 
Dar. What, is thy master landed? 

Epi. Know you not that my master is 
liber tenens? 

Sam. What’s that? 

Epi. A freeholder. But I will after him. 
Sam. And we to hear what news of i» 
Endymion for the conclusion. 

Exeunt 

SCENA TERTIA 
[The Same] 

[Enter] Paneuon [and] Zontes 

Pan. Who would have thought that TeU 
lus, being so fair by nature, so honorable 
by birth, so wise by education, would have 
entered into a mischief to the gods so 
odious, to men so detestable, and to her 
friend so malicious. 

Zon. If Bagoa had not bewrayed it, how 
then should it have come to light? But 
we see that gold and fair words are of force 
to cornipt the strongest men, and there- i» 
fore able to work silly women like wax. 

Pan. I marvel what Cynthia will deter- 
mine in this cause. 

Zon. I fear as in all causes— hear of it 
in justice, and then judge of it in mercy; 
for how can it be that she that is unwilling 
to punish her deadliest foes with disgrace. 
wiM revenge injuries of her train with*death. 

I an. That old witch, Dipsas, in a rage, 
having understood her practice to be dis- «> 
covered, turned poor Bagoa to an aspen 
tree But let us make haste and bring 

Tellus before Cynthia, for she was coming 
out after us. 

Zon. Let us go. Exeunt 

[Enter], Cynthia, Semele, Flos- 

CULA, Dipsas. Endymion. Eumenides, 
[Geron Pythagoras. Gyptes. and Sir 

lOPIIAS] 


CynfA. Dipsas, thy years are not so manj 
as thy vices, yet more in number than com 
monly nature. <loth afford or justice shoulc 
permit. Hast thou almost these fifty yean 
practised that detested wickedness of > 
witchcraft? Wast thou, so simple as for t< 
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know the nature of simples, of all creatures 
to be most sinful? Thou hast threatened to 
turn my course awry and alter by thy 
damnable art the government that I now 
possess by the eternal gods, but know thou, 
Dipsas, and let all the enchanters know, that 
Cynthia, being placed for light on earth, is 
also protected by the powers of heaven. 
Breathe out thou mayest words; gather *o 
thou mayest herbs; find out thou mayest 
stones agreeable to thine art; yet of no 
force * to appal my heart, in which courage 
is so rooted, and constant persuasion of the 
mercy of the gods so grounded, that all 
thy witchcraft I esteem as weak as the 
world doth thy case wretched. This noble 
gentleman, Geron, — once thy husband but 
now thy mortal hate, — didst thou procure 
to live in a desert, almost desperate; w 
Endymion, the flower of my court and the 
hope of succeeding time, hast thou be- 
witched by art, before thou wouldst suffer 
him to flourish by nature. 

Dip. Madam, things past may be re- 
pented, not recalled: there is nothing so 
wicked that I have not done, nor anything 
so wished for as death ; yet among all the 
things that I committed, there is nothing 
so much tormenteth my rented * and ran- » 
sacked thoughts as that in the prime of my 
husband's youth I divorced him by my 
devilish art; for which if to die might be 
amends, I would not live till to-morrow; if 
to live and still be more miserable would 
better content him, I would wish of all 
creatures to be oldest and ugliest. 

Ger. Dipsas, thou hast made this differ- 
ence between me and Endymion, that being 
both young, thou hast caused me to wake n 
in melancholy, losing the joys of my youth, 
and him to sleep, not remembering youth. 

Cynlh. Stay, here cometh Tellus; we 
shall now know all. 

[Re-enter Paneuon and Zontes, with Cor- 

siTEs QTid Tellus] 

Cor. I would to Cynthia thou couldst 
luake as good an excuse in truth as to me 
thou hast done by wit. 

Tell. Truth shall be mine answer, and 
th^fore I will not study for an excuse. 

Cynth. Is it possible, Tellus, that so » 

* Yet all will be of no force. * Tom. 


few years should harbor so many mischiefs? 
Thy swelling pride have I borne, because 
it is a thing that beauty maketh blameless, 
which the more it exceedeth fairness in 
measure, the more it stretcheth itself in dis- 
dain. Thy devices against Corsites I smile 
at, for that wits, the sharper they are, the 
shrewder’ they are; but this unacquainted^ 
and most unnatural practice® w’ith a vile 
enchantress against so noble a gentleman w 
as Endymion I abhor as a thing most ma- 
licious, and will revenge as a deed most 
monstrous. And as for you, Dipsas, I will 
send you into the desert amongst wild 
beasts, and try whether you can cast lions, 
tigers, boars, and bears into as dead a sleep 
as you did Endymion, or turn them to trees, 
as you have done Bagoa. But tell me, 
Tellus, what was the cause of this cruel 
part,* far unfitting thy sex, in which loo 
nothing should be but simpleness, and much 
disagreeing from thy face, in which nothing 
seemed to be but softness. 

Tell. Divine Cynthia, by whom I receive 
my life and am content to end it, I can 
neither excuse ray fault without lying, nor 
confess it without shame; yet were it pos- 
sible that in so heavenly thoughts as yours 
there could fall such earthly motions as 
mine, I would then hope, if not to be no 
pardoned without extreme punishment, yet 
to be heard without great marvel. 

Cynth. Say on, Tellus; I cannot ima- 
gine anything that can color such a cruelty. 

Tell. Endymion, that Endymion, in the 
prime of his youth, so ravished my heart 
with love, that to obtain my desires I could 
not find means, nor to resist them reason. 
What was she that favored not Endymion, 
being young, wise, honorable, and vir- i» 
tuous; besides, what metal was she made 
of (be she mortal) that is not affected with 
the spice, nay infected with the poison of 
that not-to-be-expressed yet always-to-be- 
felt love, which breaketh the brains and 
never bruiseth the brow, consumeth the 
heart and never toucheth the skin, and 
maketh a deep scar to be seen before any 
wound at all be felt. My heart, too tender 
to withstand such a divine fury, yielded iso 
to love. Madam, I, not without blushing 
to confess, yielded to love. 

' More mischievous, 

* Unheard of, * Plot. ♦ R61e. 
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Cynlh. A strange effect of love, to work 
such an extreme hate. How say you, En- 
dymion? All this was for love. 

End. I say, madam, then the gods send 
me a woman’s hate. 

Cynth. That were as bad, for then by 
contrary you should never sleep. But on, 
Tcllus; let us hear the end. no 

Tell. Feeling a continual burning in all 
my bowels and a bursting almost in every 
vein, I could not smother the inward fire, 
but it must needs be perceived by the 
outward smoke; and by the flying abroad of 
divers sparks, divers judged of my scalding 
flames. Endymion, as full of art as wit, 
marking mine eyes, (in which he might sec 
almost his own.) my sighs, (by which he 
might ever hoar his name sounded,) i» 
aimed at my heart, in which he was assured 
his person was imprinted, and by questions 
wrung out that which was ready to burst 
out. When he saw the depth of my affec- 
tions, he swore that mine in respect of his 
were as fumes to /Etna, valleys to Alps, ants 
to eagles, and nothing could be compared 
to my beauty but his love and eternity. 
Thus drawing a smooth shoe upon a crooked 
foot, he made mo believe that (which all 
of our sex willingly acknowledge) I was 
beautiful, and to wonder (which indeed is a 
thing miraculous) that any of his sex 
shoidd be faithful. 

Cynlh. Endymion, how will you clear 
yourself? 

End. Madam, by mine own accuser. 
Cynth. Weil, Tcllus, proceed: but briefly, 
lest taking delight in uttering thy love.’ 
thou offend us with the length of it. in 
Tell. I will, madam, quickly make an 
end of my love and my talc. Finding con- 
tinual increase of my tormenting thoughts, 
and that the enjoying of my love made 
deeper wounds than the entering into it. I 
could find no means to ease my grief but 
to follow Endymion, and continually to 
have him in the object of mine eyes who 
had me slave and subject to his love; 
but in the moment that I feared his 
falsehood and fried* myself most in mine 
affections, I found — ah, grief, even then I 
lost myself!— I found him in most melan- 
choly and desperate terms cursing his stars, 

* Burnrd. 


his state, the earth, the heavens, the world, 
and all for the love of — 

Cynth. Of whom? Tellus, speak boldly. 

Tell. Madam, I dare not utter, for fear 
to offend. 

Cynth. Speak, I say; who dare take iw 
offence, if thou be commanded by Cynthia? 

Tell. For the love of Cynthia. 

Cynth. For my love, Tellus? That were 
strange. Endymion. is it true? 

End. In all things, madam, Tellus doth 
not speak false. 

Cynth. What will this breed to in the 
end? Well, Endymion, wo shall hear all. 

Ted. I, seeing my hopes turned to mis- 
haps, ami a settled dissembling towards *« 
me, and an immovable desire to Cynthia, 
forgetting both myself and my sex, fell into 
this unnatural hate; for knowing your vir- 
tues, Cynthia, to be immortal, I could not 
have an imagination* to withdraw him; and 
finding mine own affections unquenchable, 
I could not carrj’ the mind* that any else 
should possess what I had pursued; for 
though in majesty, beauty, virtue, andidig- 
nit.y, I alw’ays humbled and yielded my- m 
self to Cynthia, yet in affections I esteemed 
myself equal with the goddesses, and all 
other creatures, according to their states, 
with myself; for stars to* their bigness have 
their lights, and the sun hath no more, and 
little pitchers, when they can hold no more, 
are as full as great vessels that run over. 
Thus, madam, in all truth, have I uttered 
the unhappiness of my love and the cause 
of rny hate, yielding wholly to that m 
divine judgment which never erred for want 

of wisdom or envied for too much par- 
tiality. 

Cynth. How say you, my lords, to this 

Endymion; 

hath Tellus told truth? 

End Madam, in all things but in that 
she said I loved her and swore to honor her. 

Cynth. Was there such a time whenas 

for my love thou didst vow thvself to «. 

death, and m respect of it loathed thv life? 

bpcak, Endymion; I will not revenge it with 
hate. 

End p,e time was, madam, and is, and 
c\or shall be, that I honored your highness 
above all the world, but to stretch it so far 

* Tlie expectation. 

* Boar to believe. 


* According to. 
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as to call it love I never durst. There hath 
none pleased mine eye but Cynthia, none 
delighted mine ears but Cynthia, none pos- 
sessed my heart but Cynthia. I have 240 
forsaken all other fortunes to follow Cyn- 
thia, and here I stand ready to die, if it 
please Cynthia. Such a difference hath the 
gods set between our states that all must 
be duty, loyalty, and reverence; nothing 
(without it vouchsafe your highness) be 
termed love. My unspotted thoughts, my 
languishing body, my discontented life, let 
them obtain by princely favor that which 
to challenge they must not presume, only sm 
wishing of impossibilities; with imagina- 
tion of which I will spend my spirits, and 
to myself, that no creature may hear, softly 
call it love, and if any urge to utter what 
I whisper, then will I name it honor. From 
this sweet contemplation if I be not driven, 
I shall live of all men the most content, 
taking more pleasure in mine aged thoughts 
than ever I did in my youthful actions. 

Cynth. Endymion, this honorable re- aeo 
spect of thine shall be christened love in 
thee, and my reward for it, favor. Perse- 
vere, Endymion, in loving me, and I ac- 
count more strength in a true heart than in 
a walled city. I have labored to win all, 
and study to keep such as I have won; tut 
those that neither my favor can move to 
continue constant, nor my offered benefits 
get to be faithful, the gods shall either 
reduce to truth, or revenge their treach- «o 
eries with justice. Endymion, continue as 
thou hast begun and thou shalt find that 
Cynthia shineth not on thee in vain. 

[Endymion is here restored to youM 

End. Your highness hath blessed me, and 
your words have again restored my youth; 
methinks I feel my joints strong and these 
mouldy hairs to moult, and all by your 
virtue, Cynthia, into whose hands the bal- 
ance that weigheth time and fortune are 

committed. ao 

Cynth. What, young again! Then it is 
pity to punish Tellus. 

Tell. Ah, Endymion, now I know thee 
and ask pardon of thee; suffer me still to 
wish thee well. 

End. Tellus, Cynthia must command 
what she will. 

Flos. Endymion, I rejoice to see thee in 
thy former state. 


End. Good Floscula, to thee also am sm 
I in my former affections. 

Eum. Endymion, ll.o comfort of my life, 
how am I ravished with a joy matchless, 
saving only the enjoying of my mistress. 

Cynth. Endymion, you must now tell 
who Eumenides shrineth for his saint. 

End. Scmele, madam. 

Cynth. Semele, Eumenides? It is Semele, 
the very wasp of all women, whose tongue 
stingeth as much as an adder’s tooth? soo 

Eum. It is Semele, Cynthia, the pos- 
sessing of whose love must only prolong my 
life. 

Cynth. Nay, sith Endymion is restored, 
we will have all parties pleased. Semele, 
are you content after so long trial of his 
faith, such rare secrecy, such unspotted love, 
to take Eumenides? Why speak you not? 
Not a word? 

End. Silence, madam, consents; that is aio 
most true. 

Cynth. It is true, Endymion. Eumen- 
ides, take Semele; take her, I say. 

Eum. Humble thanks, madam ; now only 
do I begin to live. 

Sem. A hard choice, madam, either to be 
married if I say nothing, or to lose my 
tongue if I speak a word. Yet do I rather 
choose to have my tongue cut out than my 
heart distempered: I will not have him. sm 

Cynth. Speaks the parrot! She shall nod 
hereafter with signs. Cut off her tongue, 
nay her head, that having a servant of hon- 
orable birth, honest manners, and true love, 
will not be persuaded. 

Sem. He is no faithful lover, madam, for 
then would he have asked his mistress^ 

C?er. Had he not been faithful, he had 
never seen into the fountain, and so lost * 
his friend and mistress. . sao 

Eum. Thine own thoughts, sweet Semele, 
witness against thy words, for what hast 
thou found in my hfe but love? And as yet 
what have I found in my love but bitter- 
ness? Madam, pardon Semele, and let my 
tongue ransom hers. 

Cynth. Thy tongue, Eumenides! What, 
shouldst thou live wanting a tongue to blaze 
the beauty of Semele! Well, Semele, I will 
not command love, for it cannot be en- no 
forced; let me entreat it. 

’ For his mistress. 

* ^Vould have lost 
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Sem. 1 am coDtent your highness shall 
command, for now only do I think Eumen-' 
ides faithful, that is willing to lose his 
tongue for my sake; yet loath, because it 
should do me better scr\'icc. Madam, I 
accept of Eumcnides. 

Cynih. I thank you, Semclc. 

Eum. Ah, happy Eumcnides, that hast a 
friend so faitliful and a mivStress so fairl 


With what sudden mischief will the gods 
daunt this ex'cess of joy? Sweet Semcle, I 
live or die as thou wilt. 

Cynth. What shall become of Tellus? 
Tellus, you know Endymion is vowed to a 
service from which death cannot remove 
him. Corsites casteth still a lovely* look 
towards you. How say you, will you have 
your Corsites, and so receive pardon for all 
that is past? soo 

Tell. Madam, most willingly. 

Cynth. But I cannot tell whether Cor- 
sites be agreed. 

Cor. Ay, madam, more happy to enjoy 
Tellus than the monarchy of the world. 

Eum. Why, she caused you to be pinched 
with fairies. 

Cot. Ay, but her fairness hath pinched 
my heart more deeply. 

Cynth. Well, enjoy thy love. But what » 7 o 
have you wrought in the castle, Tellus? 
Tell. Only the picture of Endymion. 
Cynth. Then so much of Endymion as 
his picture cometh to, possess and play 
withal. 

Cor. Ah, my sweet Tellus, my love shall 
be as thy beauty is, matchless. 

Cynth. Now it resteth,* Dipsas, that if 
thou wilt forswear that vile art of enchants 
ing, Geron hath promised again to re- aw 
ceive thee; otherwise, if thou be wedded to 
that wickedness, I must and will see it pun- 
ished to the uttermost. 

Dip. Madam, I renounce both substance 
and .shadow of that most horrible and hate- 
ful trade, vowing to the gods continual 
penance, and to your highness obedience. 

Cynth. How say you, Geron; will you 
admit her to your wife? 

Ger. Ay, with more joy than I did the »» 
first day, for nothing could happen to make 
me happy but only her forsaking that lewd' 
and detestable course. Dipsas. I embrace thee. 


* Lovirifl;, 


Dip. And I thee, Geron, to whom I will 
hereafter recite the cause of these my first 
follies. 

Cynth. Well, Endymion, nothing resteth 
now but that we depart : thou hast my 
favor; Tellus her friend; Eumenides in 400 
Paradise with his Scmele; Geron content 
with Dipsas. 

jSiV Top. Nay, soft; I cannot handsomely 
go to bed without Bagoa. 

Cynth. Well, Sir Tophas, it may be there 
are more virtues in me than myself knoweth 
of, for I awaketl End^'mion, and at my 
words he waxed young; I will try whether 
I can turn .his tree* again to thy true love. 

Top. Turn her to a true love or false, 
so she he a wench I care not. 

Cynth. Bagoa, Cynthia putteth an end to 
thy hard fortunes, for, being turned to a 
tree for revealing a truth, I will recover thee 
again, if in ray power be the effect of truth. 

[B.\goa becomes herself again] 

Top. Bagoa, a bots' upon thee! 

Cynth. Come, my lords, let us in. You, 
Gyptes and Pythagoras, if you cannot con- 
tent yourselves in our court, to fall from 
vain follies of philosophers to such vir- 
tucs as are here practised, you shall be en- 
tertained according to your deserts, for 
Cynthia is no stepmother to strangers. 

Pythag. I had rather in Cynthia’s court 
spend ten years than in Greece one hour. 

Gyp. And I choose rather to live by the 
sight of Cynthia than by the possessing of 
all Egypt. 

Cynih. Then follow. 

Eum. We all attend. Exeunt 


THE EPILOGUE' 


A MAN walking abroad, the Wind and 
Sun strove for sovereignty, the one with his 
blast, the other with his beams. The Wind 
bl^cw hard; the man wrapped his garment 
about him harder: it blustered more 
strongly; ho then girt it fast to him. I can- 
not prevail, said the Wind. The Sun. cast- 
ing her cr>'stal beams, began to warm the 


. au wen turned into an aspen. How the 

* Plnifue. 

» This F.pllopue is made from the third of the fahlea 
of Avienus, usually printed as .^Eaop’a. * 


’ Remains. 


• Base. 


ENDYMION, THE IMAN IN THE MOON 
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man; he unloosed his gown: yet it shined 
brighter; he then put it off. I yield, said ’.o 
the Wind, for if thou continue shining, he 
will also put off his coat. 

Dread Sovereign, the malicious that seek 
to overthrow us with threats, do but stiffen 


our thoughts, and make them sturdier in 
storms; but if your highness vouchsafe with 
your favorable beams to glance upon us. we 
shall not only stoop, but with all humility 
lay both our hands and hearts at your 
majesty’s feet. » 
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The first quarto of Arden of Feversham was printed in 1592. a second followed in 
1599; and a third in 1633. The two earlier editions, which are in black letter, are of 
great rarity. Each quarto was printed from the former one; and the text offers no 
serious difficulty. The source of Arden is the plain recital of an actual murder, com- 
mitted in 1552, as told in Holinshed’s Chronicles of England ; and the course of events 
is followed almost slavishly. Yet by imperceptible touches the personages, especially 
Alice, the unfaithful wife, are brought to a degree of dramatic vividness far beyond 
Holinshed's bald narrative. The authorship of Arden has exercised critical ingenuity 
since Edward Jacob reprinted the tragedy in 1770, suggesting Shakespeare’s name. 
The poet Swinburne considered Arden “the possible work of no man’s youthful hand 
but Shakespeare’s.” But Bullen and others have dissented from this view chiefly 
because of the baldness of the style and its maturity at a date when Shakespeare was 
writing very differently. The latest opinion, that of Mr. Charles Crawford {Col- 
lectanea, i, 101, 1906), assigns this play, on the evidence of a formidable array 
of parallels in vocabulary and manner of expression, to Thomas Kyd. The present 
text follows the quarto of 1592 with a consideration of the editions of Bullen, Wamke 
and Bayne. 

Thomas Kyd was born in 1558, a scrivener’s son, of London. He attended the 
Merchant Taylor’s School, but there is nothing to show him a university man. He is 
criticized in Nash’s epistle to Greene’s Menaphon, 1589, as a playwright and pam- 
phleteer, and he became famous as the author of The Spanish Tragedy, variously 
dated between 1584 and 1589, one of the most popular plays of the age. Kyd’s name 
appe.trs on only one play published in his lifetime, and that is his translation from 
the French of Gamier, Cornelia, 1593. Allusion connects his name with an earlier 
version of Hamlet, now lost, and other dramatic work has been assigned to him. Kyd 
appears to have been personally connected w'ith Marlowe, though not in authorship. 
Kyd died in 1594 under a cloud of suspicion, the circumstances of which are not clear. 
He had previously suffered imprisonment and torture. 

A convenient modem edition of Arden is that of R. Bayne, in Temple Dramatists, 
1897. 
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[ACT I. SCENE I] 

[A Room in Arden’s Hoxlsc] 

Enter Arden and Frankun 

Frank. Arden, cheer up thy spirits, and 
droop no morel 

My gracious Lord, the Duke of Somerset, 
Hath freely given to thee and to thy heirs, 
By letters patents Lom his Majesty, 

All the lands of the Abbey of Feversham. 
Here are the deeds. He hands them 

Sealed and subscribed with his name and 
the king’s: 

Read them, and leave this melancholy 
mood. 

Arden. Franklin, thy love prolongs my 
weary life ; # 

And but for thee how odious were this life, 
That shows me nothing but torments my 
soul, 

And those foul objects that offend mine 
eyesl 

Which makes me wish that for this veil of 
heaven 

The earth hung over my head and covered 
me. 

Love-letters past* ’twixt Mosbie and my 
wife. 

And they have privy meetings in the town : 
Nay, on his finger did I spy the ring 
Which at our marriage-day the priest put 
on. 

Can any grief be half so great as this? 

Frank. Comfort thyself, sweet friend; it 
is not strange » 

That women will be false and wavering. 

Arden. Ay, but to dote on such a one as 
he 

Is monstrous, Franklin, and intolerable. 

Frank. Why, what is he? 

Arden. A botcher,* and no better at the 
first; 

‘Have past 

A mender of old clothe* 


Who, by base brokage getting some small 
stock, 

Crept into service of a nobleman, 

And by his servile flattery and fawning 
Is now become the steward of his house, 
And bravely jets it* in his silken gown. » 
Frank. No nobleman will countenance 
such a peasant. 

Arden. Yes, the Lord Clifford, he that 
loves not me. 

But through his favor let him not grow 
proud; 

For were he by the Lord Protector backed. 
He should not make me to be pointed at. 

I am by birth a gentleman of blood, 

And that injurious ribald, that attempts 
To violate my dear wife’s chastity 
(For dear I hold her love, as dear as 
heaven) to 

Shall on the bed which he thinks to defile 
See his dissevered joints and sinews tom, 
Whilst on the planchers* pants his weary 
body, 

Smeared in the channels of his lustful blood. 
Frank. Be patient, gentle friend, and 
learn of me 

To ease thy grief and save her chastity: 
Intreat her fair; sweet words are fittest en- 
gines 

To race the flint walls of a woman's breast. 
In any case be not too jealious.’ 

Nor make no question of her love to thee; 
But, as securely,* presently take horse, m 
A nd lie “ with me at London all this term ; 
For women, when they may, will not, 

But, being kept back, straight grow out- 
rageous. 

Arden. Though this abhors from reason, 
yet I’ll try it. 

And call her forth and presently take leave. 
How 1 Alice 1 

» Struts. 

* Planks. 

* A common form of jealous constantly employed 
in this play. 

* As if confident ■ Lodge. 
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Here enters Alice 

Alice. Husband, what mean you to get up 
so early? 

Summer-nights are short, and yet you rise 
ere day. 

Had I been wake, you had not risen so 
soon. 

Arden. Sweet love, thou knowest that we 
two, Ovid-like, «o 

Have* chid the morning when it 'gan to 
peep. 

And often wished that dark night’s pur- 
blind steeds 

Would pull her by the purple mantle back. 
And cast her in the ocean to her love.* 

But (his night, sweet Alice, thou hast killed 
my heart: 

I heard thee call on Mosbie in thy sleep. 
Alice. 'Tis like I was asleep when I 
named him, 

For being awake he comes not in my 
thoughts. 

Arden. Ay, but you started up and sud- 
denly, 

Instead of him, caught me about the neck. 
Alice. Instead of him? why, who was 
there but you? n 

And where but one is, how can I mistake? 
Frank. Arden, leave to urge her over-far. 
Arden. Nay, love, there is no credit in a 
dream; 

Let it suffice I know thou lov’st me well. 
Alice. Now I remember whereupon it 
came: 

Had we no talk of Mosbie yesternight? 
Frank. Mistress Alice, I heard you name 
him once or twice. 

Alice. And thereof came it, and therefore 
blame not me, 

Arden. I know it did, and therefore let it 
pass. M 

I must to London, sweet Alice, presently.* 
Alice. But tell me, do you mean to stay 
there long? 

Arden. No longer there till my affairs be 
done. 

Frank. He will not stay above a month at 
most. 

Alice. A raoneth? ay me I Sweet Arden, 
come again 


Within a day or two, or else I die. 

Arden. 1 cannot long be from thee, 
gentle Alice. 

Whilst Michael fetch our horses from the 
field, 

Franklin and I will down unto the quay; 
For I have certain goods there to unload. » 
Meanwhile prepare our breakfast, gentle 
Alice; 

For yet ere noon we’ll take horse and away. 

Exeunt Arden and Frankun 

Alice. Ere noon he means to take horse 
and away! 

Sweet news is this. O that some airy spirit 
Would in the shape and likeness of a horse 
Gallop with Arden ’cross the ocean, 

And throw him from his back into the 
waves 1 

Sweet Mosbie is the man that hath my 
heart: 

And he usurps it, having nought but this. 
That I am tied to him by marriage. w 
Love is a god, and marriage is but words; 
And therefore Mosbie’s title is the best. 
Tush! whether it be or no, he shall be mine. 
In spite of him, of Hymen, and of rites. 

Here enters Adam of the Flower deduce* 

And here comes Adam of the Flower-de- 
luce; 

I hope he brings me tidings of my love. 

— How now, Adam, what is the news with 
you? 

Be not afraid; my husband is now from 
home. 

Adam. He whom you W’ot* of, Mosbie, 
Mistress Alice, 

Is come to town, and sends you word by me 
In any case you may not visit him." 

Alice. Not visit him? 

Adam. No, nor take no knowledge of his 
being here. 

Alice. But tell me, is he angry or dis- 
pleased? 

Adam. It should seem so, for he is won- 
drous sad. 

Alice. Were he as mad as raving Hercules, 
I’ll see him, I; and were thy house of force,* 
These hands of mine should race * it to the 
ground, 

* The sign of the inn. 

* Know. 

■ Under no clrcumsUnccs must vou visit him 

* Fortified. • Raze. 


’ Qq. Insert often. 

* Ovid, Amoreg, 1.13. 


* At once. 
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Unless that thou wouldst bring me to my 
love. 

Adam. Nay, and you be so impatient, I’ll 
be gone. i» 

Alice. Stay, Adam, stay; thou wert wont 
to be my friend. 

Ask Mosbie how I have incurred his wrath; 
Bear him from me these pair of silver dice, 
With which we played for kisses many a 
time, 

And when I lost, I won, and so did he ; — 
Such winning and such losing Jove send me 1 
And bid him, if his love do not decline. 

To come this morning but along my door,* 
And as a stranger but salute me there: 

This may he do without suspect or fear. 

Adam. I’ll tell him what you say, and so 
farewell. ui 

Alice. Do, and one day I’ll make amends 
all. Exit Adam 

I know he loves me well, but dares not 
come, 

Because my husband is so jealious, 

And these my narrow-prying neighbors blab. 
Hinder* our meetings, when we would con- 
fer. 

But, if I live, that block * shall be removed, 
And, Mosbie, thou that comes to me by 
stealth, 

Shalt neither fear the biting speech of men 
Nor Arden's looks; as surely shall he die 
As I abhor him and love only thee. lu 

Here enters Michael 

How, now Michael, whither are you going? 

Mich. To fetch my master’s nag. 

I hope you’ll think on me. 

Alice. Ay; but, Michael, see you keep 
your oath, 

as secret as you are resolute. 

Mich. I’ll see he shall not live above a 
week. 

Alice. On that condition, Michael, here's 
niy hand: 

have Mosbie's sister but thyself. 

Mich. I understand the painter here hard 
„ by ^ 

•ttath made report that he and Sue is sure.* 

Awe. There’s no such matter, Michael; 
believe it not. 


• oSaAS!* 


* Betrothed. 


Mich. But he hath sent a dagger sticking 
in a heart, 

With a verse or two stolen from a painted 
cloth,* 

The which I hear the wench keeps in her 
chest. 

Well, let her keep it! I shall find a fellow 
That can both write and read and make 
rhyme too. 

And if I do — well, I say no more: 

I’ll send from London such a taunting letter 
As* shall eat the heart he sent with salt 
And fling the dagger at the painter’s head. i«i 
Alice. What needs all this? I say that 
Susan’s thine. 

Mich. Why, then I say that I will kill my 
master. 

Or anything that you will have me do. 
Alice. But, Michael, see you do it cun- 
ningly. 

Mich. Why, say I should be took, I’ll 
ne’er confess 

That you know anything; and Susan, being 
a maid, 

May beg me from the gallows of the 
sheriff.* 

Alice. Trust not to that, Michael. 

Mich. You cannot tell me, I have seen 
it, I. jjo 

But, mistress, tell her, whether I live or die, 
I’ll make her more worth than twenty 
painters can;* 

For I will rid mine elder brother away. 

And then the farm of Bolton is mine own. 
Who would not venture upon house and 
land. 

When he may have it for a right down 
blow? 

Here enters Mosbie 

Alice. Yonder comes Mosbie. Michael, 
get thee gone. 

And let not him nor any know thy drifts.* 

Exit Michael 

Mosbie, my love! 

A/os. Away, I say, and talk not to me 
now. jgj 

Alice. A word or two, sweet heart, and 
then I will. 

»A common substitute for arras bandnea for 
rooms. 

»That. 

* Such an offer in marriage was supposed to save 
the criminal from execution. 

* Be a better match for her. 

■ Purposes, plots. 
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’Tis yet but early days, ^ thou needst not fear. 
Mos. Where is your husband? 

Alice. ’Tis now high water, and he is at 
the quay. 

Mos. There let him be; henceforward 
know me not. 

Alice. Is this the end of all thy solemn 
oaths? 

Is this the fruit thy reconcilement buds? 
Have I for this given thee so many favors, 
Incurred my husband’s hate, and, out alas, 
Made shipwreck of mine honor for thy 
sake? iw 

And dost thou say ‘henceforward know me 
not’? 

Remember, when I lock’d thee in my closet, 
What were thy words and mine; did we not 
both 

Decree to murder Arden in the night? 

The heavens can witness, and the w’orld 
can tell, 

Before I saw that falsehood look of thine, 
’Fore I was tangled with thy ’ticing speech, 
Arden to me was dearer than my soul. 

And shall be still: base peasant, get thee 
gone. 

And boast not of thy conquest over me, »o 
Gotten by witchcraft and mere sorcery! 

For what hast thou to countenance my love, 
Being descended of a noble house, 

And matched already with a gentleman 
Whose servant thou may’st be! — and so 
farewell. 

Mos. Ungentle and unkind Alice, now I 
see 

That which I ever feared, and find too true: 
A woman’s love is as the lightning-flame. 
Which even in bursting forth consumes it- 
self. 

To try thy constancy have I been strange; 
Would I had never tried, but lived in 
hope! 

Alice. What need’st thou try me whom 
thou ne’er found false? 

Mos. Yet pardon me, for love is jealious. 
Alice. So lists the sailor to the mermaid’s 
song, 

So looks the traveller to the basilisk.’ 

I am content for to be reconciled, 

And that, I know, will be mine overthrow. 
Mos. Thine overthrow? first let the world 
dissolve. 

* Eurly in thp clay. 

»A fubkd serpent supposed to kill by a look. 


Alice. Nay, Mosbie, let me still enjoy thy 
love. 

And happen what will, I am resolute. *» 
My saving husband hoards up bags of gold 
To make our children rich, and now is he 
Gone to unload the goods that shall be 
thine. 

And he and Franklin will to London 
straight. 

Mos. To London, Alice?’ if thou’It be 
ruled by me, 

We’ll make him sure enough for coming 
there. 

Alice. Ah, would we could I 

Mos. I happened on a painter yester- 
night. 

The only cunning man of Christendom; 

For he can temper poison with his oil, do 
T hat whoso looks upon the work he draws 
Shall, with the beams that issue from his* 
sight, 

Suck venom to his breast and slay himself. 
Sweet Alice, he shall draw thy counterfeit, 
That Arden may, by gazing on it, perish. 

Alice. Ay, but Mosbie, that is dangerous, 
For thou, or I, or any other else, 

Coming into the chamber where it hangs, 
may die. 

Mos. Ay, but we’ll have it covered with a 
cloth 

And hung up in the study for himself. •« 

Alice. It may not be, for when the pic- 
ture’s dra\Mi, 

Arden, I know, will come and show it me. 

Mos. Fear not; we’ll have that shall serve 
the turn. 

This is the painter’s house; I’ll call him 
forth. 

Alice. But Mosbie, I’ll have no such pic- 
ture, I. 

Mos. I pray thee leave it to my dis- 
cretion. 

Howl Clarke I 

Here enters Clarkb 

0, you are an honest man of your word, 
you served me well. 

Clarke. Why, sir, I’ll do it for you at any 
time, 

Provided, as you have given your word, w> 

»0f It, 
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I may have Susan Mosbie to my wife. 

For, as sharp-witted poets, whose sweet 
verse 

Make heavenly gods break off their nectar 
draughts 

And lay their ears do\vn to the lowly earth, 

Use humble promise to their sacred Muse, 

So we that are the poets’ favorites 

Must have a love : ay, Love is the painter’s 
muse, 

That makes him frame a speaking coun- 
tenance, 

A weeping eye that witnesses heart’s grief. 

Then tell me, Master Mosbie, shall I have 
her? MO 

Alice. ’Tis pity but he should; he’ll use 
her well. 

Mos. Clarke, here’s my hand: my sister 
shall be thine. 

Clarke. Then, brother, to requite this 
courtesy, 

You shall command my life, my skill, and 
all. 

Alice. Ah, that thou couldst be secret 

Mos. Fear him not; leave; I have talked 
sufl&cient. 

Clarke. You know not me that ask such 
questions. 

Let it suffice I know you love him well, 

And fain would have your husband made 
away: 

Wherein, trust me, you show a noble mind, 

That rather than you’ll live with him you 
hate, 271 

You’ll venture life, and die with him you 
love. 

The like will I do for my Susan’s sake. 

Alice. Yet nothing could inforce me to the 
deed 

But Mosbie’s love. Might I without con- 
trol 

Enjoy thee still, then Arden should not die: 

■But seeing I cannot, therefore let him die. 

Mos. Enough, sweet Alice ; thy kind 
words makes* me melt. 

Your trick of poisoned pictures we dislike; 

Some other poison would do better far. sso 

Alice. Ay, such as might be put into his 
broth, 

And yet in taste not to be found at all. 

Clarke. 1 know your mind, and here I 
have it for you. 

apparent misa^reement is a familiar old 


Put but a dram of this into his drink, 

Or any kind of broth that he shall eat. 

And he shall die within an hour after. 

Alice. As I am a gentlewoman, Clarke, 
next day 

Thou and Susan shall be married. 

Mos. And ril make her dowry more than 
I’ll talk of, Clarke. 

Clarke. Yonder’s your husband. Mosbie, 
I’ll be gone. 200 

Here enters Ai.den and Franklin 

Alice. In good time;* see where my hus- 
band comes. 

Master Mosbie, ask him the question your- 
self. Exit Clarke 

Mos. Master Arden, being at London yes- 
ternight, 

The Abbey lands, whereof you are now 
po.ssessed, 

Were offered me on some occasion 

By Greene, one of Sir Antony Ager’s men: 

I pray you, sir, tell me, are not the lands 
yours? 

Hath any other interest herein? 

Arden. Mosbie, that question we’ll decide 
anon. 

Alice, make ready my breakfast, I must 
hence. sw 

Exit Aucb 

As for the lands, Mosbie, they are mine 

By letters patent from his majesty. 

But I must have a mandate for my wife; 

They say you seek to rob me of her love: 

Villain, what makes* thou in her company? 

She’s no companion for so base a groom. 

Mos. Arden, I thought not on her, I came 
to thee; 

But rather than I pocket up this wrong 

Frank, [interposing'] What will you do, 
sir? 

Afos. Revenge it on the proudest of you 
both. 810 

Then Arden draws forth Mosbie’s sword 

Arden. So, sirrah,* you may not wear a 
sword. 

The statute makes ^ against artificers.* 

* Very well. 

* A common variant of rankest. 

8 An address of contempt. 

* Provides. 

* The statute of 37 Edward III. c. 9. 
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I warrant that I do.’ Now use your bod- 
kin.’ 

Your Spanish needle, and your pressing 
iron, 

For this shall go with me; and mark my 
words. 

You goodman botcher, ’tis to you I speak: * 
The next time that I take thee near my 
house, 

Instead of legs I’ll make thee crawl on 
stumps. 

Mos. Ah, Master Arden, you have injured 
me: 

I do appeal to God and to the world. 

Frank. Why, canst thou deny thou wert a 
botcher once? 

Mos. Measure me what I am, not what I 
was. 

Arden. Why, what art thou now but a 
velvet drudge, 

A cheating steward, and base-minded 
peasant? 

Mos. Arden, now thou hast belched and 
vomited 

The rancorous venom of thy mis-swoll’n 
heart, 

Hear me but speak: as I intend to live 
With God and his elected saints in heaven, 

I never meant more to solicit her; 

And that she knows, and all the world 
shall see. s» 

I loved her once; — sweet Arden, pardon me, 

I could not choose, her beauty fired my 
heart I 

But time hath quenched these over-raging 
coals; 

And, Arden, though I now frequent thy 
house, 

'Tis for my sister's sake, her waiting-maid, 
And not for hers. Mayest thou enjoy her 
long: 

Hell-fire and wrathful vengeance light on 
me, 

If I dishonor her or injure thee. 

Arden. Mosbie, with these thy protesta- 
tions * 

The deadly hatred of my heart is ap- 
peased, ^ 

And thou and I’ll be friends, if this prove 
true. 

* I have warrant for what I am doln^ 

‘The passage taunts Mosbie with having been a 
tailor or botcher 

‘ The termination ton is commonly disyllabic. 


As for the base terms I gave thee late, 
Forget them, Mosbie: I had cause to speak. 
When all the knights and gentlemen of 
Kent 

Make common table-talk’ of her and thee. 

Mos. Who lives that is not touched with 
slanderous tongues? 

Frank. Then, Mosbie, to eschew * the 
speech of men. 

Upon whose general bruit* all honor hangs, 
Forbear his house. 

Arden. Forbear itl nay, rather frequent it 
more : sm 

The world shall see that I distrust her not. 
To warn him on the sudden from my house 
Were to confirm the rumor that is grown. 

Mos. By my faith, sir, you say true. 

And therefore will I sojourn here a while, 
Until our enemies have talked their fill; 
And then, I hope, they’ll cease, and at last 
confess 

How causeless they have injured her and 
me. 

Arden. And I will lie at London all this 
term 

To let them see how light I weigh their 
words. t« 

Here enters Alice 

Alice. Husband, sit do^vn; your breakfast 
will be cold. 

Arden. Come, Master Mosbie, will you 
sit with us? 

Mos. I cannot eat, but I’ll sit for com- 
pany. 

Arden. Sirrah Michael, see our horse be 
ready. 

Alice. Husband, why pause ye? why eat 
you not? 

Arden. I am not well; there's something 
in this broth 

That is not wholesome: didst thou make 
it, Alice? 

Alice. I did, and that's the cause it likes 
not you. 

Then she throws down 
, broth on the ground 

There s nothing that I do can please your 
taste; 

You were best to say I would have poi- 
soned you. ^ 

I cannot speak or cast aside my eye, 

But he imagines I have stepped awry. 

* Gossip. * Avoid. • Report 
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Here’s he that you cast in my teeth so oft: 
Now will I be convinced or purge myself. 

I charge thee speak to this mistrustful man, 
Thou that wouldst see me hang, thou, 
Mosbie, thou: 

What favor hast thou had more than a kiss 
At coming or departing from the town? 

Mos. You wrong yourself and me to cast 
these doubts: 

Your loving husband is not jealious. sso 

Arden. Why, gentle Mistress Alice, can- 
not I be ill 

But you’ll -accuse yourself? 

Franklin, thou hast a box of mithridate ; ‘ 
I'll take a little to prevent the worst. 

Frank. Do so, and let us presently take 
horse ; 

My life for yours, ye shall do well enough. 

Alice. Give me a spoon. I’ll eat of it my- 
self; 

Would it were full of poison to the brim. 
Then should my cares and troubles have 
an end. 

Was ever silly* woman so tormented? 

Arden. Be patient, sweet love; I mistrust 
not thee. 

Alice. God will revenge it, Arden, if thou 
dost; 

For never woman loved her husband better 
Than I do thee. 

Arden. I know it, sweet Alice; cease to 
complain, 

Lest that in tears I answer thee again. 

Frank. Come, leave this dallying, and let 
us away. 

Alice. Forbear to wound me with that 
bitter word ; 

Arden shall go to London in my arms. 

Arden. Loth am I to depart, yet I must 

go. 400 

Alice. Wilt thou to London, then, and 
leave me here? 

if you love me, gentle Arden, stay. 
Yet, if thy business be of great import 
Go, if thou wilt. I’ll bear it as I may; 

But write from London to me every week, 
Nay, every day, and stay no longer there 
Than thou must needs, lest that I die for 
sorrow. 

Arden. I’ll write unto thee every other 
tide, 

And so farewell, sweet Alice, till we meet 
next. 

* Antidote against poison. * Simple. 


Alice. Farewell, husband, seeing you’ll 
have it so; aio 

And, Master Franklin, seeing you take him 
hence. 

In hope you’ll hasten him home. I’ll give 
you this. 

and then she kisseth him 

Frank. And if* he stay, the fault shall not 
be mine. 

Mosbie, farewell, and see you keep your 
oath. 

Mos. I hope he is not jealous of me now. 

Arden. No, Mosbie, no; hereafter think 
of me 

As of your dearest friend, and so farewell. 
Exeunt Arden, Fr.ankun, and Michael 

Alice. I am glad he is gone ; he was about 
to stay. 

But did you mark me then how I brake off? 

Mos. Ay, Alice, and it was cunningly per- 
formed. 4W 

But what a villain is that painter Clarke I 

Alice. Was it not a goodly poison that he 
gave? 

Why, he’s as well now as he was before. 

It should have been some fine confection 
That might have given the broth some 
dainty taste: 

This powder was too gross and populous.* 

Mos. But had he eaten but three spoon- 
fuls more, 

Then had he died and our love continued. 

Alice. Why, so it shall, Mosbie, albeit he 
live. 

Mos. It is unpossible, for I have sworn 
Never hereafter to solicit thee. 

Or, whilst he lives, once more importune* 
thee. 

Alice. Thou shalt not need, I will impor- 
tune thee. 

What? shall an oath make thee forsake 
my love? 

As if I have not sworn as much myself 
And given my hand unto him in the church ! 
Tush, Mosbie; oaths are words, and words 
is wind. 

And wind is mutable: then, I conclude, 

’Tis childishness to stand upon an oath. 

Mos. Well proved. Mistress Alice; yet by 
your leave 

I’ll keep mine unbroken whilst he lives. 

* And 

* Explained as thick, probably a misprint for pof* 
pable (Delius). 

’ Accent on the second syllable. 


48 


ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM 


I. 


Alice. Ay, do, and spare not, his time is 
blit short : 

For if thou bo’st as resolute as I. 

We’ll liavc him murdered as he walks the 
.streets. 

In I^ondon many alehouse ruffians keep,* 
Which, as I hoar, will murder men for gold. 
They shall be soundly fee’d to pay him 
home. 

Here enters Greeene 

Mos. Alice, what’s he that comes yonder? 
knowest thou him? 

Alice. Mosbie, be gone: I hope ’tis one 
that comes 

To put in practice our intended drifts.* 

Exit Mosuie 

Greene. Mistress Arden, you are well met. 
I am sorry that your husband is from homo, 
Whenas my purposed journey was to him: 
Vet all my labor is not spent in vain. 

For I suppose that you can full discoui-sc 
And flat* resolve me of the tiling I seek. 
Alice. What is it, Master Greene? If that 
I may 

Or can with safety, I will answer you. 

Greene. I heard your husband had the 
grant of late, 4 m, 

Confirmed by letters patents from the king, 
Of all the lan<ls of the Abbey of Fcvcrsliam, 
Generally intitled, so that all former grunts 
Are cut off; whereof I myself had one; 

But now my interest by that is void. 

This is all. Mistress Arden; is it (me or no? 
Alice. True. Master Greene; the lands are 
his in state,* 

And whatsoever leases w’cre before 
Are void for term of Master Arden’s life; 
He hath the grant under the Clumcery seal. 
Greene. Pardon me, Mistress Arden, I 
must speak, 470 

For I am touched. Your husband doth me 
wrong 

To wrong mo from the little land I have. 
My living is my life, and only that 
Resteth remainder of my portion. 

Desire of wealth is endless in his mind, 

And he is greedy-gaping stilT for gain; 

Nor cares he though young gentlemen do 
beg, 

So he may scrape and hoard up in his pouch. 

‘ Are accustomed to live 
» Plots. 

* Fully. « Are legally hig. 


But, seeing he hath taken my lands, I’ll 
value life 

As careless as he is careful for to get: *» 

And tell him this from me, I’ll be revenged, 
And so as he shall wish the Abbey lands 
Had rested still within their former state. 

Alice. Alas, poor gentleman, I pity you. 
And woe is me that any man should wantl 
God knows ’tis not my fault ; but wonder not 
Though he be hard to others, when to me, — 
Ah, Master Greene, God knows how I am 
used 

Greene. Why, Mistress Arden, can the 
crabbed churl 

Use you unkindly? respects he not your 
birth, ««o 

Your honorable friends, nor what you 
brought? 

Why, all Kent knows your parentage and 
what you are. 

Alice. Ah, Master Greene, be it spoken in 
secret here, 

I never live good day with him alone: 

When ho is at home, then have I froward* 
looks, 

Hard words and blows to mend the match 
withal ; 

And though I might content as good a man, 
\ et doth he keep in every corner trulls;* 
And when he’s weary with his trugs* at 
home. 

Then rides he straight to London; there, 
forsooth, eoo 

He revels it among such filthy ones 
As* counsels him to make away his wife. 
Thus live I daily in continual fear, 

In sorrow; so despairing of redress 
As* every day I wish with hearty prayer 
That he or I were taken forth the world. 

Greene. Now' trust me, Mistress Alice, it 
grieveth me 

So fair a creature should be so abused, 

^^hy, who woidd have thought the civil 
sir so sullen? 

He looks so smoothly. Now, fie upon 
him, churl I „„ 

And if he live a day, he lives too long. 

But frolic.* woman! I shall be the man 
Shall set you free from all this discontent; 
And if the churl deny my interest 
And will not yield my lease into my hand, 


B Ever. 


* Perverse. 
’ Wenches. 

* Drubs. 


« That 

‘ Be o( good cheer. 
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I’ll pay him home, whatever hap to me. 

Alice. But speak you as you think? 

Greene. Ay, God’s my witness, I mean 
plain dealing, 

For I had rather die than lose my land. 

Alice. Then, Master Greene, be coun- 
selled by me : 

Indanger not yourself for such a churl, 

But hire some cutter' for to cut him short, 
And here’s ten pound to wager ® them 
withal ; 

When he is dead, you shall have twenty 
more, 

And the lands whereof my husband is pos- 
sess’d 

Shall be intitled as they were before. 

Greene. Will you keep promise with me? 

Alice. Or count me false and perjured 
whilst I live. 

Greene. Then here’s my hand, I’ll have 
him so dispatched. 

I’ll up to London straight, I’ll thither post, 
And never rest till I have compassed it. mi 
T ill then farewell. 

Alice. Good fortune follow all your for- 
ward thoughts. 

Exit Greene 

And whosoever doth attempt the deed, 

A happy hand I wish, and so farewell. — 

All this goes well: Mosbie, I long for thee 
To let thee know all that I have contrived. 

Here enters Mosbib and Clarke 

Mos. How now, Alice, what’s the news? 

Alice. Such as will content thee well, 
sweetheart. 

Mos. Well, let them* pass a while, and 
tell me, Alice, 

How have you dealt and tempered* with 
my sister? 

^^at, will she have my neighbor, Clarke, 
or no? 

Alice. What, Master Mosbie ! let him woo 
himself I 

Think you that maids look not for fair 
words? 

Go to her, Clarke; she's all alone within; 
Michael my man is clean out of her books. 

Clarke. I thank you, Mistress Arden, I 
wUl in; 

* ^tthroat • News is plural, 

pay. * Temporized. 


And if fair Susan and I can make a gree,' 
You shall command me to the uttermost, 
As far as either goods or life may stretch. 

Exit Cl.\rke 

Mos. Now, Alice, let’s hear thy news, mi 
Alice. They be so good that I must laugh 
for joy, 

Before I can begin to tell my tale. 

Mos. Let’s hear them, that I may laugh 
for company. 

Alice. This morning, Master Greene, Dick 
Greene I mean, 

From whom my husband had the Abbey 
land, 

Came hither, railing, for to know the truth 
Whether my husband had the lands by 
grant. 

I told him all, whereat he stormed amain 
And swore he would cry quittance with 
the churl, “o 

And, if he did deny his interest, 

Stab him, whatsoever did befall himself. 
Whenas* I saw his choler thus to rise, 

I whetted on the gentleman with words; 
And, to conclude, Mosbie, at last we grew 
To composition for my husband’s death. 

I gave him ten pound to hire knaves. 

By some device to make away the churl; 
When he is dead, he should have twenty 
more 

And repossess his former lands again. mo 
O n this we ’greed, and he is ridden straight 
To London, for to bring his death about. 
Mos. But call you this good news? 

Alice. Ay, sweetheart, be they not? 

Mos. ’Twere cheerful news to hear the 
churl were dead; 

But trust me, Alice, I take it passing ill 
You would be so forgetful of our state 
To make recount of it to every groom. 
What! to acquaint each stranger with our 
drifts,* 

Chiefly in case of murder, why, ’tis the way 
To make it open unto Arden’s self mi 
A nd bring thyself and me to ruin both. 
Forewarned, forearmed ; who threats his 
enemy, 

Lends him a sword to guard himself withal. 
Alice. I did it for the best. 

Mos. Well, seeing ’tis done, cheerly let it 
pass. 

You know this Greene; is he not religious? * 

* Come to agreement. * Plots, plans. 

' Wl’on. * A man of his word. 
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A man, I guess, of great devotion? 

Alice. He is. 

Mos. Then, sweet Alice, let it pass: I 
have a drift too 

Will quiet all, whatev'er is amiss. 

Here enters Cl.arke and Susan 

Alice. How now, Clarke? have you found 
me false? 

Did I not plead the matter hard for you? 
Clarke. You did. 

Mas. And what? wilt be a match? 

Clarke. A match, i’ faith, sir; ay, the day 
is mine. 

The painter lays his colors to the life, 

His pencil draws no shadows in his love. 
Susan is mine. 

Alice. You make her blush. tuo 

Mos. What, sister, is it Clarke must be 
the man? 

Sus. It resteth in your grant; some words 
arc past, 

And happily we be grown unto a match. 

If you be willing that it shall be so. 

Mos. Ah, Master Clarke, it resteth at my 
grant: 

You see my sister’s yet at my dispose. 

But, so you’ll grant me one thing I shall 
ask, 

I am content my sister shall be yours. 
Clarke. What is it. Master Mosbie? 

Mos. I do remember once in secret talk «io 
You told me how you could compound by 
art 

A crucifix impoisoned, 

That whoso look upon it should wax blind 
And with the scent be stifled, that ere long 
He should die poisoned that did view it 
well. 

I would have you make me such a crucifix, 
And then I’ll grant my sister shall be yours. 
Clarke. Though I am loth, because it 
toucheth life. 

Yet, rather or I’ll leave sweet Susan's love, 

1 11 do it, and with all the haste I may. «» 
But for whom is it? 

Alice. Leave that to us. Why, Qarke is 
it possible ’ 

That you should paint and draw it out your- 
self. 

The colors being baleful and impoisoned 
And no ways prejudice yourself withal?’ 



Mos. Well questioned, Alice; Clarke, how 
answer you that? 

Clarke. Very easily: I’ll tell you straight 
How I do work of these impoisoned drugs. 

I fasten on my spectacles so close 
As nothing can any way offend my sight; 
Then, as I put a leaf within my nose, m 
So put I rhubarb to avoid the smell, 

As softly as another work I paint. 

Mos. ’Tis very well; but against when 
shall I have it? 

Clarke. Within this ten days. 

Mos. ’Twill serve the turn. 

Now, Alice, let’s in and see what cheer 
you keep. 

I hope, now Master Arden is from home. 
You’ll give me leave to play your hus- 
band’s part. 

Alice. Mosbie, you know, who’s master of 
my heart, 

He well may be the master of the house. 

Exeunt 

[ACT II, SCENE I] 

[Country between Feversham and London'] 
Enter Greene and Bradshaw 

Brad. See you them that comes yonder, 
Master Greene? 

Greene. Ay, very well; do you know 
them? 

Here erUers Black Will and Shakebao 

Brad. The one I know not, but he seems a 
knave 

Chiefly for bearing the other company; 

For such a slave, so vile a rogue as he, 
Lives not again upon the earth. 

Black Will is his name. I tell you, Master 
Greene, 

At Boulogne he and I were fellow-soldiers, 
Where he played such pranks 
As* all the camp feared him for his villainy 
I warrant you he bears so bad a mind u 
That for a crown he’ll murder any man. 

Greene. The fitter is he for my purpose 
marry ! * ’ 

Will. How now, fellow Bradshaw? 
Whither away so early? 

Brad. O Will, times are changed; no fel- 
lows now, 


‘That. 

’This attenuated oath means little more than 
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Though we were once together in the field ; 
Yet thy friend to do thee any good I can. 

Will. Why, Bradshaw, was not thou and I 
fellow-soldiers at Boulogne, where I was 
a corporal, and thou but a base mer- » 
cenary groom? No fellows now! because 
you are a goldsmith and have a little 
plate in your shop! You were glad to call 
me ‘fellow Will,’ and with a curtsey to the 
earth, ‘One snatch, good corporal,’ when 
I stole the half ox from John the vic- 
tualer, and domineer’d with it amongst 
good fellows in one night. 

Brad. Ay, Will, those days are past with 
me. do 


Will. Ay, but they be not past with 
me, for I keep that same honorable mind 
• still. Good neighbor Bradshaw, you are too 
proud to be my fellow ; but were it not that 
, I see more company coming do^vn the hill, 
I would be fellows with you once more, and 
share crowns with you too. But let that 
pass, and tell me whither you go. 

Brad. To London, Will, about a piece of 
service. 

Wherein happily thou mayst pleasure me. « 
Will. What is it? 

Brad. Of late Lord Cheiny lost some 
plate. 

Which one did bring and sold it at my shop, 
baying he served Sir Antony Cooke. 

A search was made, the plate was found 
with me, 

And I am bound to answer at the ’size.‘ 

wriT’ Cheiny solemnly vows, if law 
Will serve him, he’ll hang me for his plate. 
-Now I am going to London upon hope 
0 find the fellow.’ Now, Will, I know m 

hou art acquainted with such compan- 
ions.* 

What manner of man was he? 
rad. A lean-faced writhen * knave, 

and very hollow-eyed, 

itn mighty furrows in his stormy brows; 

ong hair down his shoulders curled; 

ha.Te, but on his upper lip 

which he wound about his ear. 

What apparel had he? 

* * watchet satin doublet all to 
tom,* 


t 

t 

t 

4 


Assize. 

Jhe fellow 

KascaU. 

Crooked. 


who sold the plate. 

” Uoustacbe. 

* Pale blue doublet all in tatters. 


The inner side did bear the greater show; 

A pair of thread-bare velvet hose, seam 
rent, 

A w’orsted stocking rent above the shoe. 

A livery cloak, but all the lace was off; 
'Twas bad, but yet it served to hide the 
plate. 

Will. Sirrah Shakebag, canst thou remem- 
ber since we trolled the bowl at Sitting- 
burgh, where I broke the tapster’s head of 
the Lion with a cudgel-stick? 

Shake. Ay, very well, Will. to 

Will. Why, it was with the money that 
the plate was sold for. Sirrah Bradshaw, 
what wilt thou give him that can tell thee 
who sold thy plate? 

Brad. Who, I pray thee, good Will? 

Will. Why, ’twas one Jack Fitten. He's 
now in Newgate for stealing a horse, and 
shall be arraigned the next ’size. 

Brad. Why, then let Lord Cheiny seek 
Jack Fitten forth, 

For I’ll back and tell him who robbed him 
of his plate. » 

This cheers my heart; Master Greene, I’ll 
leave you. 

For I must to the Isle of Sheppy with 
speed. 

Greene. Before you go, let me intreat you 
To carry this letter to Mistress Arden of 
Feversham 

And humbly recommend me to herself. 
Brad. That will I, Master Greene, and so 
farewell. 

Here, Will, there’s a crown for thy good 
news. Exit Bradsh.wv 

Will. Farewell, Bradshaw; I’ll drink no 
water for thy sake whilst this lasts. — Now, 
gentleman, shall we have your com- w 
pany to London? 

Greene. Nay, stay, sirs: 

A little more I needs must use your help, 
And in a matter of great consequence. 
Wherein if you’ll be secret and profound. 

I’ll give you twenty angels for your pains. 

Will. How? twenty angels? give my fel- 
low George Shakebag and me twenty 
angels? And if thou’lt have thy own father 
slain, that thou may’st inherit his land, icw 
we’ll kill him. 

Shake. Ay, thy mother, thy sister, thy 
brother, or all thy kin. 

Greene. Well, this it is: Arden of Fever- 
sham 
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Hath highly wroogcii me about the Abbey 
land. 

Tliat no revenge but death will serve the 
turn. 

Will you two kill him? here’s the angels 
down, 

And I will lay the platform ^ of his death. 

W'ill. Plat me no platforms; give me the 
money, and I'll stab him a.s ho .stands 
, . . again.st a wall, but I'll kill him. no 
Shahr. Where is he? 

Grct'no. He i.s now at London, in Aldcrs- 
gate Street. 

Shake. He’s dead as if he had been con- 
demned by an Act of Parliament, if once 
lilaek Will and I .swear hi.s death. 

Greene. Here is ten pound, and when ho 
is dead, 

Ye shall lun’o twenty more. 

Will. My fingers itches to be at the 
peasant. Ah, that I might be set a work i.-o 
thus through the year, and that murder 
would grow to an occupation, tliat a man 
might,’ without danger of law — zounds, I 
warrant I should be warden of the com- 
pany. Come, let us be going, and we’ll bait’ 
at Rochester, where I’ll give thee a gallon 
of sack to handsel* the match witlial. 

Exeunl 

[SCENE II] 

[Lomlon. A Street near St. Paul'n] 
Here enters Michael 

Mich. I have gotten such a letter as will 
touch the painter: And thus it is: 

Here enters Arden and Franklin and hears 
Michael read this letter 

‘My duty remembered, Mi.stress Susan, 
hoping in God you be in good health, as I 
Michael was at the making hereof. This 
is to certify you that as the turtle true, 
when .she hath lost her mate, sitteth alone, 
so I, mourning for your ab.senco, do walk 
up and down Paul’s® till one day I fell 
a.slecp and lost my master’s pantofles.® lo 

* .\rraiige tlie scheme. 

» Bayjie inserts ticre follou- ; but tlie brvak mnkea 
this unnecessary. 

* Eat. 

* Inaugurate, 

* The uisle of the catheiiral, a popular place of 

resort. •.Slippers. 


Ah, Mistress Susan, abolish that paltry 
painter, cut him off by the shins with a 
frowning look of your crabbed counte- 
nance, and think upon Michael, who, 
drunk with the dregs of your favor, will 
cleave as fast to yoiir love as a plaster 
of pitch to a galled horse-back. Thus 
hoping you will let my passions penetrate, 
or rather impetratc mercy of your meek 
hands, I end. » 

‘Yours, Michael, or else not Michael.’ 
Arden. Why, you paltry knave. 

Stand you here loitering, knowing my af- 
fairs. 

What haste my business craves to send to 
Kent? 

Frank. Faith, friend Michael, this is very 
ill. 

Knowing your master hath no more but 
you, 

And do ye slack his business for your own? 
Arden. Where is the letter, sirrah? let me 
sec it. 

Then he gives him the letter 
Sec, Master Franklin, here’s proper stuff: 
Susan my maid, the painter, and my man, 
A crew of harlot.s,’ all in love, forsooth; « 
Sirrah, let me hear no more of this. 

Nor for thy life once write lo her a word. 

Here enters Greene, Will, and Shaked.ao 

Wilt thou be mijrricd to so base a trull? 
'Tis Mosbie’s sister: come I once at home, 
I’ll rouse her from remaining in my house. 
Now, Mjistcr Franklin, let us go w’alk in 
Paul’s; 

Come but a turn or two, and then away. 

Exeunt 

Greene. The first is Arden, and that’s his 
man. 

The other is Franklin, Arden’s dearest 
friend. m 

Wilt. Zounds, I’ll kill them all three. 
Greene. Nay, sirs, touch not his man in 
any case ; 

But stand close, and take you fittest stand- 
ing, 

And at his coming forth, speed him: 

To the Nag’s Head, there is this coward’s 
haunt. 

But now I’ll leave you till the deed be done. 

Exit Greens 

* Used of any worthless person, man or woman. 
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Shake. If he be not paid his own, ne'er 
trust Shakebag. 

Will. Sirrah Shakebag, at his coming forth 
ni run him through, and then to the f-o 
Blackfriars, and there take water and 
away. 

Shake. Why, that’s the best; but see thou 
miss him not. 

Will. How can I miss him, when I think 
on the forty angels I must have more? 

Here enters a Prentice 

Pren. ’Tis very late; I were best shut up 
my stall, for here will be old filching,* 
when the press* comes forth of Paul's. 

Then lets he down his window, 
and it breaks Bl.\ck Will’s head 

Will. Zounds, draw, Shakebag, I am « 
almost killed. 

Pren. We’ll tame you, I warrant. 

Will. Zounds, I am tame enough already. 

Here enters Arden, Frankun, and Mich.ael 

Arden. What troublesome fray or mutiny 
is this? 

Frank. ’Tis nothing but some brabling 
paltry fray, 

Devised to pick men’s pockets in the throng. 

Arden. Is’t nothing else? come, Franklin, 
let’s away. Exeunt 

Will. What ’mends* shall I have for my 
broken head? 

Pren. Marry, this ’mends, that if you get 
you not away all the sooner, you shall be 
well beaten and sent to the Counter.' 

Exit Prentice 

WUl. Well, I’ll be gone, but look to your 
signs, for I’ll pull them down all. Shake- 
bug, my broken head grieves me not so 
much as by this means Arden hath es- 
caped. 

Here enters Greene 


I had a glimpse of him and his com- 
panion. 80 

Greene. Why, sirs, Arden’s as well as I ; I 
Diet him and Franklin going merrily to 
the ordinary. What, dare you not do it? 

Will. Yes, sir, we dare do it; but, were 
my consent to give again, we would not do 


Uood chance for thieving, a comnioi 
* rowd. * Amends. 

Quarrelsome. ® A London 


it under ten pound more. I value every 
drop of my blood at a French crown. I 
have had ten pound to steal a dog, and 
we have no more here to kill a man; but 
that a bargain is a bargain, and so forth, oo 
you should do it youi'self. 

Greene. I pray thee, how came thy head 
broke? 

Will. Why, thou scest it is broke, dost 
thou not? 

Shake. Standing against a stall, watching 
.Arden’s coming, a boy let down his shop- 
window and broke his head; whereupon 
arose a brawl, and in the tumult Arden 
escaped us and passed by unthought iw 
on. But forbearance is no acquittance; an- 
other time we’ll do it, I warrant thee. 
Greene. I pray thee, Will, make clean thy 
bloody brow. 

And let us bethink us on some other place 
Where Arden may be met with handsomely. 
Remember how devoutly thou hast sworn 
To kill the villain; think upon thine oath. 
Will. Tush, I have broken five hundred 
oaths! 

But wouldst thou charm me to effect this 
deed. 

Tell me of gold, my resolution’s fee; no 
Say thou seest Mosbie kneeling at my 
knees. 

Offering me ser\uce for my high attempt, 
And sweet Alice Arden, with a lap of 
crowns,* 

Comes with a lowly curtsey to the earth, 
Saying ‘Take this but for thy quarterage,* 
Such yearly tribute will I answer thee.’ 
Why, this would steel soft-mettled cow- 
ardice. 

With which Black Will was never tainted 
with. 

I tell thee, Greene, the forlorn traveller. 
Whose lips are glued with summer’s parch- 
ing heat, VM 

Ne’er longed so much to see a running 
brook 

As I to finish Arden’s tragedy. 

Seest thou this gore that cleaveth to my 
face? 

From hence ne’er will I w'ash this bloody 
stain. 

Till Arden’s heart be panting in my hand. 

Greene. Why, that’s well said; but what 
saith Shakebag? 

^ Lap fulL * Quarterly payment. 
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Shake. I cannot paint my valor out with 
words ; 

But. give mo place and opportunity, 

Such mercy as the starven lioness, 130 

When she is dry sucked of her eager young. 
Shows to tlie prey that next encounters licr, 
On Arden so much pity would I take. 

Greens’. So should it fare with men of 
firm resolve. 

And now, sirs, seeing that this accident 
Of meeting him in Paul’s hath no success, 
Let us bethink us of some other place 
Whose earth may swallow up this Arden’s 
blood. 


Here enters Mich.ael 

See, yonder comes his man: and wot you 
what? 

The foolish knave's in love with Mosbie’s 
sister, 140 

And for her sake, whose love he cannot get 
Unless Mosbie solicit his suit, 

The villain hath sworn the slaughter of his 
master. 

We’ll quc.stion him, for ho may stead* us 
much. 

How now, Michael, whither are you going? 

Mich. My master hath new’ supped. 

And I am going to prepare his chamber. 

Greene. Where supped Master Arden? 

Mich. At the Nag’s Head, at the eighteen 
pence ordinary.’ How now, Master 
Shakebag? what. Black Will! God’s dear 
lady, how chance your face is so bloody? 

Will. Go to, sirrah, there is a chance in it; 
this sauciness in you will make you bo 
knocked.* 

Mich. Nay, an you be offended, I’ll bo 
gone. 

Greene. Stay, Michael, you may not 
'scape us so. 

Michael, I know you love your master well. 

Mich. Why, so I do; but wherefore urge 
you that? 

Greene. Becau.se I think you love your 
inistre.ss better. 

Mich. So think not I; but say, i’ faith, 
what, if I should? 

Shake. Come to the purpose, Michael; we 
hear 

* Help. 

* Public table, table d’hOte, ellU in use. 

^ Blamed. 


You have a pretty love in Feversham. 

Mich. Why, have I two or three, what’s 
that to thee! 

W’ill. You deal too mildly with the 
peasant. Thus it is: 

Tis known to us that you love Mosbie’s 
sister; 

We know besides that you have ta’en your 
oath 

To further Mosbie to your mistress’ bed. 
And kill your master for his sister’s sake. 
Now, sir, a poorer coward than yourself m 
Was never fostered in the coast of Kent: 
How comes it then that such a knave as you 
Dare swear a matter of such consequence? 

Greene. Ah. Will 

Will. Tush, give me leave, there’s no 
more but this: 

Sith* thou hast sworn, we dare discover 
all ; 

And hadst thou or should’st thou utter it, 
We Imve devised a complat* under hand. 
Whatever shall betide to any of us, i» 
To send thee roundly to the devil of hell. 
And therefore thus: I am the V'cry man. 
Marked in my birth-hour by the destinies, 
To give an end to Arden’s life on earth; 
Thou but a member* but to whet the knife 
Whose edge must search the closet of his 
breast: 

Thy office is but to appoint the place, 

And train thy master to his tragedy; 

Mine to perform it when occasion serves. 
Then be not nice, but here devise with us 
How and what way we may conclude hio 
death. m 

Shake. So shalt thou purchase Mosbie for 
thy friend. 

And by his friendship gain his sister’s love. 

Grcctie. So shall thy mistress be thy 
favorer, 

And thou disburdened of the oath thou 
made. 

Mich. Well, gentlemen, I cannot but con- 
fess, 

Sith you have urged me so apparently. 
That I have vowed my master Arden’s 
death; 

And he whoso kindly love and liberal hand 
Doth challenge nought but good deserts 
of me, ^ 

I will deliver over to your hands. 

This night come to his house at Aldersgate : 


* Since. > Plan. 


' AssisUnt. 
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The doors I’ll leave unlock’d against you 
come. 

No sooner shall ye enter through the latch, 
Over the threshold to the inner court, 

But on your left hand shall you see the 
stairs 

That leads directly to my master's 
chamber: 

There take him and dispose him as ye 
please. 

Now it were good we parted company; 
What I have promised, I will perform, no 
Will. Should you deceive us, ’twould go 
wrong with you. 

Mick. I will accomplish all I have re- 
vealed. 

Will. Come, let’s go drink: choler makes 
me as dry as a dog. 

Exeunt Will, 

Greene, and Shakebaq. Manet Michael 
Mich. Thus feeds the lamb securely on 
the down, 

Whilst through the thicket of an arbor 
brake 

The hunger-bitten wolf o'erpries' his haunt 
And takes advantage to eat him up. 

Ah, harmless Arden, how hast thou mis- 
done. 

That thus thy gentle life is levelled at? 
The many good turns that thou hast done 
to me. 220 

Now must I quittance with betraying thee. 
I that should take the weapon in my hand 
And buckler thee from ill-intending foes, 
Ho lead thee with a wicked fraudful smile, 
As unsuspected, to the slaughter-house. 

So have I sworn to Mosbie and my mistress, 
So have I promised to the slaughtermen; 
And should I not deal currently* with them, 
Their lawless rage would take revenge on 
me. 


I will spurn at mercy for this once: 

Let pity lodge where feeble women he, 231 
I am resolved, and Arden needs must die. 

Exit Michael 


[ACT III, SCENE I] 

[A Room in Franklin's House, at 

AldersgateJ 

Here enters Abdbn and Franklin 

Arden. No, Franklin, no : if fear or stormy 
threats, 

‘Looks over. ‘Without hindrance. 


If love of me or care of womanhood, 

If fear of God or common speech of men, 
W^ho mangle credit with their wounding 
words, 

And couch dishonor as dishonor buds,* 
Might join repentance in her wanton 
thoughts, 

No question then but she would turn the 
leaf 

And sorrow for her dissolution ; * 

But she is rooted in her wickedness. 
Perverse and stubborn, not to be reclaimed ; 
Good counsel is to her as rain to weeds, u 
And reprehension makes her vice to grow 
As Hydra’s head that plenished* by decay. 
Her faults, methink, are painted in my face. 
For every searching eye to overread; 

And Mosbie’s name, a scandal unto mine, 

Is deeply trenched in my blushing brow. 
Ah, Franklin, Franklin, when I think on this. 
My heart’s grief rends my other powers 
Worse than the conflict at the hour of death. 
Frank. Gentle Arden, leave this sad la- 
ment: a 

She will amend, and so your griefs will 
cease ; 

Or else she’ll die, and so your sorrows end. 
If neither of these two do happily fall, 

Yet let your comfort be that others bear 
Your woes, twice doubled all, with patience. 
Arden. My house is irksome ; there I can- 
not rest. 

Frank. Then stay with me in London; go 
not home. 

Arden. Then that base Mosbie doth usurp 
my room 

And makes his triumph of my being 
thence. w 

At home or not at home, where’er I be, 
Here, here it lies, ah Franklin, here it lies 
That will not out till wretched Arden dies. 

Here enters Michael 

Frank. Forget your griefs a while; here 
comes your man. 

Arden. What o’clock is ’t, sirrah? 

Mich. Almost ten. 

Arden. See, see, how runs away the weary 
' time I 

Come, Master Franklin, shall we go to bed? 

Exeunt Arden and Michael. 

Manet Franklin 

2 Spreads. 

* Separation from rectitude. • Q reads peruhed. 
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Frank. I pray you, go before; I’ll follow 
you. 

— Ah, what a hell is fretful jealousy 1 
What pity-moving words, ^ what deep- 
fetched sighs, 

What grievous groans and overlading woes 
Accompanies this gentle gentlemanl 
Now will he .shake his care-oppressed head. 
Then fix his sad eyes on the sullen earth, 
Ashamed to gaze upon the open world; 

Now will ho cast his eyes up towards the 
heavens, 

Looking that ways for redress of wrong: 
Sometimes he seeketh to beguile his grief 
And tells a story with his careful* tongue; 
Then comes his wife’s dishonor in his 
thoughts « 

And in the middle cutteth off his tale. 
Pouring fresh sorrow on his weary limbs. 

So woe-begone, so inly charged with woe, 
Was never any lived and bare it so. 

Here enters Michael 

Mich. My master would desire you come 
to bed. 

Frank. Is he himself already in his bed? 
Mich. He is, and fain would have the 
light away. 

Exit Frankun. Manet Michael 
— Conflicting thoughts, encamped in my 
breast, 

Awake me with the echo of their strokes, 
And I, a judge to censure either side, «i 
Can give to neither wished victory. 

My master's kindne.v? pleads to me for life 
With just demand, and I must grant it him: 
My mistress she hath forced me with an 
oath, 

For Susan’s sake, the which I may not break 
For that is nearer than a master’s love: 
That grim-faced fellow, pitiless Black Will, 
And Shakebag, stern in bloody stratagem, 
— Two rougher niffians never lived in 
Kent, — 70 

Have sworn my death, if I infringe my vow, 
A dreadful thing to be considered of. 
Methinks I see them with their bolstered ' 
hair 

Staring and grinning in thy gentle face, 

* Q rcarls moning, 

^ Full of c:iro. 

^ fciliugg)’. fliMirdcred. 


And in their ruthless hands their daggers 
drawn. 

Insulting o’er these with a peck of oaths. 
Whilst thou submissive, pleading for relief, 
Art mangled by their ireful instruments. 
Methinks I hear them ask where Michael is, 
And pitiless Black Will cries: ‘Stab the 
slave 1 " 

The peasant will detect the tragedy!’ 

The wTinkles in his foul death-threat’ning 
face 

« 

Gapes open wide, like graves to swallow 
men. 

My death to him is but a merriment,* 

And he will murder me to make him sport. 
He comes, he comes! ah. Master Franklin, 
help! 

Call up the neighbors, or we are but dead! 
Here enters Filanklin and Arden 

Frank. What dismal outcry calls me from 
my rest? 

Arden. What hath occasioned such a fear- 
ful cry? 

Speak, Michael: hath any injured thee? » 

Mich. Nothing, sir; but as I fell asleep, 
Upon the threshold leaning to the stairs, 

I had a fearful dream that troubled me. 

And in my slumber thought I was beset 
With murderer thieves that came to rifle me. 
My trembling joints witness my inward 
fear: 

I crave your pardons for disturbing you. 

Arden. So great a cry for nothing I ne’er 
heard. 

What? are the doors fast locked and all 
things safe? 

Mich. I cannot tell; I tliink I locked the 
doors. loo 

Arden. I like not this, but I’ll go see my- 
self. — 

Ne’er trust me but the doors were all un- 
locked: 

This negligence not half contenteth me. 
Get you to bed, and if you love my favor, 
Let me have no more such pranks as these. 
Come, Master Franklin, let us go to bed. 

Frank. Ay, by my faith; the air is very 
cold. 

Michael, farewell; I pray thee dream no 
more. Exeunt 

> TrJllc. 
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[SCENE II] 

{Outside Franklin’s house} 

Here enters Will, Greene, and Shakebaq 


Shake. Black night hath hid the pleasures 
of the day, 

And sheeting darkness overhangs the earth, 
And with the black fold of her cloudy robe 
Obscures us from the eyesight of the world, 
In which sweet silence, such as we triumph. 
The lazy minutes linger on their time, 

Loth to give due audit to the hour, 

Till in the watch' our purpose be complete 
And Arden sent to everlasting night. 
Greene, get you gone, and linger here about. 
And at some hour hence come to us again, u 
Where we will give you instance’ of his 
death. 


Greene. Speed to my wish, whose will so 
e’er says no; 

And so I’ll leave you for an hour or two. 

Erit Greene 

Wt/i. I tell thee, Shakebag, would this 
thing were done: 

I am so heavy that I can scarce go; 

This drowsiness in me bodes little good. 

Shake. How now, Will? become a preci- 
sian? * 

Nay, then let’s go sleep, when bugs^ and 
fears 

Shall kill our courages with their fancy’s 
work.® 20 

WiU. Why, Shakebag, thou mistakes me 
much, 

^d wrongs me too in telling me of fear. 

Were’t not a serious thing we go about, 

U should be slipt till I had fought with thee, 

0 let thee know I am no cow'ard, I. 

thou abusest me. 

^hake. Why, thy speech bewrayed an inly 
kind of fear, 

nd savored of a weak relenting spirit. 

0 forward now in that we have begun, 

^d afterwards attempt me when thou 
darest. » 

WiZL And if I do not, heaven cut me off! 

let that pass, and show me to this 
house, 

here thou shalt see I’ll do as much as 
bhakebag. 

; Watch of the night. 


Proof. 
Puritan. 


^ Bugaboos, 

^ Work o( the imagination. 


Shake. This is the door; but soft, me- 
thinks ’tis shut. 

The villain Michael hath deceived us. 

Will. Soft, let me see, Shakebag; ’tis shut 
indeed. 

Knock with thy sword, perhaps the slave 
will hear. 

Shake. It will not be; the wliite-livered 
peasant 

Is gone to bed, and laughs us both to scorn. 

Will. And he shall ’by ' his merriment as 
dear « 

As ever coistriP bought so little sport: 
Ne’er let this sword assist me when I need. 
But rust and canker after I have sworn, 

If I, the next time that I meet the hind. 

Lop not away his leg, his arm, or both. 

Shake. And let me never draw a sword 
again. 

Nor prosper in the twilight, cockshut ® light, 
When I would fleece the wealthy passenger,* 
But lie and languish in a loathsome den. 
Hated and spit at by the goers-by, w 

And in that death may die unpitied, 

If I, the next time that I meet the slave. 
Cut not the nose from off the coward’s face 
And trample on it for this villainy. 

Will. Come, let’s go seek out Greene; I 
know he’ll swear. 

Shake. He were a villain, an he would not 
swear. 

’Twould make a peasant swear among his 
boys. 

That ne’er durst say before but ‘yea’ or ‘no,’ 
To be thus flouted by a coistril. 

Will. Shakebag, let’s seek out Greene, and 
in the morning " 

At the alehouse butting' Arden’s house 
Watch the out-coming of that prick-eared 
cur, 

And then let me alone to handle him. 

Exeunt 

[SCENE III] 

[Room in Franklin’s house as before] 
Here enters Arden, Frankun, and Michael 

Arden. Sirrah, get you back to Billings- 
gate 

And learn what time the tide will serve 
our turn; 

i Abide. »Roffue. 

« When the poultry is shut in for the night. 

^ Passer-by. * A*butting on. 
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Come to us in Paul’s. First go make the 

bed, 

And afterwards go hearken for the flood. 

Exit Mich.\el 

Come, Master Franklin, you shall go with 
me. 

This night I dreamt that, being in a park, 
A toil was pitched^ to overthrow the deer, 
And I upon a little rising liill 
Stood whistly* watching for the herd’s 
approach. 

Even there, inethoughts, a gentle slumber 
took me, « 

And summoned all my parts to sweet re- 
pose ; 

But in the pleasure of this golden rest 
An ill-thewed foster* had removed the toil 
And rounded me with^ that beguiling home 
Which late, methought, was pitched to cast* 
the deer. 

With that he blew an evil-sounding horn, 
And at the noi.se another herdman came, 
With falchion drawn, and bent it at my 
breast, 

Crying aloud, ‘Thou art the game we seek!’ 
With this I woke and trembled every 
joint, to 

Like one obscured® in a little bush. 

That secs a lion foraging about, 

And, wlien the dreadfid forc.st-king is gone, 
Ho pries about with timorous suspect’ 
Throughout the thorny casements of the 
brake, 

And will not think his person dangericss, 
But quakes and shivers, though the cause 
be gone; 

So, trust mo, Franklin, when I did awake, 
I stood in doubt whether I waked or no: 
Such great impression took this fond sur- 
prise. ao 

God grant this vision bedeem * mo any good. 

Frank. This fantasy doth rise from 
Michael’s f( 'ar. 

Who being awaked with the noi.se ho made, 
His troubled senses yet could take no rest ; 
And this, I warrant you, procured your 
dream. 

Arden. It may be so, God frame it to the 
best: 

* A net was spread. 

2 Silently. 

* A misbegotten forester. 

* Entangled mo completely with the deception (be- 
guiling) which was contrived to r-atc|> the deer. 

® Overthrow. ’ Suspicion. 

® Hidden. '■ rorelnali. 


But oftentimes my dreams presage too true. 

Frank. To such as note their nightly fan- 
tasies, 

Some one in twenty may incur belief; 

But use it not,* ’tis but a mockery. «» 

Arden. Come, Master Franklin, we’ll now 
walk in Paul’s 

And dine together at the ordinary, 

And by my man’s direction draw to the 
quay, 

And with the tide * go down to Feversham. 
Say, Master Franklin, shall it not be so? 

Frank. At your good pleasure, sir; I’ll 
bear you company. Exeunt 

[SCENE IV] 

[Aldcrsgate'\ 

Here enters Michael at one door, Greene, 

Will, and SnAKEm.AO at another door 

Will. Draw, Shakebag, for here’s that vil- 
lain Michael. 

Greene. First, Will, let's hear what he can 
say. 

Will. Speak, milksop slave, and never 
after speak. 

Mich. For God’s sake, sirs, let me excuse 
myself: 

For here I swear, by heaven and earth 
and all, 

I did perform the utmost of my task, 

And loft the doors unbolted and unlocked. 
But see the chance: Franklin and my 
master 

Were very late conferring in the porch. 

And Franklin left his napkin where he sat 
With certain gold knit* in it, as he said, u 
Being in bed, he did bethink himself, 

And coming down he found the doors un- 
shut : 

He locked the gates, and brought away 
the keys, 

For which offence my master rated me. 

But now I am going to see what flood it is, 
For with the tide my master will away; 
Where you may front® him well on Rain- 
ham Down, 

A place well-fitting such a stratagem. 

Will. Your excuse hath somewhat mol- 
lified my cholcr. 

* Ilo n(»t make a custom of It. 

’ Wy l>oat. » Folded. 


* Sleet, atttek. 
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Why now, Greene, 'tis better now nor' 
e’er it was. 

Greene. But, Michael, is this true? 

Mich. As true as I report it to be true. 

Shake. Then, Michael, this shall be your 
penance, 

To feast us all at the Salutation, 

Where we will plat* our purpose throughly. 

Greene. And, Michael, you shall bear no 
news of this tide. 

Because they two may be in Rainham 
Down 

Before your master. 

Mich. Why, I’ll agree to anything you’ll 
have me, ao 

So you’ll except* of my company. 

Exeunt 

[SCENE V] 

[Arden’s house at Feversham] 

Here enters Mosbib 


Mos. Disturbed thoughts drives me from 
company 

And dries my marrow with their watchful- 
ness; 

Continual trouble of my moody brain 
Peebles my body by excess of drink, 

And nips me as the bitter north-east wind 
Doth check the tender blossoms in the 
spring. 

Well fares the man, howe’er his cates* do 
taste, 

That tables' not with foul suspicion; 

^d he but pine., amongst his delicates. 
Whose troubled mind is stuffed with dis- 
content. 10 

golden time was when I had no gold; 

bought then I wanted, yet I slept secure; 

y daily toil begat me night’s repose, 

My night’s repose made daylight fresh to 
me. 

®ut since I climbed the top-bough of the 
tree 

And sought to build my nest among the 
clouds, 

^ch gentle stirry® gale doth shake my 
bed, 

And makes me dread my downfall to the 
earth. 

whither doth contemplation carry me? 


*Food. 

® Dines. 

• Stirring. 


The way I seek to find, where pleasure 
dwells, 20 

Is hedged behind me that I cannot back. 
But needs must on, although to danger’s 
gate. 

Then, Arden, perish thou by that decree; 
But Greene doth ear* the land and weed 
thee up 

To make my harvest nothing but pure corn. 
And for his pains 111 hive* him up a while. 
And after smother him to have his wa::; 
Such bees as Greene must never live to 
sting. 

Then is there Michael and the painter too. 
Chief actors to* Arden’s overthrnv; 90 
Who when they shall see me sit in Arden’s 
seat. 

They will insult upon me for my meed,* 
Or fright me by detecting ' of his end. 

I’ll none of that, for I can cast a bone 
To make these curs pluck out each other’s 
throat. 

And then am I sole ruler of mine own. 

Yet Mistress Arden lives, but she’s myself, 
And holy Church rites makes us two but 
one. 

But what for that? I may not trust you, 
Alice: 

You have supplanted Arden for my sake, 
And will extirpen* me to plant another. *1 
’Tis fearful sleeping in a serpent’s bed. 

And I will cleanly rid my hands of her. 

Here enters Alice 

But here she comes, and I must flatter her. 
—How now, Alice? what, sad and pas- 
sionate? * 

Make me partaker of thy pensiveness: 

Fire divided burns with lesser force. 

Alice. But I will dam that fire in my 
breast 

Till by the force thereof my part consume. 
Ah, Mosbie I “ 

Mos. Such deep pathaires,® like to a can- 
non’s burst 

Discharged against a ruinated wall, 

' Plow. 

* Q reads heave. 

3 Perhaps too has fallen out here. 

* Good fortune. 

® Betraying. 

® Extirpate. 

^ Full of emotion. , , , . 

* Sighs. This word occurs only here and is per- 
haps corrupt 
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Breaks my relenting heart in thousand 
pieces. 

Ungentle Alice, thy sorrow is my sore; 
Thou know’.st it well, and 'tis thy policy 
To forge distrc.^.^fiil looks to wound a breast 
\\’herc lies a heart that dies when' thou 
art sad. 

It is not lo\'c that loves to anger love. 
AUcc. It is not love that loves to iiiurdcr 
love. 

Mos. How mean you that? oo 

AUcc. Thou knowest how dearly Arden 
loved me. 

Mos. And then? 

Alice. And then — conceal the rest, for 'tis 
too bad, 

Lest that my words be carried with the 
wind, 

And published in the world to both our 
shames. 

I pray thee, Mosbie, lot our springtime 
wither; 

Our lmr\’est else will yield but loathsome 
weeds. 

Forgot, I pray thee, what hath passed be- 
twixt us, 

For now I blush and tremble at the 
thoughts I 

Mos. What? arc you changed? 70 

Alice. Ay, to my former happy life again, 
From title of an odious strumpet’s name 
To honest Arden’s wife, not Arden’s honest 
wife. 

Ha, Mo.'^bie! 'tis thou has rifled me of that 
And made me slanderou.s to all my kin; 
Even in my forehra^' is thy name ingraven, 

A mean artificer, that low-born name. 

1 was bewitched: woo worth the hapless 
hour 

And all the causes that enchanted me! 

Mos. Nay, if thou ban,’ let me breathe 
curses forth, 

And if you stand so nicely ’ at your fame. 
Let me repent the credit I have lost. 

I have neglected matters* of import 
That would have stated me above thy state, 
Forslowed * advantagc.s, and spurned at 
time: 

Ay, Fortune’s right hand Mosbie hath 
forsook 

To take a wanton giglot” by the left. 

* Plaro.I me. 

• Delayed. 

® Wanton woman, 


I left the marriage of an honest maid, 
Whose dowry would have weighed down 
all thy wealth, 

Whose beauty and demeanor far e.xceeded 
thcc: 00 

This certain good I lost for changing bad, 
.\nd wrapt my credit in thy company. 

I was bewitched. — that is no theme of thine, 
And thou unhallowed hast enchanted mo. 
But I will break thy spells and exorcisms, 
And put another .sight \i])on these eyes 
That showed my heart a raven for a dove. 
Thou art not fair, I viewed thee not till 
now; 

Tliou art not kind, till now I know thee not; 
And now the rain hath beaten off thy gilt. 
Thy worthless copper shows thee counter- 
feit. Id 

It grieves me not to see how foul thou art, 
But mads me tliat ever I thought thee fair. 
Go, get thee gone, a copesmate for thy 
hinds; 

I am too good to be thy favorite. 

Alice. Ay, now I sec, and too soon find it 
true. 

Which often hath been told me by my 
friends, 

That Mosbie loves me not but for my 
wealth, 

Which, too incredulous, I ne’er believed. 
Nay, hear me speak, Mosbie, a word or 
two; 

ril bile my tongue if it speak bitterly. 
Look on me, Mosbie, or I’ll kill myself: 
Nothing sliall hide me from thy stormy 
look. 


If (hou crj’ war, there is no peace for me; 

I will do penance for offending thee, 

And burn this prayer-book, where I here 
use,’ 

The holy word that had converted me. 

See, Mosbie, I will tear away the leaves, 

And all the leaves, and in this golden cover 

olmll thy sweet phrases and thy letters 
dwell; 

And thereon will I chiefly meditate. 

And hold no other sect but such devotion 

Wilt thou not look? is all thy love o’er- 
whelnied? 

Wilt thou not hear? what malice stops 
thine cars? 

Why spoaks thou not? what silence ties 
thy tongue? 


* Here where I use H. 


* Q. uTicrc. 
Cur.se. 

* Fastidiously. 
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Thou hast been sighted as the eagle is, 

And heard ^ as quickly as the fearful hare, 
And spoke as smoothly as an orator, 
When I have bid thee hear or see or speak, 
And art thou sensible in none of these? i*-> 
Weigh all thy good turns with this little 
fault, 

And I deserve not Mosbie’s muddy looks. 
A font once troubled* is not thickened 
still : 

Be clear again. I’ll ne’er more trouble thee. 

Mos. 0 no, I am a base artificer: 

My wings are feathered for a lowly flight. 
Mosbie? fie I no, not for a thousand pound. 
Make love to you? why, ’tis unpardonable; 
We beggars must not breathe where gentles 
are. 

Alice, Sweet Mosbie is as gentle* as a 
king. 

And I too blind to judge him otherwise. 
Howers do sometimes spring in fallow lands, 
Weeds in gardens, roses grow on thorns; 
So, whatsoe’er my Mosbie’s father was, 
Himself is valued gentle by his worth. 

Mos. Ah, how you women can insinuate. 
And clear a trespass with your sweet-set 
tongue I 

I will forget this quarrel, gentle Alice, 
Provided I’ll be tempted so no more. 

Here enters Bradshaw 

Alice. Then with thy lips seal up this 
new-made match. jm 

Afos. Soft, Alice, here comes somebody. 
Alice. How now, Bradshaw, what’s the 
news with you? 

Brad. I have little news, but here’s a 
letter 

That Master Greene importuned me to 
give you. 

Alice. Go in, Bradshaw; call for a cup of 
beer; 

’Tis almost supper-time, thou shalt stay 
with us. Exit Bradshaw 

Then she reads the letter 

‘We have missed of our purpose at Lon- 
don, but shall perform it by the way. We 
thank our neighbor Bradshaw. Yours, 
Richard Greene.' 


leo 


' Able to hear. 

! Q reads A fence of trouble. 
• Well bom. 


How likes my love the tenor of this letter? 
Mos. Well, were his date completed and 
expired. 

Alice. Ah, would it were I Then comes my 
happy hour: 

Till then my bliss is mixed with bitter gall. 
Come, let us in to shun suspicion. 

Mos. Ay, to the gates of death to follow 

Exeunt 

[SCENE VI] 

[Country near Rochester'\ 

Here enters Greene, Will, and Shakebag 

Shake. Come, Will, see thy tools be in a 
readiness ! 

Is not thy powder dank, or will thy flint 
strike fire? 

Will. Then ask me if my nose be on my 
face. 

Or whether my tongue be frozen in my 
mouth. 

Zounds, here’s a coil 1 * 

You were best swear me on the interroga- 
tories 

How many pistols I have took in hand. 

Or whether I love the smell of gunpowder, 
Or dare abide the noise the dag * will makei 
Or will not wink at flashing of the fire, lo 
I pray thee, Shakebag, let this answer thee, 
That I have took more purses in this down 
Than e'er thou handledst pistols in thy life. 
Shake. Ay, haply thou has picked more in 
a throng: 

But, should I brag what booties I have took, 

I think the overplus that’s more than thine 
Would mount to a greater sum of money 
Than either thou or all thy kin are worth. 
Zounds, I hate them as I hate a toad 
That carry a muscado ’ in their tongue, » 
And scarce a hurting weapon in their hand. 

Will. 0 Greene intolerable! 

It is not for mine honor to bear this. 

Why, Shakebag, I did serve the king at 
Boulogne, 

And thou canst brag of nothing that thou 
hast done. 

Shakebag. Why, so can Jack of Fever- 
sham, 

That sounded for a fillip on the nose. 

When he that gave it him holloed in his ear, 
And he supposed a cannon-bullet hit him 


Bother. 


Pistol. 


Musket. 
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Then the]/ fight 

Greene. I pray you, sirs, list to iFsop’s 
talk : 

Whilst two stout dogs were striving for a 
bone, « 

There comes a cur and stole it from them 
both; 

So, while you stand striving on these terms 
of manhood, 

Arden escapes us, and deceives us all. 
Shake. Why, he begun. 

Will. And thou shalt find I’ll end; 

I do but slip it until better time: 

But, if I do forget 

Then he kneels down and 
holds up his hands to heaven 
Greene. Well, take your fittest standings, 
and once more 

Lime well your twigs to catch this wary 
bird. 

I’ll leave you, and at your dag’s * discharge 

Make towards, like the longing water-dog «i 

That coucheth till the fowling-piece be off, 

Then seizeth on the prey with eager mood. 

Ah, might I see him stretching forth his 
limbs. 

As I have seen them beat their wings ere 
now I 

Shake. Why, that thou shalt see, if he 
come this way, 

Greene. Yes, that he doth, Shakebag, I’ll 
warrant thee: 

But brawl not when I am gone in any case. 

But, sirs, be sure to speed him when he 
comes, 

And in that hope I’ll leave you for an hour. 

Exit Greene 

Here enters Arden, Frankun, and Michael 

Mich. Twere best that I went back to 
Rochester: 

The horse halts downright; it were not good 

He travelled in such pain to Feversham ; 

Removing of a shoe may haply help it. 

Arden. Well, get you back to Rochester; 
but, sirrah, see 

Ye o’ertake us ere we come to Rainlmm 
Down, 

For twill be very late ere we get home. 

Mich. Ay, God he knows, and so doth 
Will and Shakebag, 

* Pistol's. 


That thou shalt never go further than that 
down ; 

And therefore have I pricked the horse on 
purpose, 00 

Because I would not view the massacre. 

Exit Mic?hael 

Arden. Come, Master Franklin, onwarcb 
with your tale. 

Frank. I do assure you, sir, you task me 
much: 

A heavy blood is gathered at my heart. 
And on the sudden is my wind so short 
As hindercth the passage of my speech; 

So fierce a qualm yet ne’er assailed me. 

Arden. Come, Master Franklin, let us go 
on softly: 

The annoyance of the dust or else some 
meat m 

You ate at dinner cannot brook with you.' 
I have been often so, and soon amended 

Frank. Do you remember where my tale 
did leave? 

Arden. Ay, where the gentleman did 
check his wife, 

Frank. She being reprehended for the 
fact,* 

Witness produced that took her with the 
deed. 

Her glove brought in which there she left 
behind. 

And many other assured arguments. 

Her husband asked her whether it were 
not so. 

Arden. Her answer then? I wonder how 
she looked. 

Having forsworn it with such vehement 
oaths, JO 

And at the instant so approved upon her. 

Frank. First did she cast her eyes down 
to the earth. 

Watching the drops that fell amain from 
thence; 

Then softly draws she forth her handker- 
cher. 

And modestly she wipes her tear-stained 
face; 

Then hemmed she out, to clear her voice 
should seem, 

And with*a majesty addressed hereelf 
To encounter all their accusations — 

Pnrdon me. Master Arden, I can no more: 
Ihis lighting at my heart makes short my 
wind. 

* Cannot digest. 


* Deed, act. 
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Arden. Come, we are almost now at 
Rainham Down: 

Your pretty tale beguiles the weary way; 

I would you were in state ' to tell it out. 
Shake. Stand close, Will, I hear them 
coming. 

Here enters Lord Cheiny with his men 

Will. Stand to it, Shakebag, and be reso- 
lute. 

Lord. Is it so near night as it seems. 

Or will this black-faced evening have a 
shower? 

—What, Master Arden? you are well met, 
I have longed this fortnight’s day to speak 
with you; 

You are a stranger, man, in the Isle of 
Sheppy. joo 

Arden. Your honor’s always I bound to do 
you service. 

Lord. Come you from London, and ne’er 
a man with you? 

Arden. My man’s coming after, but here’s 
My honest friend that came along with me. 
Lord. My Lord Protector’s man I take 
you to be. 

Frank. Ay, my good lord, and highly 
bound to you. 

Lord. You and your friend come home 
and sup with me. 

Arden. I beseech your honor pardon me; 

I have made a promise to a gentleman, 

My honest friend, to meet him at my 
house; „„ 

The occasion is great, or else would I wait 
on you. 

Lord. Will you come to-morrow and dine 
with me. 

And bring your honest friend along with 
you? 

I have divers matters to talk with you 
about. 

Arden. To-morrow we’ll wait upon your 
honor. 

Lord. One of you stay my horse at the 
top of the hill. 

What I Black Will? for whose purse wait 
you? 

Thou wilt be hanged in Kent, when all is 
done. 

Will, Not hanged, God save your honor; 
*In a condition. 


I am your bedesman,* bound to pray for 
you- lao 

Lord. I think thou ne’er said’st prayer in 
all thy life. — 

One of you give him a crown: — 

And, sirrah, leave this kind of life; 

If thou beest tainted for a penny-matter, 
And come in question, surely thou wilt 
truss.* 

—Come, Master Arden, let us be going; 
Your way and mine lies four miles ’to- 
gether. 

Exeunt 

Manet Black Will and Shakebao 
Will. The devil break all your necks at 
four miles’ endl 

Zounds, I could kill myself for very anger! 
His lordship chops me in,* im 

Even when my dag" was levelled at his 
heart. 

I would his crown were molten down his 
throat. 

Shake. Arden, thou hast wondrous holy 
luck. 

Did ever man escape as thou hast done? 
Well, I’ll discharge my pistol at the sky, 
For by this bullet Arden might not die. 

Here enters Greenb 

Greene. What, is he down? is he dis- 
patched? 

Shake. Ay, in health towards Feversham, 
to shame us all. 

Greene. The devil he is! why, sirs, how 
escaped he? 

Shake. When we were ready to shoot, im 
C omes my Lord Cheiny to prevent his 
death. 

Greene. The Lord of Heaven hath pre- 
served him. 

Will. Preserved a fig! The Lord Cheiny 
hath preserved him. 

And bids him to a feast to his house at 
Shorlow.® 

But by the way once more I’ll meet with 
him, 

And, if all the Cheinies in the world say no. 
I’ll have a bullet in his breast to-morrow’ 
Therefore come, Greene, and let us to 
Feversham. 

a Hang-^''° prayers for charity received. 

^Interrupts. Me is the ethical dative. 

" Now Shuriand. 
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Greene. Ay, and excuse ourselves to Mis- 
tress Arden: mb 

O, how she’ll chafe when she hears of this! 
Shake. Why, I’ll warrant you she’ll think 
we dare not do it. 

Will. Why, then let us go, and tell her all 
the matter, 

And plat the news* to cut him off to- 
morrow. 

Exeunt 

[ACT IV, SCENE I] 

[Arden’s House at Feversham^ 

Here enters Arden and his xuife, Fr.\nkun, 

and Michael 

Arden. Sec how the hours, the gardcant* 
of heaven’s gate, 

Have by their toil removed the darksome 
clouds, 

That Sol may well discern the trampled 
pace * 

Wherein he wont to guide his golden car; 
The season fits; come, Franklin, let’s away. 
Alice. 1 thought you did pretend some 
special hunt, 

That made you thus cut short the time of 
rest. 

Arden. It was no chase that made me rise 
so early, 

But, as I told thee yesternight, to go 
To the Isle of Shoppy, there to dine with 
my Lord Cheiny; ,o 

For so his honor late commanded mo. 
Alice. Ay, such kind husbands seldom 
want excuses; 

Home is a wild cat to a wandering wit. 
The time hath been,— would God it were 
not past, — 

That honor’s title nor a lord’s command 
Could once have drawn you from these 
arms of mine. 

But my deserts or your desires^ decay, 

Or both; yet if true love may seem desert, 

I merit still to have thy company. 

Frank. Why, I pray you, sir, lot her go 
along with us; „ 

I am sure his honor will welcome her 
And us the more for bringing her along. 

* Plot a new means. 

^ Guardian. 

* Later editions read path, 

* Q reads deserves. 


Arden. Content; sirrah, saddle your mis- 
tress’ nag. 

Alice. No, begged favor merits little 
thanks; 

If I should go, our house w'ould run away, 
Or else be stolen; therefore I’ll stay behind. 
Arden. Nay, see how mistaking you are! 

I pray thee, go. 

Alice. No, no, not now. 

Arden. Then let me leave thee satisfied 
in this, 

That time nor place nor persons altor me, 
But that I hold thee dearer than my life. *» 
Alice. That will be seen by your quick re- 
turn. 

Arden. And that shall be ere night, and 
if I live. 

Farewell, sweet Alice, we mind to sup with 
thee. Exit Aucb 

Frank. Come, Michael, arc our horses 
ready? 

Mich. Ay, your horse are ready, but I am 
not ready, for I have lost my purse, with 
six and thirty shillings in it, with taking 
up of my mavster’s nag. 

Frank. Why, I pray you, let us go be- 
fore, 40 

Whilst he stays behind to seek his purse. 
Arden. Go to, sirrah, see you follow us to 
the Isle of Sheppy 

To my Lord Cheiny’s, where we mean to 
dine. 

ExcutU Arden nn l 
Frankun. Manet Michael 
Mich. So, fair weather after you, for be- 
fore you lies Black Will and Shakobag in 
the broom-close,' too close for you: they’ll 
be your ferrymen to long home.* 

Here enters the Painter 

But who is this? the painter, my corrival, 
that would needs win Mistress Susan. 

Clarke. How now, Michael? how’ doth » 
my mistress and all at home? 

Mich. Who? Susan Mosbie? she is your 
mistress too? 

Clarke. Ay, how doth she and all the rest? 
Mich. Alls well but Susan; she is sick. 
Clarke. Sick? Of what disease? 

Mich. Of a great fever. 

* Field overgrown with broom, a thi<i growing 

wcccl, ® • 

* “To kingdom come.” 
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Clarke. A fear of what? 

Mich. A great fever. 

Clarke. A fever? God forbid I «. 

Mich. Yes, faith, and of a lordaine,' too, 
as big as yourself. 

Clarke. 0, Michael, the spleen, prickles 
you.* Go to, you carry an eye over Mis- 
tress Susan.* 

Mick. I’faith, to keep her from the painter. 
Clarke. Why more from a painter than 
from a serving creature like yourself? 

Mich. Because you painters make but a 
painting table* of a pretty wench, and to 
spoil her beauty with blotting. 

Clarke. What mean you by that? 

Mich. Why, that you painters paint 
lambs in the lining of wenches’ petticoats, 
and we serving-men put horns to them to 
make them become sheep. 

Clarke. Such another word will cost you 
a cuff or a knock. 

Mick. What, with a dagger made of a 
pencil? Faith, ’tis too weak, anj there- w 
fore thou too weak to win Susan. 

Clarke. Would Susan’s love lay upon this 
stroke. 

Then he breaks Michael’s head 

Here enters Mosbie, Greene, and Auce 

Alice. I’ll lay my life, this is for Susan’s 
love. 

Stayed you behind your master to this end? 
Have you no other time to brable “ in 
But now when serious matters are in 
hand? — 

Exit Michael 

Say, Clarke, hast thou done the thing thou 
promised? 

Clarke. Ay, here it is; the very touch is 
death. 

Alice. Then this, I hope, if all the rest do 
fail „ 

Will catch Master Arden, 

And make him wise in death that lived a 
fool. 

Why should he thrust his sickle in our corn. 
Or what hath he to do with thee, my love. 
Or govern me that am to rule myself? 
Forsooth, for credit sake, I must leave thee 1 



* Clown. 

* You are troubled with temper. 
. assume authority over. 

* Palette. 

® Quarrel. 


Nay, he must leave to live that we may 
love. 

May live, may love; for what is life but 
love? ea 

And love shall last as long as life remains, 
And life shall end before my love depart. 

Mos. W’hy, what is love without true 
constancy? 

Like to a pillar built of many stones. 

Yet neither w'ith good mortar well compact 
Nor with cement* to fasten it in the joints, 
But that it shakes with every blast of wind, 
And, being touched, straight falls unto the 
earth, 

And buries all his haughty pride in dust. 
No, let our love be rocks of adamant, 
Which time nor place nor tempest can 
asunder.* . n,8 

Greene. Mosbie, leave protestations now, 
And let us bethink us what we hav'e to do, 
Black Will and Shakebag I have placed i’ 
the broom. 

Close watching Arden’s coming; let’s to 
them 

And see what they have done. 

Exeunt 


[SCENE II] 

[The Kentish Coast opposite the 
Isle of Sheppy] 

Here enters Arden and Frankun 
Arden. Oh, ferryman, where art thou? 


Here enters the Ferryman 


Ferr. Here, here, go before to the boat, 
and I will follow you. 

Arden. We have great haste ; I pray thee, 
come away. 

Ferr. Fie, what a mist is here! 

Arden. This mist,* my friend, is mystical. 
Like to a good companion’s smoky brain, 
That w'as half drowned with new ale over- 
night. 

Ferr. ’Twere pity but his skull were lo 
opened to make more chimney room. 

Frank. Friend, what’s thy opinion of this 
mist? 

Ferr. I think 'tis like to a curst wife in a 
little house, that never leaves her husband 

* Q reads aemeU. 

* Sunder. 

» This device of tlie fog is not in Holinshed. 
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till she have driven him out at doors with 
a wet pair of eyes; then looks he as if 
his house were a-firc, or some of his friends 
dead. 

Arden. Speaks thou this of thine own » 
e.xpcrience? 

Ferr. Perhaps, ay; perhaps, no: For my 
wife is as other women ore, that is to say, 
governed by the moon. 

Frank. By the moon? how, I pray thee? 

Fcrr. Nay, thereby lies a bargain, and 
you shall not have it fre.sh and fasting. 

Arden. Yes, I pray thee, good ferryman. 

Ferr. Then for this once; let it be mid- 
summer moon, but yet my wife has an- » 
other moon. 

Frank. Another moon? 

Ferr. Ay, and it hath influences' and 
eclipses. 

Arden. Why, then, by this reckoning you 
sometimes play the man in the moon? 

Ferr. Ay, but you had not best to meddle 
with that moon, lest I scratch you by the 
face with my bramble-bush.’ 

Arden. I am almost stifled with this «o 
fog; come, let’s away, 

Frank. And, sirrah, as we go, let us have 
some more of your bold yeomanry. 

Ferr. Nay, by my troth, sir, but flat 
knavery. Exeunt 


[SCENE III] 

[The same.] 

Here enters Will at one door, and 
SiiAKEBAO at another 

Shake. O, Will, where art thou? 

Wilt. Here, Shakebag, almost in hell’s 
mouth, where I cannot see my way for 
smoke. 

Shake. I pray thee speak still that we 
may meet by the sound, for I shall fall 
into some ditch or other, unless my feet 
.see better than my eyes. 

Will. Didst thou ever see better weather 
to run away with another man’.s wife, lo 
or play with a wench at pot-finger? 

Shake. No; this were a fine world for 
chandlers, if this weather would last; for 
then a man should never dine nor sup 

* lKfr«‘Cts. like plane(.«{, on the affairs of men. 

Thv niaii iti iJio carrirs a husli. 


without candle-light. But, sirrah Will, 
which horses are those that passed? 

Will. Why, didst thou hear any? 

Shake. Ay, that I did. 

Will. My life for thine, ’twas Arden, and 
his companion, and then all our labor's » 
lost. 

Shake. Nay. say not so, for if it be they, 
they may haply lose their way as we have 
done, and then we may chance meet with 
them. 

Will. Come, let us go on like a couple of 
blind pilgrims. 

Then Sh.akdao falls into a ditch 

Shake. Help, Will, help, I am almost 
drowned. 


Here enters the Ferryman 


Ferr. Who’s that that calls for help? » 

Will. ’Twas none here, ’twas thou thyself. 

Ferr. I came to help him that called for 
help. Why, how now? who is this that’s 
in the ditch? You are well enough served 
to go without a guide such weather as 
this. 

Will. Sirrah, what companies hath passed 
your ferry this morning? 

Ferr. None but a couple of gentlemen, 
that went to dine at Lord Cheiny’s. « 

Will. Shakebag, did not I tell thee as 
much? 


Ferr. Why, sir, will you have any letters 
carried to them? 

H t/;. No. sir; get you gone. 

you ever see such a mist as this? 
II ill. No, nor such a fool ns will rather be 
bought* than get his way. 

Ferr. hy, sir, this is no Hough-Mon- 

day; you are deceived.— What’s his w 
name, I pray you, sir? 

Shake. His name is Black Will. 

Ferr. I hope to see him one day hanged 

. Exit Ferryman 

Shake, bee how the sun hath cleared the 
foggy mist, 

Now we have missed the mark of our 
intent. 


Here enters Greene, Mosbib, and AucK 

Mos. Black Will and Shakebag, what 
make you here? 

* Hamstrung. 

* Hock Momlny. the socoiul Momlrty after Easter. 
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What, is the deed done? is Arden dead? 

Will. What could a blinded man perform 
in arms? 

Saw you not how till now the sky was 
dark, oo 

That neither horse nor man could be dis- 
cerned? 

Yet did we hear their horses as they passed. 

Greene. Have they escaped you, then, 
and passed the ferry? 

Shake. Ay, for a while; but here we two 
will stay, 

And at their coming back meet with them 
once more. 

Zounds, I was ne’er so toiled^ in all my 
life 


In following so slight a task as this. 

Mos. How cam’st thou so berayed? * 
Will. With making false footing in the 
dark; 

He needs would follow them without a 
guide. 70 

Alice. Here’s to pay for a fire and good 
cheer: 

Get you to Feversham to the Flower-de- 
luce, 

And rest yourselves until some other time. 
Greene. Let me alone; it most concerns 
my state. 

Will. Ay, Mistress Arden, this will serve 
the turn, 

In case we fall into a second fog. 

Exeunt Greene, Will and Shakebao 
Mos. These knaves will never do it, let 
us give it over. 

Alice. First tell me how you like my new 
device : 

Soon, when my husband is returning back. 

You and I both marching arm in arm, w 

Like loving friends, we’ll meet him on the 
way, 

And boldly beard and brave him to his 
teeth. 

When words grow hot and blows begin to 
rise, 

ni call those cutters * forth your tenement, 

Who, m a manner to take up the fray. 

Shall wound my husband homsby* to the 
death. 


Mos. A 
kiss. 


fine device I why, this deserves a 

Exeunt 


a p . * Cutthroats, 

fouled with mud. * The cuckold. 


[SCENE IV] 

[The open country)^ 

Here enters Dick Reedb and a Sailor 

Sail. Faith, Dick Reede, it is to little end: 
His conscience is too liberal, and he too 
niggardly 

To part from any thing may do thee good. 

Reede. He is coming from Shorlow as I 
understand; 

Here I’ll intercept him, for at his house 
He never will vouchsafe to speak with me. 
If prayers and fair entreaties will not serve, 
Or make no battery in his flinty breast. 

Here enters Franklin, Arden, and Michael 

I’ll curse the carle, and see what that will 

do. 

See where he comes to further my in- 
tent 1— JO 

Master Arden, I am now bound to the sea ; 
My coming to you was about the plat* 

Of ground which wrongfully you detain 
from me. 

Although the rent of it be very small, 

Yet it will help my wife and children, 
Which here I leave in Feversham, God 
knows. 

Needy and bare : for Christ’s sake, let them 
have it! 

Arden. Franklin, hearest thou this fellow 
speak? 

That which he craves I dearly bought of 
him. 

Although the rent of it was ever mine. — « 
Sirrah, you that ask these questions. 

If with thy clamorous impeaching* tongue 
Thou rail on me, as I have heard thou dost, 

1 11 lay thee up so close a twelve-month’s 

^day. 

As thou shalt neither see the sun nor 
moon. 

Look to it, for, as surely as I live. 

I’ll banish pity if thou use me thus. 

Reede. What, wilt thou do me wrong and 
threat me too, 

Nay, then. I’ll tempt thee, Arden, do thy 
worst. 

God, I beseech thee, show some miracle «> 
On thee or thine, in plaguing thee for this. 

* Plot. • Faultfinding. • That, 
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That plot of ground which thou detains 
from me, 

I speak in an agony of spirit, 

Be ruinous and fatal unto thee I 
Either there be butchered by thy dearest 
friends, 

Or else be brought for men to wonder at, 

Or thou or thine miscarry in that place, 
Or there run mad and end thy cursed days! 
Frank. Fie. bitter knave, bridle thine 
envious tongue ; 

For curses are like arrows shot upright, *o 
Which falling down light on the shooter’s 
head. 

Reede. Light where they will! Were I 
upon the sea, 

As oft I have in many a bitter storm, 

And saw a dreadful southern flaw at hand, 
The pilot qtiaking at the doubtful storm, 
And all the sailors praying on their knees. 
Even in that fearful time would I fall down, 
And ask of God, whate’er betide of me, 
Vengeance on Arden on some misevent* 
To show the world what wrong the carle 
hath done. u 

This charge I’ll leave with my distressful 
w’ife, 

hly children shall be taught such prayers 
as these; 

And thus I go, but leave my curse with 
thee. 

Exit Rebdb and Sailor 
Arden. It is the railingcst knave in Chris- 
tendom, 

And oftentimes the villain will be mad; 

It greatly matters not what ho says, 

But I assure you I ne'er did him WTong. 
Frank. I think .so. Master Arden. 

Arden. Now that our horses are gone 
home before, 

My wife may haply meet me on the way. 
For God knows she is grown passing kind 
of late, ,, 

And greatly changed from 
The old humor of her w’ontcd frownrdness. 
And seeks by fair means to redeem old 
faults. 

Frank. Happy the change that altere for 
the best ! 

But see in any case you make no speech 
Of the cheer we had at my Lord Cheiny’s, 
Although most bounteous and liberal, 

^ Mishaps 


For that will make her think herself more 
wronged, 

In that we did not carry her along; to 

For sure she grieved that she was left be- 
hind. 

Arden. Come, Franklin, let us strain to 
mend our pace. 

And take her unawares playing the cook; 

Here enters Alice and Mosbib 

For I believe she’ll strive to mend our 
cheer. 

Frank. Why, there’s no better creatures in 
the world. 

Than women are when they are in good 
humors. 

Arden. Who is that? Mosbie? what, so 
familiar? 

Injurious strumpet, and thou ribald knave, 

Untwine those arms. 

Alice. Ay, with a sugared kiss let them 
untwine. m 

Arden. Ah, Mosbie I perjured beast! bear 
this and all I 

Mos. And yet no homed beast; the horns 
are thine. 

Frank. O monstrous I Nay, then it is time 
to draw. 

Alice. Help, help! they murder my hus- 
band. 

Here enters Will and Shakbbag 

Shake. Zounds, who injures Master Mos- 
bie? Help, Will! I am hurt. 

Mos. I may thank you. Mistress Arden, 
for this wound. 

Exeunt Mosbie, Will and Shakebao 

Alice. Ah, Arden, what folly blinded 
thee? 

Ah, jealious harebrain man, what hast thou 
done! 

When we, to welcome thee intending 
sport,* 

Came lovingly to meet thee on thy wav, « 

Thou drew’st thy sword, enraged with 
jealousy, 

And hurt thy friend whoso thoughts were 
free from harm: 

All for a worlhloss kiss and joiuing arms. 

Both done but merrily to try thy patience. 

And me \mhappy that devised the jest, 

' Q reads th}f intended aporl» 
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Which, though begun in sport, yet ends in 
blood! 

Frank. Marry, God, defend me from such 
a jest! 

Alice. Could’st thou not see us friendly 
smile on thee, 

When we joined arms, and when I kissed 
his cheek? 

Hast thou not lately found me overkind? loo 
Did’st thou not hear me cry ‘they murder 
thee’? 

Called I not help to set my husband free? 
No, ears and all were witched; ah me ac- 
cursed 

To link in liking with a frantic man I 
Henceforth I’ll be thy slave, no more thy 
wife. 

For with that name I never shall content 
thee. 

If I be merry, thou straightways thinks me 
light; 

If sad, thou sayest the sullens trouble me; 
If well attired, thou thinks I will be gad- 
ding; 

If homely, I seem sluttish in thine eye: uo 
Thus am I still, and shall be while* I die. 
Poor wench abused by thy misgovemment ! 

Arden. But is it for truth that neither 
thou nor he 

Intendedst malice in your misdemeanor? 

Alice. The heavens can witness of our 
harmless thoughts. 

Arden. Then pardon me, sweet Alice, and 
forgive this fault! 

Forget but this and never see the like. 
Impose me penance, and I will perform it. 
For in thy discontent I find a death, 

A death tormenting more than death it- 
self. 120 

Alice. Nay, had’st thou loved me as thou 
dost pretend. 

Thou wouldst have marked the speeches 
of thy friend, 

Who going wounded from the place, he said 
His skin was pierced only through my de- 
vice; 

And if sad sorrow taint thee for this fault, 
Thou would’st have followed him, and seen 
him dressed, 

And cried him mercy whom thou hast rais- 
done: 

Ne’er shall my heart be eased till this be 
done. 

' Until. 


Ardc7i. Content thee, sweet Alice, thou 
shalt have thy will, 

Whate’er it be. For that I injured thee, iw 
And wronged my friend, shame scourgeth 
my offence; 

Come thou thyself, and go along with me. 
And be a mediator ’twixt us two. 

F rank. Why, Master Arden I know you 
what you do? 

Will you follow him that hath dishonored 
you? 

Alice. Why, canst thou prove I have been 
disloyal? 

Frank. Why, Mosbie taunted your hus- 
band with the horn. 

Alice. Ay, after he had reviled him 
By the injurious name of perjured beast: 
He knew no wrong could spite a jealious 

IQ^Q 140 

More than the hateful naming of the horn. 

Frank. Suppose ’tis true; yet is it dan- 
gerous 

To follow him whom he hath lately hurt. 

Alice. A fault confessed is more than half 
amends; 

But men of such ill spirit as j'ourself 
Work crosses and debates ’twixt man and 
wife. 

Arden. I pray thee, gentle Franklin, hold 
thy peace: 

I^ know my wife counsels me for the best, 
1 11 seek out Mosbie where his wound is 
dressed, 

And salve this hapless quarrel if I may. im 

Exit Arden and Alice 

Frank. He whom the devil drives must go 
perforce. 

Poor gentleman, how soon he is bewitched! 
And yet, because his wife is the instrument, 
His friends must not be lavish in their 
speech. 

Exit Frankun 

[ACT V, SCENE I] 

[A Street in Feversham^ 

Here enters Will, Shakebag, and Greene 

Will. Sirrah Greene, when was I so long 
in killing a man? 

Greene. I think we shall never do it; let 
us give it over. 

Shake. Nay, zounds! we’ll kill him, though 
we be hanged at his door for our labor. 


70 


ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM 


V. i. 


Will. Thou knowest, Greene, that I have 
lived in London this twelve years, where I 
have made some go upon wooden legs for 
taking the wall on nie;^ divers with lo 
silver* noses for saying ‘There goes Black 
Willi’ I have cracked as many blades as 
thou hast nuts. 

Greene. 0 monstrous lie! 

Will. Faith, in a manner I have. The 
bawdy-houses have paid me tribute; 
there durst not a whore set up, unless she 
have agreed with me first for opening her 
sliop-windows. For a cross word of a 
tapster I have pierced one barrel after lo 
another with my dagger, and held him 
by the ears till his beer hath run out. In 
Thames Street a brewer’s cart was like to 
have run over me: I made no more ado. 
but went to the clerk and cut all the 
notches of his talli'^s* and beat them 
about his head. I and my company have 
taken the constable from his watch, and 
carried him about the fields on a coltstaff." 

I have broken a sergeant’s head with » 
his own mace,® and bailed whom I list 
with my sword and buckler. All the ten- 
penny-alehou.scs-mcn would stand every 
morning mth a quart-pot in their hand, 
saying, ‘Will it please your worship 
drink?' Ho that had not done so, had 
been sure to have had his sign pulled 
down and his lattice borne away the next 
night. To conclude, what have I not 
done? yet cannot do this; doubtless, he « 
is preserved by miracle. 

Here enters Auce and Michael 

Greene. Hence, Will ! here comes Mistress 
Arden. 

Alice. Ah, gentle Michael, art thou sure 
they’re friends? 

Mich. Why, I saw them both when they 
shook hands. 

When Mosbie bled, he even wept for sor- 
row, 

And railed on Franklin that was cause of 
all. 

No sooner came the surgeon in at doors, 

the wall. 

to iKssuinc ftiiporiurily 

‘False, 

‘Tallies or woo.len slicks on which notches were 
mailc to keep count of hc-r Uelivcrd. 


But my master took to his purse and gave 
him money, so 

And, to conclude, sent me to bring you 
word 

That Mosbie, Franklin, Bradshaw, Adam 
Fowle, 

With divers of his neighbors and his 
friends, 

Will come and sup with you at our house 
this night. 

Alice. Ah, gentle Michael, nin thou back 
again. 

And, when my husband walks into the fair. 
Bid Mosbie steal from him and come to 
me; 

And this night shall thou and Susan be 
made sure. 

Mich. I’ll go tell him. 

Alice. And as thou goest, tell John the 
cook of our guests, ao 

And bid him lay it on, spare for no cost. 

Exit Michael 
Nay, and there be such cheer, we 
will bid ourselves. — 

Mistress Arden, Dick Greene and I do 
mean to sup with you. 

Alice. And welcome shall you be. Ah, 
gentlemen. 

How missed you of your purpose yester- 
night? 

Greene. ’Twas 'long of Shakebag, that 
unlucky villain. 

Shake. Thou dost me wrong; I did ns 
much as any. 

Will. Nay then. Mistress Arden, I’ll tell 
you how it was: 

When he should have locked with both 
his hilts,* 

He in a bravery flourished o’er his head; 

With that comes Franklin at him lustily, 

And hurts the slave; with that he slinks 
away. „ 

Now his way had been to have come hand 
and feet, one and two rouml, at his cos- 
tard; he like a fool bears his sword-point 
half a yard out of <langer. I lie here for 
luy life;* if the devil come, and he have 
no more strength than I have fence he 
shall never beat me from this ward I’ll 
stand to It; a buckler in a skilful hand « 

J cLislic.l swortls. 

• Jiunnl, Ttll:!:.'""'""' '»'• 
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is as good as a castle; nay, ’tis better than 
a sconce,* for I have tried it. 

Mosbie, perceiving this, began to faint: 
With that comes Arden with his arming 
sword,* 

And thrust him through the shoulder in a 
trice. 

Alice. Ay, but I wonder why you both 
stood still. 

Will. Faith, I was so amazed, I could not 
strike. 

Alice. Ah, sirs, had he yesternight been 
slain, 

For every drop of his detested blood 
I would have crammed in angels in thy 
fist, 00 

And kissed thee, too, and hugged thee in 
my arms. 

Will. Patient yourself, we cannot help it 
now. 

Greene and we two will dog him through 
the fair, 

And stab him in the crowd, and steal away. 

Here enters Mosbib 

Alice. It is unpossible; but here comes he 
That will, I hope, invent some surer 
means. 

Sweet Mosbie, hide thy arm, it kills my 
heart. 

Mos. Ay, Mistress Arden, this is your 
favor. 

Alice. Ah, say not so; for when I saw 
thee hurt, 

I could have took the weapon thou let’st 
fall, 100 

And run at Arden; for I have sworn 
That these mine eyes, offended with his 
sight, 

Shall never close till Arden’s be shut up. 
This night I rose and walked about the 
chamber, 

And twice or thrice I thought to have 
murdered him. 

Mos. What, in the night? then had we 
been undone. 

Alice. Why, how long shall he live? 

Mos. Faith, Alice, no longer than this 

night. — 

Black Will and Shakebag, will you two 
perform 

The complot that I have laid? uo 

* » A two handed sword. 


Will. Ay, or else think me a villain, 

Greene. . 4 nd rather than you shall want, 
I’ll help myself.* 

Mos. You, Master Greene, shall single 
Franklin forth, 

And hold him with a long tale of strange 
news. 

That he may not con.e home till supper- 
time. 

I’ll fetch Master Arden home, and we like 
friends 

Will play a game or two at tables* here. 

Alice. But what of all this? how shall he 
be slain? 

Mos. Why, Black Will and Shakebag 
locked within the counting-house 

Shall at a certain watchword given rush 
forth. i» 

Will. What shall the watchword be? 

Mos. ‘Now I take you’; that shall be the 
word : 

But come not forth before in any case. 

Will. I warrant you. But who shall lock 
me in? 

Alice. That will I do; thou’lt keep the 
key thyself. 

Mos. Come, Master Greene, go you along 
with me. 

See all things ready, Alice, against we 
come. 

Alice. Take no care for that; send you 
him home. 


Exit Mosbie and Greene 
And if he e’er go forth again, blame me. 
Come, Black Will, that in mine eyes art 
fair; , 3 o 

Next unto Mosbie do I honor thee; 
Instead of fair words and large promises 
My hands shall play you golden harmony: * 
How like you this? say, will you do it, sirs? 
Will. Ay, and that bravely, too. Mark 
my device: 

Place Mosbie, being a stranger, in a chair, 
And let your husband sit upon a stool, 
That I may come behind him cunningly. 
And with a towel pull him to the ground, 
Then stab him till his flesh be as a 
sieve ; * 

That done, bear him behind the Abbey, 


' Rather than have you fail, I’ll help kill him. 

* A general name for games played with dice like 
backgammon. 

’ Jingle money into your hand. 

* Q sine. 
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That those that find him murdered may 
suppose 

Some slave or other killed him for his gold. 
Alice. A fine device! you shall have 
twenty pound. 

And, when he is dead, you shall have forty 
more, 

And, lest you might be suspected staying 
here, 

Michael shall saddle you two lusty geld- 
ings; 

Ride whither you will, to Scotland, or to 
Wales, 

1 11 .see you shall not lack, where’er you be. 
117//. Such words would make one kill a 
thousand men! no 

Give me the key: which is the counting- 
house? 

Alke. Here would I stay and still en- 
courage you; 

But that I know how re.solute you are. 
Shake. Tush, you are too faint-hearted; 
we must do it. 

Alice. But Mosbie will be there, whose 
very look.s 

Will add unwonted courage to my thought 

And make me the first that shall adventure 
on him. 

Will. Tush, get you gone; ’tis we must do 
the deed. 

When this door opens next, look for his 
death. 

Exeunt Will and Shakebaq 
Alice. Ah, would lie now were here that it 
might open! 

I shall no more be closed in Arden’s arms 
That like the snakes of black Tisiphone 

Sting me with their embracings I Mosbie’s 
arms 

Shall compass me, and, were I made a star 
I would have none other spheres but those! 
There is no nectar but in Moabic’s lips! 

Had chaste Diana ki.^sed him. she like me 

Would grow love-sick, and from her watery 
bower 

Fling down Endymion and snatch him up* 

1 hen blame not me that slay a silly man 
JMot half so lovely as Endymion. m 

Here enters Michael 

Mich. Mistress, my master is coming 
hard by. ** 

Alice. Who comes with him? 


Mich. Nobody but Mosbie. 

Alice. That’s well, Michael. Fetch in the 
tables,* and when thou hast done, stand 
before the counting-house door. 

Mich. Why so? 

Alice. Black Will is locked within to 
do the deed. 

Mich. What? shall he die to-night? 

Alice. Ay, Michael. 

Mich. But shall not Susan know it? 
Alice. \es, for she’ll be as secret as our- 
selves. 

Mich. That’s brave. I’ll go fetch the tables. 

Alice. But, Michael, hark to me a word 
or two: 

When my husband is come in, lock the 
street-door; 

He shall be murdered, or * the guests come 

in. 

Exit Michael 

Here enters Arden and Mosbib 

Husband, what mean you to bring Mosbie 
homo? 

Although I wished you to be reconciled, 

Twas more for fear of you than love of 
him. 

Black Will and Greene are his companions, 

And they are cutters,* and may cut you 
short: 

Therefore I thought it good to make you 
friends. 

But wherefore do you bring him hither 
now? 

You have given me my supper with his 
sight.* 

Mos. Master Arden, methinks your wife 
would have me gone. 

Arden. good Master Mosbie; women 
will be prating. ^ 

Alice bid him welcome; he and I are 
friends. 

Alice. You may enforce me to it, if you 
will ; 

But I had rather die than bid him welcome 

His company hath purchased me ill friends 

And therefore will I ne’er frequent it more! 

Mos.--Oh, how cunningly she can dis- 
semble. 

* Tlie dice and board. 

’ Before. 

■ Cuttliroata. 

• With the mere sight of him. 







Arden. Now he is here, you will not serve 
me so. 

Alice. I pray you be not angrj' or dis- 
pleased; 

I’ll bid him welcome, seeing you’ll have it 
so. 

You are welcome, Master Mosbie; will you 
sit down? 210 

Mos. I know I am welcome to your lov- 
ing husband ; 

But for yourself you speak not from your 
heart. 

Alice. And if I do not, sir, think I have 
cause. 

Afos. Pardon me, Master Arden; I’ll 
away. 

Arden. No, good Master Mosbie. 

Alice. We shall have guests enough, 
though you go hence. 

Mos. I pray you, Master Arden, let me 
go. 

Arden. I pray thee, Mosbie, let her prate 
her fill. 

Alice. The doors are open, sir, you may 
be gone. 

Mich. — Nay, that's a lie, for I have locked 
the doors. 2 » 

Arden. Sirrah, fetch me a cup of wine. I’ll 
make them friends. 

And, gentle Mistress Alice, seeing you are 
so stout,‘ 

You shall begin I frown not, I’ll have it so. 

Alice. I pray you meddle with that you 
have to do. 

Arden. Why, Alice! how can I do too 
much for him 

Whose life I have endangered without 
cause? 

Alice. 'Tis true; and, seeing ’twas partly 
through my means, 

I am content to drink to him for this once. 

Here, Master Mosbie! and I pray you, 
henceforth 

Be you as strange to me as I to you. sso 

Your company hath purchased me ill 
friends. 

And I for you, God knows, have undeserved 

Been ill spoken of in every place ; 

Therefore henceforth frequent my house 
no more. 

Mos. I’ll see your husband in despite of 
you. 

Yet, Arden, I protest to thee by heaven, 

* stubborn, proud. 


Thou ne’er shalt see me more after this 
night, 

1 11 go to Rome rather than be forsworn. 

Arden. Tush, I'll have no such vows made 
in my house. 

Alice. Yes, I pray you, husband, let him 
swear; 210 

And, on that condition, Mosbie, pledge 
me here. 

Mos. Ay, as willingly as I mean to live. 

Arden. Come, Alice, is our supper ready 
yet? 

Alice. It will by then you have played a 
game at tables. 

Arden, Come, Master Mosbie, what shall 
we play for? 

Mos. Three games for a French crown, 
sir, and please you. 

Arden. Content. 

Then they -play at the tables. 

Enter Will and Sh.\keuag 

mu. Can he not take him yet? what a 
spite is that? 

Alice. Not yet, Will; take heed he see 
thee not. 

Will. I fear he will spy me as I am com- 

250 

Mich. To prevent that, creep betwixt my 
legs. 

Mos. One ace, or else I lost the game. 

Arden. Marry, sir, there’s two for failing.* 

Mos. Ah, Master Arden, ‘now I can take 
you.’ 

Then Will pulls him down with a towel 

Arden. Mosbie! Michael! Alice! what 
will you do? 

Will. Nothing but take you up, sir, noth- 
ing else. 

Mos. There’s for the pressing iron you 
told me of. [Stabs him] 

Shake. And there’s for the ten pound in 
my sleeve. [Stabs him] 

Alice. What! groans thou? nay, then give 
me the weapon! 

Take this for hindering Mosbie’s love and 

[5/ie stabs him] 

Mich. 0, mistress! 2 ei 

Will. Ah, that villain will betray us all. 

Mos. Tush, fear him not; he will be 
secret. 

Mich. Why, dost thou think I will be- 
tray myself? 

* If one win not be enough. 
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Shake. In Southwark dwells a bonny 
northern lass, 

The widow Chambly; I’ll to her house now, 
And if she will not give me harborough,* 
I’ll make booty of the quean * even to her 
smock. 

Will. Shift for yourselves; we two will 
leave you now. 

Alice. First lay the body in the count- 
ing-house. no 

Then they lay the body 
in the counting-houae 
Will. We have our gold; Mistress Alice, 
adieu; 

Mosbie, farewell, and Michael, farewell too. 

Excu:\t 

Enter Susan 

Sits. Mistress, the guests are at the doors. 
Hearken, they knock: what, shall I let 
them in? 

Alice. Mosbie, go thou, and bear them 

Exit Mosbie 

And, Susan, fetch water and wash away this 
blood. 

Su$. The blood cleaveth to the ground 
and will not out. 

Alice. But with my nails I'll scrape away 
the blood; — 

The more I strive, the more the blood ap- 
pears I 

Sue. Whats the reason. Mistress, can you 
tell? ^ 

Alice. Because I blush not at my hus- 
band’s death. 

Here enters Mosbie 

Mos. How now? what’s the matter? is all 
well? 

Alice. Ay, well, if Arden were alive again 
In vain we strive, for here his blood re- 
mains. 

Mos. Why, strew rushes on it, can you 
not? 

This wench docs nothing: fall unto the 
work. 

Alice. Twas thou that made me murder 
him. 

Moa. What of that? 

Alice. Nay, nothing, Mosbie. so it be not 
known* 

Mos Keep thou it close, and ’tis unpos- 
sible. ^ 

SDO 

* Harbor. * Trull. 


Alice. Ah, but I cannot I was he not slain 
by me? 

My husband’s death torments me at the 
heart. 

Mos. It shall not long torment thee, 
gentle Alice; 

I am thy husband, think no more of him. 

Here enters Adam Fowlb and Bradshaw 

Brad. How now, Mistress Arden? what ail 
you weep?* 

Mos. Because her husband is abroad so 
late. 

A couple of ruffians threatened him yester- 
night. 

And she, poor soul, is afraid he should be 
hurt. 

Adam. Is’t nothing else? tush, he’ll be 
here anon. 

Here enters Greene 

Greene. Now. Mistress Arden, lack you 
any guests? 

Alice. Ah, Master Greene, did you see my 
husband lately? 

Greene. I saw him walking behind the 
Abbey even now. 

Here ent rs Frankun 

Alice. I do not like this being out so 
late. — 

Master Franklin, where did you leave my 
husband? 

Frank. Believe me I saw him not since 
morning. 

Fear you not, he’ll come anon; meantime 
You may do well to bid his guests sit down. 
Alice. Ay, so they shall; Master Brad- 
shaw, sit you there; 

I pray you, be content. I’ll have my will. 

Master Mosbie, sit you in my husband’s 
seat. 

Mich, -^usan, shall thou and I wait ”n 
tnom? 

Or, nn thou sayost the word, let us sit 
down too. 

Sus. —Peace, we have other matters now 
in hand. 

I j^^ar m^ Michael, nil will bo bewrayed, 
Mich. Tush, so it be known that I shall 

* That you weep. 
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marry thee in the morning, I care not 
though I be hanged ere night. But to 
prevent the worst, I’ll buy some ratsbane. 

— Why, Michael, wilt thou poison 

thyself? 320 

Mich. No, but my mistress, for I fear 
she’ll tell. 

Sus. Tush, Michael; fear not her, she’s 
wise enough. 

Mos. Sirrah Michael, give’s a cup of beer. — 
Mistress Arden, here’s to your husband. 

Alice. My husband! 

Frank. What ails you, woman, to cry so 
suddenly? 

Alice. Ah, neighbors, a sudden qualm 
came o’er my heart; 

My husband being forth torments my mind. 
I know something’s amiss, he is not well ; ssi 
Or else I should have heard of him ere now. 

Afos. — She will undo us through her 
foolishness. 

Greene. Fear not, Mistress Arden, he’s 
well enough. 

Alice. Tell not me; I know he is not 
well: 

He was not wont for to stay thus late. 
Good Master Franklin, go and seek him 
forth, 

home to me, 

And tell him what a fear he hath put me in. 

Frank. —I hke not this; I pray God all 
be well. ^ 

I’ll seek him out, and find him if I can. 

^anklin, Mosbie, and Greene 

Alice. Michael, how shall I do to rid the 
rest away? 

that to my charge, let me 

’Tis very late, Master Bradshaw, 

And there are many false knaves abroad, 
you have many narrow lanes to pass. 

Brad. Faith, friend Michael, and thou 
sayest true. 

Therefore I pray thee light’s forth and 
lend’s a link. 

Exeunt Bradshaw, Adam, and Michael 

Afice. Michael, bring them to the doors, 
but do not stay; 

Yon know I do not love to be alone. 

0 , busan, and bid thy brother come: 
out wherefore should he come? Here is 
nought but fear; 

l^y, Susan, stay, and help to counsel me. 


aso 


Sus. Alas, I counsel 1 fear frights away my 
wits. 

Then they open the 
counting-house door, and look upon Arden 
Alice. See, Susan, where thy quondam 
master lies, 

Sweet Arden, smeared in blood and filthy 
gore. 

Sus. My brother, you, and I shall rue this 
deed. 

Alice. Come, Susan, help to lift his body 
forth, 

And let our salt tears be his obsequies. 

Here enters Mosbie and Greene 

Mos. How now, Alice, whither will you 
bear him? 3 ,^, 

Sweet Mosbie, art thou come? 
Then weep that will: 

I have my wish in that I joy thy sight. 

Greene. Well, it behooves us to be cir- 
cumspect. 

Mos. Ay, for Franklin thinks that we 
have murdered him. 

Alice. Ay, but he cannot prove it for his 
life. 

We’ll spend this night in dalliance and in 
Sport. 

Here enters Michael 

Mich. 0 mistress, the Mayor and all the 
watch 

Are coming towards our house with glaives 
and bills! ‘ 

Alice. Make the door fast ; let them not 
come in. 

Mos. Tell me, sweet Alice, how shall I 
escape? a™ 

Alice. Out at the back-door, over the pile 
of wood, 

And for one night lie at the Flower-de-luce. 
Mos. That is the next way to betray my- 
self. 

Greene. Alas, Mistress Arden, the watch 
will take me here. 

And cause suspicion, where else would be 
none. 

Alice. Why, take that way that Master 
Mosbie doth; 

But first convey the body to the fields. 

Then they bear the body into the fields 

* Swords and halberts. 
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Mos. Until to-morrow, sweet Alice, now 
farewell : 

And see you confess nothing in any case. 
Greene. Be resolute. Mistress Arden, be- 
tray us not, a» 

But cleave to us as we will stick to you. 

Exeunt Mosoie and Greene 
Alice. Now, let the judge and juries do 
their worst : 

My house is clear, and now I fear them not. 

Sus. As we went, it snowed all the way, 
Which makes me fear our footsteps will be 
spied. 

Alice. Peace, fool, the snow will cover 
them again. 

Sus. But it had done before we came back 
again. 

Alice. Hark, hark, they knock! go, 
Michael, let them in. 

Here enters the Mayor and the Watch 

How now, Master Mayor, have you brought 
my husband home? 

Afayor. I saw him come into your house 
an hour ago. too 

Alice. You are deceived; it was a Lon- 
doner. 

Mayor. Mistress Arden, know you not 
one that is called Black Will? 

Alice. I know none such; what mean 
these questions? 

Mayor. I have the Council’s warrant to 
apprehend him. 

Alice. I am glad it is no worse. 

Why, Master Mayor, think you I harbor 
any such? 

Mayor. We are informed that here he is; 
And therefore pardon us, for we insist 
search. 

Alice. Ay, search, and spare you not, 
through every room: 

Were my husband at home, you would not 
offer this. 4oo 

Here enters Franklin 

Master Franklin, what mean you come so 
sad? 

Fraiik. Arden, thy husband and my 
friend, is slain. 

Alice. Ah, by whom? Master Franklin, 
can you fell? 

Frank. I know not; but behind the Abbey 



There he lies murdered in most piteous 
case. 


Mayor. But, Master Franklin, are you 
sure ’tis he? 

Frank. I am too sure; would God I were 
deceived. 

Alice. Find out the murderers, let them 
be known. 

Frank. Ay, so they shall : come you along 
with us. 

Alice. Wherefore? 410 

Frank. Know you this hand-towel and 
this knife? 

Sus. — Ah, Michael, through this thy neg- 
ligence 

Thou hast betrayed and undone us all. 

Mich. — I was so afraid I knew not what 
I did; 


I thought I had thrown them both into the 
well. 

Alice. It is the pig’s blood we had to 
supper. 

But wherefore stay you? find out the mur- 
derers. 

Mayor. I fear me you’ll prove one of 
them yourself. 

Alice. I one of them? what mean such 
questions? 

Frank. I fear me he was murdered in this 
house ^ 

And carried to the fields; for from that 
place 

Backwards and forwards may you see 

The print of many feet within the snow. 

And look about this chamber w’here we are, 

And you shall find part of his guiltless 
blood; 

For in his slipshoe* did I find some nislies," 

Which argueth he was murdered in this 
room. 

Mayor. Look in the place where he was 
wont to sit. 


oce, ouui nis Diooai It IS too manifest. 

Alice. It is a cup of wine that Michael 
shed. ^ 

Mich. Ay, tnily. 

Frank. It is his blood, which, strumpet, 
thou hast shed. 


But if I live, thou and thy ’complices 
Which have conspired and wrought his 
death shall rue it. 


* Slipper. 

*Wltli which rooms were habitually strewn. 
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Alice. Ah, Master Franklin, God and 
heaven can tell 

I loved him more than all the world be- 
side. 

But bring me to him, let me see his body. 

Frank. Bring that villain and Mosbie’s 
sister too ; 

And one of you go to the Flower-de-luce, 

And seek for Mosbie, and apprehend him 
too. Exeunt 

[SCENE II] ! 

[An obscure street in London] 

Here enters Shakebag solus 


Shake. The widow Chambly in her hus- 
band’s days I kept; 

And now he’s dead, she is grown so stout ^ 

She will not know her old companions. 

I came thither, thinking to have had harbor 

As I was wont, 

And she was ready to thrust me out at 
doors; 

But whether she would or no, I got me up, 

And as she followed me, I spumed her 
down the stairs, 

And broke her neck, and cut her tapster’s 
throat. 

And now I am going to fling them in the 
Thames. lo 

have the gold; what care I though it be 
known 1 

III cross the water and take sanctuary.* 

Exit 

[SCENE III] 

[Arden’s House at Feversham] 

Here enters the Mayor, Mosbie, Alice, 
Frankun, Michael, and Susan 


^ayor. See, Mistress Arden, when 
husband lies ; 

I'his foul fault and be penite 
Arden, sweet husband, what i 

8ay? 

The more I sound his name, the mt 
bleeds;* 

IS blood condemns me, and in g 
forth 


! Proud. 

'rere certain churches and monasteries 

* It ‘rom the execution of the sheriff’s writ 

hied afr«k ^ ®°^rnon superstition that a dead body 
m presence of the murderer. 


Speaks as it falls, and asks me why I did it. 
Forgive me, Arden: I repent me now’, 
And, would my death save thine, thou 
should’st not die. 

Rise up, sweet Arden, and enjoy thy love, 
And frown not on me when we meet in 
heaven : lo 

In heaven I’ll love thee, though on earth 
I did not. 

Mayor. Say, Mosbie, what made thee 
murder him? 

Frank. Study not for an answer; look not 
down : 

His pui*se and girdle found at thy bed’s 
head 

Witness sufficiently thou didst the deed; 

It bootless is to swear thou didst it not. 

Mos. I hired Black Will and Shakebag, 
ruffians both, 

And they and I have done this murderous 
deed. 

But wherefore stay wc? Come and bear 
me hence. 

Frank. Those ruffians shall not escape; I 
w’ill up to London, » 

And get the Council’s w’arrant to appre- 
hend them. Exeunt 

[SCENE IV] 

[The Kentish Coast] 

Here enters Will 

Will. Shakebag, I hear, hath taken sanc- 
tuary, . 

But I am so pursued with hues and cries 
For petty robberies that I have done, 

That I can come unto no sanctuary. 
Therefore must I in some oyster-boat' 

At last be fain to go on board some hoy,* 
And so to Flushing. There is no staying 
here. 

At Sittingburgh the watch was like to take 
me. 

And had not I with my buckler covered 
my head. 

And run full blank at all adventures, lo 
I am sure I had ne’er gone further than 

that place; 

For the constable had twenty warrants to 
apprehend me, 

* FevershiTm was famous for oysters. 

’ Small boat. 

* Taken every chance. 
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Besides that, I robbed him and his man 
once at Gadshill. 

Farewell, England, I'll to Flushing now. 

Exit Will 

[SCENE V] 

[Jnsticc-room at Feversham] 

Here enters the Mayor, Mosbie, Alice, 
Michael, Susan, and Bradshaw 

Mayor. Come, make haste and bring 
away the prisoners. 

Brad. Mistress Arden, you are now going 
to God, 

And I am by the law condemned to die 

About a letter I brought from Master 
Greene. 

I pray you, Mistress Arden, speak the truth: 

Was I ever privy to your intent or no. 

Alice. What should I say? You brought 
me such a letter, 

But I dare swear thou knewest not the 
contents. 

Leave now to trouble me with worldly 
things, 

And let me meditate upon my Saviour 
Christ, 10 

Whose blood must save me for the blood 
I shed. 

Mos. How long shall I live in this hell of 
grief? 

Convey me from the presence of that 
strumpet. 

Alice. Ah, but for thee I had never been 
a strumpet. 

What cannot oaths and protestations do, 

When men have opportunity to woo? 

I was too young to sound thy villainies. 

But now I find it and repent too late. 

Su3. Ah, gentle brother, wherefore should 
I die? 

I knew not of it till the deed was done. » 

Mos. For thee I mourn more than for my- 
self ; 

But let it suffice, I cannot save thee now. 

Mich. And if your brother and my mis- 
tress 

Had not promised me you in marriage 

I had ne’er given consent to this foul deed. 

Mayor. Leave to accuse each other now, 

And listen to the sentence I shall give. 

Bear Mo.sbic and his sister to London 
straight, 


Where they in Smithheld must be exe- 
cuted; 

Bear Mistress Arden unto Canterbury, » 
Where her sentence is she must be burnt; * 
Michael and Bradshaw in Feversham must 
suffer death. 

Alice. Let my death make amends for all 
my sins. 

Mos. Fie upon women! this shall be my 
song; 

But bear me hence, for I have lived too 
long. 

Sus. Seeing no hope on earth, in heaven is 
my hope. 

Mich. Faith, I care not, seeing I die with 
Susan. 

Brad. My blood be on his head that gave 
the sentence. 

Mayor. To speedy execution with them 
all 1 Exeunt 

[SCENE VI] 

Here enters Franklin, 

[os Epilogue} 

Frank. Thus have you seen the truth of 
Arden’s death. 

As for the ruffians, Shakebag and Black 
Will, 

The one took sanctuary, and, being sent 
for out. 

Was murdered in Southwark as he passed 
To Greenwich, where the Lord Protector 
lay. 

Black Will was burned in Flushing on a 
stage ; 

Greene was hanged at Osbridge in Kent; 
The painter fled and how he died we know 
not. 

But this above the rest is to be noted: 
Arden lay murdered in that plot of ground jo 
W hich he by force and violence held from 
Reede; 

And in the grass his body’s print was seen 
Two years and more after the deed was 
done. 

Gentlemen, w’e hope you’ll pardon this 
naked tragedy. 

Wherein no fil^d * points are foisted in 
To make it gracious to the ear or eye; 

For simple truth is gracious enough. 

And needs no other points of glosing stuff. 

Exit 

> Tills sentence was actually carried out 

’ Polished. 
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GEORGE A. GREENE should read GEORGE A GREENE 

in the running heads on pages 84—100 



George a Greene was registered for publication in 1595. but not printed until 1599, 
when it appeared in quarto. According to Henslowe, it was on the stage in December, 
1593, and Januar>', 1594, acted by the Earl of Essex’ men at the Rose playhouse. 
But it was already then an old play and was probably derived of the Queen’s men 
who were active between 1582 and 1591). George a Greene was first reprinted by 
Dodsley in his Collection of Old Plays, 1744. The source was doubtless an Elizabethan 
version, now lost, of a prose tale entitled The Famous History of George a Greene 
(reprinted in Thom’s Early English Prose Romances), from which the play differs 
only in a few episodes. In accordance with the prevailing earlier practise no author’s 
name appears on the title page, and the ascription of authorship to Robert Greene in 
a contemporary handwriting (see the reproduction of the title page) is of course not 
definitive; although “Ed. Juby,” the actor, who is cited as w'itness, is one who cer- 
tainly could have known. The comedy is simpler and less literary than the avowed 
dramas of Greene, though much in his general manner and expressive of ideas well 
known to be like his. There is less difference in manner and style between this comedy 
and Friar Bacon and Friar Bungay than between many avowed plays, one with the 
other, of other authors. The text follows that of the quarto, which is no very good 
example of old printing, and seems curtailed and defective in some scenes. The 
editions of Dickinson and Adams have been consulted when needful. 

Robert Greene lived between 1558 and 1592. He boasted degrees from both Cam- 
bridge, whither he went first, and Oxford, leaving the latter in 1588. His autobiograph- 
ical pamphlets declare a varied and ungovemed life at home and abroad; and he 
enjoyed a great reputation for a species of work which swung from mere 
journalism (as it would have been called later) to succes.«ful fiction. About 1587 
Greene turned to the stage with Alphonsus of Arragoji, an imitation of Marlowe. He 
is best in romantic comedies such as James IV of Scotland, and in fresh English scenes 
such as those of Friar Bacon or Gc^^rge a Greene, if this be really his. Greene died 
prematurely and disreputably, leaving behind him the notorious pamphlet, A Groats- 
worth of Wit Purchased with a Million of Repentance, famous as containing the first 
allusion in print to Shakespeare. 

The most recent edition of the plays of Greene is that of T. H. Dickinson, Mermaid 
Series, 1912. It contains this play. 
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Sir Gilbert Armstrong 
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makers 


Scene: Wakefield, Bradford and Parts Near.] 



GEORGE A GREENE, THE PINNERS OF WAKEFIELD 

Robert Greene? 


[SCENE I] 

[Near Bradford] 

Eriier the Earl op Kendal; xvith him Lord 
Bonfield, Sir Gilbert Armstrong, [Sir 
Nicholas Manne2uno,] and John 

Ken. Welcome to Bradford, martial gen- 
men, 

L[ord] Bonfield, and Sir Gilbert Armstrong 
both; 

And all my troops, even to my basest 
groom. 

Courage and welcome 1 for the day is ours. 
Our cause is good, it is for the land’s avail : 
Then let us fightp, and die for England’s 
good. 

Omnes. We will, my lord. 

Ken. As I am Henry Momford, Kendal’s 
earl, 

You honor me with this assent of yours; 

And here upon my sword I make protest lo 
For to relieve the poor or die myself. 

And know, my lords, that James, the King 
of Scots, 

Wards hard upon the borders of this land: 
Here is his post. — Say, John Taylor, what 
news with King James? 

John. War, my lord, tell; and good news. 
I trow; for King Jamy vows to meet you 
the twenty-sixth of this month, God willing; 
marry, doth he, sir. 

Ken. My friends, you see what we have 
to win. — 

Well, John, commend me to King James, 
and tell him, » 

I will meet him the twenty-sixth of this 
month, 

And all the rest; and so, farewell. 

Exit John 

Bonfield, why stand’st thou as a man in 
dumps? 

Courage I for, if I win. I'll make thee duke : 
Ii Henry Momford will be king myself; 

* One who impounds stray cattle. 


And I will make thee Duke of Lancaster, 
And Gilbert Armstrong Lord of Doncaster. 
Bon. Nothing, my lord, makes me 
amazed ' at all, 

But that our soldiers finds* our victuals 
scant. 

We must make havoc of those country- 
swains; w 

For so will the rest tremble and be afraid, 
And humbly send provision to your camp. 

Gil. My Lord Bonfield gives good advice: 
They make a scorn, and stand upon the 
king; 

So what is brought is sent from them per- 
force ; 

Ask Mannering else. 

Ken. What say’st thou, Mannering? 

Man. Whenas * I showed your high com- 
mission. 

They made this answer. 

Only to send provision for your horses. « 
Ken. Well, hie thee to Wakefield, bid the 
town 

To send me all provision that I want, 

Lest I, like martial Tamburlaine, lay waste 
Their bordering countries, and leaving none 
alive 

That contradicts my commission 
Man. Let me alone; 

My lord, I’ll make them vaiP their plumes; 
For whatsoe’er he be, the proudest knight, 
Justice, or other, that gainsay’th your word, 
I’ll clap him fast, to make the rest to fear. » 
Ken. Do so, Nick: hie thee thither pres- 
ently. 

And let us hear of thee again to-morrow. 
Man. Will you not remove, my lord? 
Ken. No, I will lie at Bradford all this 
night 

And all the next. — Come, Bonfield, let us go. 
And listen out* some bonny lasses here. 

Exeunt omnes 

‘ Perplexed. 

* This misa^ement is merely apparent and a 
common idiom. 

• When. * Lower. ® Find out. 
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[SCENE II] 

[Wakefield] 

Enter the Justice, a Toicnsman, Gex>rce a 

Greene, ami Sir Nicnoi..-\s Mannehing 

with his catnmission 

Jus. M[iK<ter| Mannering, stand aside, 
whilst we coiifiT 

What is best to do.— Townsmen of Wake- 
fiei<l, 

The KnrI of Kendal here hath sent for 
victuals ; 

And in aiding him we show onrselves no less 
Than traitors to the king; therefore 
Let me hear, townsmen, what is your con- 
sents. 

Fir.‘<l Toums. Even as you please, we are 
all content. 

Jus. Then. M [aster] Mannering, we are 
resohetl — 

Man. As how? 

Jus. Marry, sir, thus. »» 

We will send the Earl of Kendal no victuals, 
Because he is a traitor to the king; 

And in aiding him we show oursel es no 
less. 

Man. Why, men of Wakefield, are you 
waxen mad. 

That present danger cannot whet your wits, 
Wisely to make provision of yourselves? 
The earl is thirty thousand men strong in 
power. 

And what town soever him resist, 

He lays it Hat and level with the ground. 
Ye silly men, you seek your own decay: so 
Therefore send rny lord such provision as he 
wants. 

So ho will spare your town, and come no 
nearer 

Wakefield than he is. 

Jus. Master Mannering, you have your 
answer; you may be gone. 

Man. Well, Woodroffe, for so I guess is 
thy name. 

I’ll make thee cur.«o thv overthwart* denial; 
And all that sit ui)on the bench ^ this day 
shall rue 

The hour they have withstood my lord's 
commission. 

' Arr(»icJint. 

’ Tliuse in uutliurity. 


Jus. Do thy worst, we fear thee not. 

Man. See you these seals? before you 
pass the town, » 

I will have all things my lord doth want, 

In spite of you. 

Geo. ProucI dapper Jack, vail bonnet to 
th(' bench 

That rcprex nt.s the person of the king; 

Or. .sirrah. I’ll lay thy head before thy feet. 

Man. Why. who art thou? 

Geo. Why. I am George a Greene, 

True liege-man to my king, 

Who scorns that men of such esteem as 
these 

Should brook the braves of any traitorous 
stphrc'. 

You of the bench, and you, my fellow- 
fnends. 

Neighbors, wo subjects all \into the king; 

We are English born, and therefore Ed- 
ward's friends. 

Vowed unto him even in our mothers’ womb, 
Our minds to God, our hearts unto our 
king: 

Our wealth, our homage, and our carcases, 
Be all King Edwartl’s. Then, sirrah, we 
Have nothing left for traitors, but our 
swords. 

Whetted to bathe them in your bloods, and 
die 

’Gainst you, before we send you any vic- 
tuals. t> 

Jus. Well spoken. George a Greene! 

Tomis. Pray let George a Greene speak 
for us. 

Geo. Sirrah, you get no victuals here, 

Not if a hoof of beef wo\ild save your lives. 

Man. Fellow, I stand amazed at thy pre- 
sumption. 

Why, what art thou that dar’st gainsay my 
lord. 

Knowing his mighty puissance and his 
stroke? 

Why, my friend, I come not barely of my- 
self ; 

For, see, I have a large commission. 

Geo. Let me see it. sirrah. m 

[Takes the com?7u‘ssionl 
Whose seals be these? 

Man. This is the Earl of Kendal’s aeal- 
at-arms; 

This Lord Charnel Bonfield's; 

And this Sir Gilbert .Vrmstrong’s. 
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Geo. I tell thee, sirrah, did good King 
Edward’s son 

Seal a commission ’gainst the king his 
father, 

Thus would I tear it in despite of him, 

He tears the commission 

Being traitor to my sovereign. 

Man. What, hast thou torn my lord’s 
commission? 

Thou shalt rue it, and so shall all Wake- 
field. 70 

Geo. What, are you in choler? I will give 
you pills 

To cool your stomach.’ Seest thou these 
seals? 

Now, by my father’s soul, 

Which was a yeoman when he was alive, 

Eat them, or eat my dagger’s point, proud 
squire. 

Man. But thou dost but jest, I hope. 

Geo. Sure that shall you see before we 
two part. 

Man. Well, an there be no remedy, so, 
George: 


[jSi4>a/^ou;s one of the seals] 
One is gone; I pray thee, no more now. 
Geo. 0, sir, if one be good, the others 
cannot hurt. „ 

[Mannering swallows the other seals] 
So, sir; now you may go tell the Earl of 
Kendal, 

Although I have rent his large commission, 
Yet of courtesy I have sent all his seals 
Back again by you. 

Man. Well, sir, I will do your errand. 

Exit 

Geo. Now let him tell his lord that he 
hath spoke 

With George a Greene, 

Right Pinner of merry Wakefield town, 
lhat hath physic for a fool, 

Pills for a traitor that doth wrong his sov- 


ereign. 

Are you content with this that I have don« 

Aye, content, George; 

For highly hast thou honored Wakefie 
town 

In cutting off proud Mannering so short. 

Come, thou shalt be my welcome guest ti 
day; 

For well thou hast deserved reward an 

Exeunt oimu 


* Courage. 



[SCENE III] 

[Before Samion Castle, the *‘kold" of 

Musgrove] ' 

Enter Musgrove and Cuddy 

Cud. Now, gentle father, list unto thy 
son, 

And for my mother’s love, 

That erst was blithe and bonny in thine eye, 
Grant one petition that I shall demand. 
Mus. What is that, my Cuddy? 

Cud. Father, you know the ancient en- 
mity of late 

Between the Musgroves and the wily Scots, 
Whereof they have oath 

Not to leave one alive tiiat strides “ a lance. 
0 father, you are old, and, waning, age unto 
the grave : 

Old William Musgrove, which whilom was 
thought 

The bravest horseman in all Westmoreland, 
Is weak, and forced to stay his arm upon a 
staff, 

That erst could wield a lance. 

Then, gentle father, resign the hold to me; 
Give arms to youth, and honor unto age. 
Mus. Avaunt, false-hearted boy! my 
joints do quake 

Even with anguish of thy very words. 

Hath William Musgrove seen an hundred 
years? 

Have I been feared and dreaded of the 
Scots, 

That, when they heard my name in any 
road,* 

They fled away, and posted thence amain. 
And shall I die with shame now in mine 
age? 

No, Cuddy, no: thus resolve I: 

Here have I lived, and here will Musgrove 

Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE IV] 

[Before Grime’s house] 

Enter Lord Bonfield, Sir Gilbert Arm- 
strong, M[aster] Grime, and Bettris 

Bon. Now, gentle Grime, God-a-mercy 
for our good cheer; 

* See the prose romance on George a Greene tot 
Sandon or Handoun Castle. 

* Bestrides. * Inroad, foraj. 
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Our fare was royal, and our welcome great; 
And sith * so kindly thou hast entertained 
us, 

If we return with happy victory, 

We will deal as friendly with thee in recom- 
pense. 

GHmc. Your welcome was but duty, 
gentle lord; 

For w’herefore have wo given us o\ir wealth, 
But to make our betters welcome w’hen they 
come? 

[Ayz'de] O, this goe.s hard when t’^aitors must 
be flattered! 

But life is sweet, and I cannot withstand it: 
God, I hope, will revenge the quarrel of my 
king. *1 

Arm. What said you. Grime? 

Grime. I say, Sir Gilbert, looking on my 
daughter, 

I curse the hour that e’er I got the girl; 
For, sir, she may have many wealthy 
suitors. 

And yet she disdains them all, 

To have poor George a Greene unto her 
husband. 

Bon. On that, good Grime, I am talking 
with thy daughter; 

But she, in quirks and quiddities of love. 
Sets me to school, she is so over-wise. — » 
But, gentle girl, if thou wilt forsake the 
Pinner 

And be my love, I will advance thee high; 
To dignify those hairs of amber hue, 

I’ll grace them with a chaplet made of 
pearl, 

Set with choice rubies, sparks, and dia- 
monds, 

Planted upon a velvet hood, to hide that 
head 

Wherein two sapphires burn like sparkling 
fire; 

This will I do, fair Bettris, and far more, 

If thou wilt love the Lord of Doncaster. 

Bet. Heigh-ho! my heart is in a higher 
place, » 

Perhaps on the carl, if that be ho. 

Sec where he comes, or angry or in love, 
For why* his color looketh discontent. 

Enter the Earl of Kendal and [Sir] 
Nicholas Mannejunq 

Ken. Come, Nick, follow me. 

Bon. How now, my lord! what news? 

* Since. * Because. 


Ken. Such news, Bonfield, as will make 
thee laugh, 

And fret thy fill, to hear how Nick was used. 

Why, the Justices stand on their terms: 

Nick, as you know, is haughty in his words; 

He laid the law unto the Justices «o 

With threatening braves,* that one looked 
on another, 

Ready to stoop; but that a churl came in. 

One George a Greene, the Pinner of the 
town. 

And with his dagger drawn laid hands on 
Nick, 

And by no beggars* swore that we were 
traitors. 

Rent our commission, and upon a brave 

Made Nick to eat the seals or brook the 
stab: 

Poor Mannering, afraid, came posting hither 
straight. 

Bet. O lovely George, fortune be still* 
thy friend! 

And as thy thoughts be high, so be thy 
mind w 

In all accords, even to thy heart’s desire! 

Bon. What says fair Bettris? 

Grime. My lord, she is praying for George 
a Greene: 

He is the man, and she wdll none but him. 

Bon. But him I why, look on me, my girl: 

Thou know’st, that yesternight I courted 
thee. 

And swore at my return to wed with thee. 

Then tell me, love, shall I have all thy 
fair? * 

Bet. I care not for earl, nor yet for 
knight, 

Nor baron that is so bold; 

For George a Greene, the merry Pinner, 

He hath my heart in hold.* 

Bon. Bootless, my lord, are many vain re- 
plies: 

Let us hie us to Wakefield, and send her the 
Pinner's head. 

Ken. It shall be so. — Grime, gramercy, 

Shut up thy daughter, bridle her affects;* 

Lot me not miss her when I make return; 

Therefore look to her, as to thy life, good 
Grime. 

* Threats. 

* No triflingf oath. 

* Always. 

* Beauty. 

1 takes off the ballad manner. 

® Affections. 
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Grime. I warrant you, my lord. 

Ken. And, Bettris, 70 

Leave a base Pinner, for to love an earl. 

[Exeunt Grime and Bettris 
Fain would I see this Pinner George a 
Greene. 

It shall be thus: 

Nick Mannering shall lead on the battle,* 
And we three will go to Wakefield in some 
disguise ; 

But howsoever, I’ll have his head to-day. 

Exieunt] omnee 


[SCENE V] 

[Before Sir John a Barley’s Cattle} 

[Enter the King of Scots, Lord Humes, 
with Soldiers, and Johnny 

K. James. Why, Johnny, then the Earl of 
Kendal is blithe, 

And hath brave men that troop along with 
him? 

John. Ay, marry, my liege, 

And hath good men that come along with 
him. 

And vows to meet you at Scrasblesea, God 
willing. 

K. James. If good S[aint] Andrew lend 
King Jamy leave, 

I will be with him at the 'pointed day. 

Enter Jane a Barley’s son 

But, soft 1— Whose pretty boy art thou? 
Ned. Sir, I am son unto Sir John a Bar- 
ley, 

Eldest, and all that e’er my mother had: w 
Edward my name. 

K. James. And whither art thou goine 
pretty Ned? 

Ned. To seek some birds, and kill them, 

And now my schoolmaster is also gone 
ho have I liberty to ply my bow; 

For when he comes, I stir not from my 
book. 

K. James. Lord Humes, but mark the 
visage of this child: 

By him I guess the beauty of his mother; 
Wone but Leda could breed Helena. 

fell me, Ned, who is within with thy 
mother? 1 , 

* Army. 


Ned. No[ne] * but herself and household 
servants, sir: 

If you would speak with her, knock at this 
gate. 

K. James. Johnny, knock at that gate. 

[John knocks^ 

Enter Jane a Barley upon the waits 

Jane. O, I am betrayed ! What multitudes 
be these? 

K. James. Fear not, fair Jane, for all these 
men are mine, 

And all thy friends, if thou be friend to me : 
lam thy lover, James the King of Scots, 
That oft have sued and wooed with manv 
letters, 

Painting my outward passions with my pen 
Whenas my inward soul did bleed for woe. » 
Little regard was given to my suit; 

But haply thy husband’s presence wrought 
it: 

Therefore, sweet Jane, I fitted me to time, 

And, hearing that thy husband was from 
home. 

Am come to crave what long I have desired. 

Ned. Nay, soft you, sir I you get no en- 
trance here, 

That seek to wrong Sir John a Barley so, 
And offer such dishonor to my mother. 

K. James. Why, what dishonor, Ned? 

Ned. Though young, 

Yet often have I heard my father say, 

No greater WTong than to be made cuckold. 
Were I of age, or were my body strong. 

Were he ten kings, I would shoot him to the 
heart 

That should attempt to give Sir John the 
horn. 

Mother, let him not come in: 

I will go lie* at Jocky Miller’s house. 

K. James. Stay him. 

Jane. Ay, well said; Ned, thou hast given 
the king his answer; 

For were the ghost of Caesar on the earth, «. 
Wrapped in the wonted glory of his honor. 
He should not make me wrong my husband 
so. 

But good King James is pleasant, as I 
guess. 

And means to try what humor I am in; 

Else would he never have brought an host 
of men, 

* Quarto reads Not. * Lodge. 
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To have them witness of his Scottish lust. 
K. James. Jane, in faith, Jane, — 

Jane. Never reply, 

For I proto’t by the highest holy God, 

That (loorneth revenge for things amiss, 
King Janic.-^. of all men. shall not have my 
love. 

K. James. Then list to me: Saint Andrew 
be my boot,* 

But 1 11 raze thy castle to the very ground, 
Unle.'.s thou open the gate, and let me in. 
Jane. I fear thee not, King Jamy: do thy 
worst. 

This ca.stlc is too strong for thee to scale; 
Besides, to-morrow will Sir John cjrac home. 
K. James. Well, Jane, since thou dis- 
dain'st King Jamcs'.s love, 
ril draw thee on with sharp and deep ex- 
tremes ; * 

For. by iny father’s soul, this brat of thine « 
Shall perish lierc before thine eyes. 

Unless thou open the gate, and let me in. 
Jane. O deep extremes! my heart begins 
to break : 

My little Ned looks pale for fear. 

Cheer tliec, my boy, I will do much foi thee. 
Ned. But not so much as to di.'-honor me. 
Jane. An if thou dicst, I cannot live, 
sweet Ned. 

Ned. Then die with honor, mother, dying 
chaste. 

Jane. I am armed: 7 # 

My husband's love, his honor, and his fame. 
Joins* victory by virtue. Now, King James, 
If mother’s tears cannot allay thine ire, 
Then butcher him. for I will never yield: 
The son shall die before I wrong the father. 
K. James. Why, then, he dies. 

Alarum within. Enter a Messenger 

Mess. My lord. Musgrove is at hand. 

K. James. Who. Mu.^grove? The devil 
he isl Come, my horse! 

Exeunt omnes [below] 

[Noise of fighting uithin] 

Enter Musoro\T5 with Kino James prisoner 

Mus. Now, King James, thou art my 
prisoner. 

* Aid. 

5 Tempt you to extremities. 

* For "enjoins.” 


K. James. Not thine, but fortune’s pris- 
oner. 

Enter Cuddy 

Cud. Father, the field is ours: their colors 
we have seized. 

And Humes is slain; I slew him hand to 
hand. 

Mus. God and Saint George! 

Cud. 0 father, I am sore athirst 1 
Jane. Come in, young Cuddy, come and 
drink thy fill: 

Bring in King Jamy with you as a guest; 
For all this broil was ’cause he could not 
enter. 

Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE VI] 

[Wakefield] 

Enter George a Greene alone 

Geo. The sweet content of men that live 
in love 

Breeds fretting humors in a restless mind; 
And fancy,' being checked by fortune’s spite, 
Grows too impatient in her sweet desires; 
Sweet to those men whom love leads on to 
bliss. 

But sour to me whose hap is still amiss. 

Enter [Jenkin,] the Clown 

Jen. Marr>', amen, sir. 

Geo. Sir, what do you cry “ameL’’ at? 
Jen. Why, did not you talk of love? 
Geo. How do you know that? 10 

Jen. Well, tho\igh I siiy it that should 
not say it, there are few fellows in our par- 
ish so nettled with love as I have been of 
late. 

Geo. Sirrah, I thought no less, when the 
other morning you rose so early to go to 
your wenches. Sir, I had thougiit you had 
gone about my honest business. 

Jen. Trow, you have hit it; for, master, 
be it known to you, there is some good- » 
will betwixt Madge the souse-wife* and I; 
marr>', she hath another lover. 

Geo. Can’st thou brook any rivals in thy 
love? 

* Love. 

^ A seller of soused or pickled pork. 
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Jen. A rider 1 no, he is a sow-gelder and 
goes afoot. But Madge ’pointed to meet 
me in your wheat-close. 

Geo. Well, did she meet you there? 

Jen. Never make question of that. And 
first I saluted her with a green gown,' and » 
after fell as hard a-wooing as if the priest 
had been at our backs to have married us. 

Geo. What, did she grant? 

Jen. Did she grant! never make question 
of that. And she gave me a shirt-collar 
wrought over with no counterfeit stuff. 

Geo. What, was it gold? 

Jen. Nay, ’twas better than gold. 

Geo. What was it? 

Jen. Right Coventiy- blue. We had no « 
sooner come there but wot you who came 
by? 

Geo. No: who? 

Jen. dim the sow-gelder. 

Geo. Came he by? 

Jen. He spied Madge and I sit together: 
he leapt from his horse, laid his hand on 
hia dagger, and began to swear. Now I see- 
ing he had a dagger, and I nothing but this 
twig in my hand, I gave him fair words so 
and said nothing. He comes to me, and 
takes me by the bosom. “You whoreson 
slave,” said he, “hold my horse, and look he 
take no cold in his feet.” “No, marry, shall 
he, sir, quoth I; “I’ll lay my cloak under- 
neath him.” I took my cloak, spread it all 
along, and his horse on the midst of it. 

Geo. Thou clown, didst thou set his horse 
upon thy cloak? 

Jen. Ay, but mark how I served him. « 

* A 1 i * ^ was no sooner gone down 
into the ditch, but I plucked out my knife, 

cut four holes in my cloak, and made his 
horse stand on the bare ground. 

Geo. Twas well done. Now, sir, go and 
survey my fields: if you find any cattle in 
the com, to pound with them. 

/en. And if I find any in the pound, I 
shall turn them out. 

Exit Jenkin 

Enter the Earl op Kendal, Lord Bonpield, 

Sir Gilbert Armstrong, all disguised, 
with a train oj men 

Ken. Now we have put the horses in the 
com, „ 

' Tumbled her in the grass. i 


Let us stand in some corner for to hear 
What braving terras the Pinner will breathe 
When he spies our horses in the com. 

[They retire with the others in ambush] 

Enter Jenkin ‘ blowing his horn 

Jen. 0 master, where are you? we have a 
prize. 

Geo. A prize! what is it? 

Jen. Three goodly horses in our wheat- 
close. 

Geo. Three horses in our wheat-close! 
whose be they? „ 

Jen. Marry, that’s a riddle to me; but 
they are there; velvet^ horses, and I never 
saw such horses before. As my duty was, 
I put off my cap, and said as followetli: 
“My masters, what do you make in our 
close?” One of them, hearing me ask what 
he made there, held up his head and 
neighed, and after his manner laughed as 
heartily as if a marc had been tied to his 
girdle. “My masters,” said I, “it is no oo 
laughing matter; for, if my master take you 
here, you go as round as a top to the 
pound.” Another untoward jade, hearing 
me threaten him to the pound and to tell 
you of them, cast up both his heels, and let 
such a monstrous great fart, that was as 
much as in his language to say, “A fart for 
the pound, and a fart for George a Greene!” 
Now I, hearing this, put on my cap, blew 
my horn, called them all jades, and came i<» 
to tell you. 

Geo. Now, sir, go and drive me those 
three horses to the pound. 

Jen. Do you hear? I were best to take a 
constable v.ith me. 

Geo. Why so? 

Jen. Why, they, being gentlemen’s horses, 
may stand on their reputation, and will not 
obey me. 

Geo. Go, do as I bid you, sir. no 

Jen. Well, I may go. 

The Earl of Kendal, Lord Bonpield, and 
Sib Gilbeirt Armstrong meet ^em. 

Ken. Whither away, sir? 

Jen. Whither away! I am going to put 
the horses in the pound. 

Ken. Sirrah, those three horses belong 
to us, 

^ Q reads Jack . 


2 Sleek. 
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And we put them in, 

And they must tarry there and eat their fill. 

Jen. Stay, I will go tell my master. — 
Hear you, master, we have another prize: 
those throe horses be in your wheat-close 
Btill, and here be three geldings more. 

Geo. What be these? 

Jen. Those are the masters of the horses. 

Geo. Now, gentlemen — I know not your 
degrees, but more you cannot be. unless you 
be kings. — Why wrong you us of Wakefield 
with your horses? I am the Pinner, and, 
before you pass, you shall make good the 
trespass they have done. 

Ken. Peace, saucy mate, prate not to us: 
I tell thee, Pinner, we are gentlemen. «o 

Geo. Why, sir, so may 1 [be] sir, al- 
though 1 give no arms.* 

Ken. Thou! how art thou a gentleman? 

Jen. And such is my master, and he may 
give as good arms as ever your great-grand- 
father could give. 

Ken. Pray thee, let me hear how. 

Jen. Marry, my master may give for his 
arms the picture of April in a green jerkin, 
with a rook on one fist and an horn on i*« 
the other: but my master gives his arms 
the wrong way, for he gives the horn on 
his fist; and your grandfather, because he 
would not lose his arms, wears the horn on 
his own head.* 

Ken. Well, Pinner, sith* our horsOvS be in. 
In spite of thee they now shall feed their fill, 
And eat until our leisures sei^’e to go. 

Geo. Now, by my father's soul. 

Were good King Edward’s horses in the 
corn. i«> 

They shall amend the scath^ or kiss the 
pound ; 

Much more yours, sir, whatsoe’er you be. 

Ken. Why, man, thou knowest not us: 

We do belong to Henry Momford, Earl of 
Kendal ; 

Men that, before a month be full expired. 
Will be King Edward’s betters in the land. 

Geo. King Edward’s betters I Rebel, thou 
licsti 

GEX)RaB strikes him 

* Only a gentleman could blazon his coat of arms. 

* This foolery seems to allude to hawking \viO\ a 
blackbird on fist and a horn for the hunt. The play 
continu«'8 on iiorny hands and U»e inevitable 
curkolfl's horn. 

’ .''ince. * Insult. 


Bon. Villain, what hast thou done? thou 
hast struck an earl. 

Geo. Why, what care I? a poor man that 
is true, 

Is better than an earl, if he be false. i*o 
Traitors reap no better favors at my hands. 

Ken. Ay, so methinks; but thou shalt 
dear aby* this blow'. — 

Now or never lay hold on the Pinner! 

Enter all the ambush 

Geo. Stay, my lords, let us parley on 
these broils: Not Hercules against two, the 
proverb is, nor I against so great a multi- 
tude. — to^'efe] Had not your troops come 
marching as they did, I w'ould have stopt 
your passage unto London: But now I’ll 
fly to secret policy. m 

Ken. What dost thou murmur, George? 

Geo. Many, this, my lord; I muse, if 
thou be Henry Momford, Kendal’s earl, 
that thou wilt do poor George a Greene 
this wTong, ever to match me with a troop 
of men. 

Ken. Why dost thou strike me, then? 

Geo. Why, my lord, measure me but by 
yourself: Had you a man had served you 
long, and heard your foe misuse you be- i*o 
hind your back, and would not draw his 
sword in your defonce, you would cashier 
him. Much more, King Edward is my 
king: And before I’ll hear him so w’ronged, 
I'll die within this place, and maintain good 
whatsoever I have said. And, if I speak 
not reason in this case, what I have said I’ll 
maintain in this place. 

Bon. A pardon, my lord, for this Pinner; 
for, trust me, he speaketh like a man of i9o 
worth. 

Ken. Well, George, wilt* thou leave 
Wakefield and wend with me, I’ll freely put 
up all and pardon thee. 

Geo. Ay, my lord, considering me one 
thing,* you will leave these arms, and follow 
your good king. 

Ken. Why, George, I rise not against 
King Edward, but for the poor that is op- 
pressed by wrong; and, if King Edward *» 
will redress the same. I will not offer him 

* Dearly abide. 

* If thou wilt. 

* If you will take n piece of advice frviin me. 
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disparagement, but othenvise ; and so let 
this suffice. Thou hear’st the reason why I 
rise in arms: Now, wilt thou leave Wake- 
field and wend with me, I’ll make thee cap- 
tain of a hardy band, and, when I have my 
will, dub thee a knight. 

Geo. Why, my lord, have you any hope 
to win? 

Ken. Why, there is a prophecy doth no 
say that King James and I shall meet at 
London, and make the king vail bonnet to 
us both. 

Geo. If this were true, my lord, this were 
a mighty reason. 

Ken. Why, it is a miraculous prophecy, 
and cannot fail. 

Geo. Well, my lord, you have almost 
turned me. — Jenkin, come hither. 

Jen. Sir? _ 

Geo. Go your ways home, sir, and drive 
me those three horses home unto my house, 
and pour them down a bushel of good oats. 

Jen. Well, I will.— [aside]. Must I give 
these scurvy horses oats? 

. Exit Jenkin 

Geo. Will it please you to command your 
train aside? 

Ken. Stand aside. 

Exit the train 

Geo. Now list to me : Here in a wood, 
not far from hence, there dwells an old 
man in a cave alone, that can foretell what 
fortunes shall befall you, for he is greatly 
skilful in magic art. Go you three to him 
early m the morning, and question him: if 
he says good, why, then, my lord, I am the 
toremost man who will march up with your 
camp to Loudon. 

George, thou honorest me in this, 
Hut where shall we find him out? 

conduct you to uo 
the place; but, good, my lord, tell me true 
what the wise man saith. 

Ken. That will I, as I am Earl of Kendal, 

Geo. Why, then, to honor George a 
Cireene the more, vouchsafe a piece of beel 
at my poor house; you shall have wafer- 
cakes your fill, a piece of beef hung up since 

Martlemas: ’ if that like you not, take what 
you bring, for me. 

Ken. Gramercies, George. » 

Exeunt omnci 

* MartinmaB, November IX. 


[SCENE VII] 

{Before Grime’s house'\ 

{Enter George a Greene’s hoy Wily, dis- 
guised like a woman, to M [aster] 

Grime’s 

Wily. 0, what is love ! it is some mighty 
power, 

Else could it never conquer G[eorge] a 
Greene. 

Here dwells a churl that keeps away his 
lov’e; 

I know the worst, and if M be espied, 

Tis but a beating; and if I by this means 

Can get fair Bettris forth* her father’s door, 

It is enough. Venus for me, and all gods 
alone * 

Be aiding to my wily enterprise! 

He knocks at the door 

Enter Grime 

Grime. How now! wffio knocks there? 
what would you have? 

From whence came you? where do you 
dwell ? „ 

Wily. I am, forsooth, a sempster's maid 
hard by. 

That hath brought work home to your 
daughter. 

Grime. Nay, are you not 
Some crafty quean that comes from George 
a Greene, 

That rascal, with some letters to my 
daughter? 

I will have you searched. 

Wily. Alas, sir, it is Hebrew unto me, 

To tell me of George a Greene or any other! 
Search me, good sir, and if you find a letter 
about me, let me have the punishment 
that’s due. » 

Grime. Why are you muffled? I like you 
the worse for that. 

Wily. I am not, sir, ashamed to show my 
face ; 

Yet loth I am my cheeks should take the 
air: 

Not that I’m chary of my beauty’s hue* 

But that I’m troubled with the toothache 
sore. {XJnmujjiesI 

* And if, an if = if. 

* Through. 

* And all the other gods aside. Q reads gott for 
gods. 
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Grime, [aside] A pretty wench, of smiling 
countenance I 

Old men can like, altliough tliey cannot 
love ; 

Ay, and love, though not so brief as young 
men can. — 

Well, go in, my wench, and speak wi(h iny 
daughter. 

Exit (Wily inlo the house] 

I wonder much at the Earl of Kendal, 

Being a mighty man, as still he is, 

Vet for to be a traitor to his king. 

Is more than God or man will well allow. 

But what a fool am I to talk of him! 

My mind is more here of the pretty las.s. 

Had she brought .some forty pounds to town, 

I could be content to make her mv wife: 

% 

Yet I have heard it in a proverb said. 

He that is old and marries with a lass, 
lues but at home, and proves himself an 

USS. 40 

Enter, [from the house], Bettkis in 
Wily’.s apparel, to Grime 

How now. my wench I how is’t? what, not a 
word? — ■ 

Alas, poor soul, the toothache plagues her 
sore. — 

Well, my wench, here is an angel* for to 
buy thee pins. 

And I pray thee use mine house; 

The oftencr, the more welcome: farewell. 

Exit 

Bel. O blessed love, and blcvssed fortune 
both ! 

But, Bettris, stand not here to talk of love. 
But hie thee straight unto thy George a 
Greene : 

Never went roebuck swifter on the downs 
Than I will trip it till I sec my George, w 

Exit [Bettris] 

[SCENE VIII] 

[Before the caoe. of the old man near 

Wakefield] 

Enter the Earl op Kendal. LfoitD] Box- 
FiEiJ), Sir GiiJiERT Armstrong, and 
Je.-ki.n, the clown 

Ken. Come away, , Tonkin. 

Jen. Come, hero i.s his house. 

— Whore bo you, ho? 

* A gold coin wortli nbont ten shilHngs. 


Geo. [w7/im] Who knocks there? 

Ken. Here are two or three poor men, 
father, would speak with you. 

Geo. [w’lt/i/n] Pray, give your man leave 
to lead me forth. 

Ken. Go. Jonkin. fetch him forth. 

Jen. Come, old man. lo 

Enter George a Greene disguised 

Ken. Father, here is three poor men come 
to question 

Thee a word in secret that concerns their 
lives. 

Geo. Say on, my sons. 

Ken. Father. I am sure you hear the 
news, how that 

The Earl of Kendal wars against the king. 
Now, father, we three arc gentlemen by 
birt h. 

But younger brethren that want revenues, 
And for tho liope we ha\’e to be preferred, 
If that we knew that we shall win, 

Wo will march with him: if not, » 

We will not march a foot to London more. 
Therefore, good father, tell us what shall 
happen. 

Whether the king or the Earl of Kendal 
shall win. 

Geo. The king, my son. 

Ken. Art thou sure of that? 

Geo. Ay, as sure as thou art Henry Mom- 
ford, 

The one Lford] Bonfield, the other Sir 
Gilbert. 

Ken. Why, this is wondrous, being blind 
of sight. 

His deep perseverance* should be such to 
know us. 

Arm. Magic is mighty and foretelleth 
great matters. ao 

Indeed, father, here is the earl come to see 
thee, 

And therefore, good father, fable not with 
him. 

Geo. Welcome is the earl to my poor cell, 
And so are you, my lords; but let me coun- 
sel you 

To leave these wars against your king, and 
live in quiet. 

Ken. Father, we come not for advice in 
war, 

' INnvivoraiiw, power of perception. 


I * • • 

. Vlll. 


THE PINNER OF WAKEFIELD 


93 


But to know whether we shall win or leese.' 
Geo. Lose, gentle lords, but not by good 
King Edward ; 

A baser man shall give you all the foil. 
Ken. Aye, marry, father, what man is 
that? <0 

Geo. Poor George a Greene, the Pinner. 
Ken. What shall ho? 

Geo. Pull all your plumes, and sore dis- 
honor you. 

Ken. He! as how? 

Geo. Nay, the end tries all; but so it will 
fall out. 

Ken. But so it shall not, by mv Iionorl 
Christ I 

I II raise my camp, and fire Wakefield town, 
And take that servile Pinner George a 
Greene, 

And butcher him before King Edward’s face. 

Geo. Good my lord, be not offended, » 
For I speak no more than art reveals to me : 
And for greater proof, 

Give your man leave to fetch me my staff. 
Ken. Jenkin, fetch him his walking-staff. 

[Gives George his stafj} 
Jen. Here is your walking-staff. 

Geo. I’ll prove it good upon your car- 
cases; 

[Throws off his disguise] 
A wiser wizard never met you yet. 

Nor one that better could foredoom your 
fall. 

Now I have singled you here alone,® 

I care not, though you be three to one. « 
Ken. Villain, hast thou betrayed us? 

Geo. Momford, thou liest, ne’er was I 
traitor yet; 

Only devised this guile to draw you on 
For to be combatants. 

Now conquer me, and then march on to 
London I 

But shall go hard® but I will hold you task.' 
Arm. Come, my lord, cheerly, I’ll kill him 
hand to hand. 

Ken. A thousand pound to him that 
strikes that stroke! 

Geo. Then give it me, for I will have the 
first. 

Here they fight; George kills Sir 
Gi^esit and takes the other two prisoners 
oon. Stay, George, we do appeal. 

* Lose. 

t Separa^d you from your followers. 

A familiar omission of the subject, it. 

Adams queries, fast. 


Geo. To whom? 

Bon. Why, to the king: 

For rather had we bide what he appoints, 
Than here be murdered by a ser^dle groom. 
Ken. What wilt thou do with us? 

Geo. Even as Lord Bonfield wished, 

You shall unto the king: and, for that pur- 
pose, 

Pee where the Justice is placed. 

Enti.- Justice 

Jus. Now, my Lord of Kendal, where be 
all your threats? 

Even as the cause, so is the combat fallen, .0 
Else one could never have conquered three. 
Ken. I pray thee, Woodroffe, do not twit 
me; 

If I have faulted, I must make amends. 
Geo. Master Woodroffe, here is not a 
place for many words: 

I beseech ye, sir, discharge all his soldiers. 
That every man may go home unto his 
own house. 

Jus. It shall be so. What wilt thou do, 
George? 

Geo. Master Woodroffe, look to your 
charge ; 

Leave me to myself. 

Jus. Come, my lords. « 

Exit all hut George 
Geo. Here sit thou, George, wearing a 
willow wreath. 

As one despairing of thy beauteous love: 

Fie, George! no more; 

Pine not away for that w’hich cannot be, 

I cannot joy in any earthly bliss, 

So long as I do want my Bettris. 

Enter Jenkin 

Jen. Who see a master of mine? 

Geo. How now, sirrah! whither away? 

Jen. Whither away! why, who do 3'ou 
take me to be? 

Geo. Why, Jenkin, my man. 100 

Jen. I was so once indeed, but now the 
case is altered. 

Geo. I pray thee, as how? 

Jen. Were not you a fortune-teller to- 
day? 

Geo. Well, what of that? 

Jen. So sure am I become a juggler. 
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What will you say if I juggle your sweet- 
heart ? 

Geo. Peace, prating losel!‘ her jealous 
father no 

Doth wait o’er her with such suspicious 


eyes, 

That, if a man but dally by her feet, 

He tliinks it straight a witch* to charnj his 


daughter. 

Jen. Well, what will you give me, if I 
bring her hither? 

Geo. A suit of green, and twenty crowns 
besides. 

Jen. W’cll, by your leave, give me room. 
You must give me something that you have 
lately worn. rx 

Geo. Here is a gown, will that ser\’c you? 

[Gives his gown] 
Jen. Ay, this will .serve me. Keep out of 
my circle, lest you be torn in pieces by 
she-devils. — Mistress Bettris, once, twice, 
thrice I 

[Jenkix throws 

the gown^ in, and she fRKTTUis] comes out 
O, is this no cunnnig? 

Geo. Is this my love, or is it but her 
shadow? 

Jen. Ay, this is the shadow', but here is 
the substance. 

Geo. Tell me. sweet love, what good for- 
tune brought thee hither? 

For one it was that favored George a 
Greene. ,^0 

Del. Both love and fortune brought me to 
my George, 

In whoso sweet sight is all iny heart’s con- 
tent. 

Geo. Tell me, sweet love, how cam’st 
thou from thy f.ather’.s? 

Bet. A willing mind hath many slips in 
love: 

It was not I, but Wily, thy sweet boy. 

Geo. And where is Wily now? 

Bet. In my apparel, in my chamber still. 
Geo. Jenkin, come hither: go to Brad- 
ford, 

And listen out^ your fellow Wily. — 

Come, Bettris, let us in. i.o 

And in my cottage we will sit and talk. 

Exeunt omnes 

> Fool. 

* OfU-n masculine, as here. 

*Q roiul ffround. Tlic gown has been Qeortro's 
UiSKuise, Bettris comes out of the supposed cave 

* Find out about. 



I [SCENE IX] 

[Camp of Kino Edward] 

Enter Kino Edw.mid, the King of Scots, 
Lord Warwick, young Cuddy, 
and their Train 

K. Edw. Brother of Scotland, I do hold it 
hard. 

Seeing a league of truce was late confirmed 

’Twixt you and me, without displeasure 
offered 

^ ou should make such invasion in my land. 

The vows of kings should be as oracles, 

Not blemi.'shed with the stain of any breach; 

Chiefly where fealty and homage willeth it. 

K. James. Brother of England, rub not 
the sore afresh; 

My conscience grieves me for my deep mis- 
deed, 

I have the worst; of thirty thousand men. lo 

There ’scap’d not full five thousand from 
the field. 

K. Edw. Gramcrcy, Musgrove, else it had 
gone hard: 

Cuddy, I'll quite thee well ere we tw’o part. 

E. James. But had not his old father, 
William Musgrove, 

Played twice the man, I had not now been 
here. 

A stronger man I seldom felt before; 

But one of more resolute valiance, 

Treads not, I think, upon the English 
ground, 

K. Edw. I wot well, Musgrove shall not 
lo.se his hire. 

Cud. An it please your grace, my father 
was 

Five-score and three at mitlsummer last 
past : 

Yet had King Jamy been as good as George 
a Greene, 

Yet Billy Musgrove would have fought with 
him. 

K. Edw. As George n Greene I 

I pray thee, Cuddy, let mo question thee. 

Much have I heard, since I came to my 
crown, 

Many in manner of a proverb say, 

"Were ho as good as George a Greene, I 
would strike him sure;” 

I pray thee, tell me, Cuddy, canst thou in- 
form me, 
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What is that George a Greene? m 

Cud. Know, my lord, I never saw the 
man, 

But mickle talk is of him in the country: 
They say he is the Pinner of Wakefield 
town : 

But for his other qualities, I let aIone.‘ 
War. May it please your grace, I know 
the man too well. 

K. Edw. Too well! why so, Warwick? 
War. For once he swinged me till my 
bones did ache. 

K. Edw. Why, dares he strike an earl? 
War. An earl, my lord! nay, he will strike 
a king. 

Be it not King Edward. For stature he is 
framed «, 

Like to the picture of stout Hercules, 

And for his carriage passeth Robin Hood. 
The boldest earl or baron of your land, 

That offereth scath * unto the town of 
Wakefield, 

George will arrest his pledge unto the 
pound ; 

And whoso resisteth bears away the blows, 
For he himself is good enough for three. 

K. Edw. Why, this is wondrous: my Lord 
of Warwick, 

Sore do I long to see this George a Greene. 
But leaving him, what shall we do, my lord. 
For to* subdue the rebels in the north? si 
They are now marching up to Doncaster. — 

Enter one with the Earl of Kendal 

'prisoner 

Soft! who have we there? 

Cud. Here is a traitor, the Earl of 
Kendal. 

K. Edw. Aspiring traitor! how darest 
thou 

Once cast thine eyes upon thy sovereign 
that honored thee with kindness, and with 
favor? 

But I will make thee buy^ this treason dear. 

Ken. Good my lord, 

K. Edw. Reply not, traitor. — <» 

^11 me, Cuddy, whose deed of honor 
Won the victory against this rebel? 

0^^. George a Greene, the Pinner of 

Wakefield. 

of them. 

I iDiury. 

A common old idiom. 


K. Edw. George a Greene! now shall I 
hear news 

Certain, what this Pinner is. 

Discourse it briefly, Cuddy, how it befell. 
Cud. Kendal and Bonfield, with Sir Gil- 
bert Armstrong, 

Came to Wakefield town disguised, 

And there spoke ill of your grace; 

Which George but hearing, felled them at 
his feet, -o 

And, had not rescue come into the place, 
George had slain them in his close* of 
wheat. 

K. Edw. But, Cuddy, 

Canst thou not tell where I might give and 
grant 

Something that might please 

And highly gratify the Pinner’s thoughts? 

Cud. This at their parting George did 
say to me: 

If the king vouchsafe of this my service. 
Then, gentle Cuddy, kneel upon thy knee, 
And humbly crave a boon of him for me." so 

K. Edw. Cuddy, what is it? 

Cud. It is his will your grace would 
pardon them. 

And let them live, although they have of- 
fended. 

K. Edw. I think the man striveth to be 
glorious. 

Well, George hath craved it, and it shall be 
granted, 

Which none but he in England should have 
gotten. — 

Live, Kendal, but as prisoner. 

So shalt thou end thy days within the 
Tow’er. 

Ken. Gracious is Edward to offending 
subjects. 

K. James. My Lord of Kendal, you’re 
welcome to the court. w 

K. Edw. Nay, but ill-come as it falls out 
now; 

Ay, ill-come indeed, were’t not for George 
a Greene. 

But, gentle king, for so you would aver. 

And Edward’s betters, I salute you both, 

And here I vow by good Saint George, 
You’ll gain but little when your sums are 
counted. 

I sore do long to see this George a Greene : 
And for because* I never saw the north, 

I will forthwith go see it; 

* Field, ® Inasmuch as. 
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And for that to none I will be known, we 
will 100 

Disguise ourselves and steal down secretly, 
Thou and I, King James, Cuddy, and two 
or three, 

And make a merry journey for a month. 
Away, then, conduct him to the Tower. 
Come on, King James, my heart must needs 
be merry, 

If fortune makes such havoc of our foes. 

Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE X] 

[Rodin Hood’s Retreat"] 

Enter Robin Hood, Maid Madian, Scarlet, 
a 7 id Much, the Millers Son 

Rob. Why is not lovely Marian blithe 
of cheer? 

What ails my Icman,' that she gins to 
lour? * 

Say. good Marian, why art thou so sad? 
Mar. Nothing, my Robin, grieves me to 
the heart 

But. whensoever I do walk abroad, 

I hear no songs but all of George a Greene; 
Beftris. his fair leman, passeth me: 

.\nd this, my Robin galls my very soul. 
Rob. Content: what recks it us though 
George a Greene be stout. 

So long as he docs proffer us no scath?’ lo 
Envy doth seldom hurt but to itself; 

.\nd therefore, Marian, smile upon thy 
Robin. 

.Mar. Never will Marian smile upon her 
Robin, 

Nor lie with him under the greenwood 
shade. 

Till that thou go to Wakefield on a green, 
And beat the Pinner for the love of me. 
Rob. Content thee, Marian, I will case 
thy grief. 

My merry men and I will thither stray; 
And hero I vow that, for the love of thee, 

I will beat George a Greene, or he shall 
beat me. so 

Scar. As I am Scarlet, next to Little John, 
One of the boldest yeomen of the crew, 

So will I wend with Robin all along, 

And try this Pinner what he dares do. 

Much. As I am Much, the miller’s son, 
That left my mill to go with thee, 

* Love. * Bcgltts to frown. » Injury. 


And nill * repent that I have done, 

This pleasant life contenteth me; 

In aught I may, to do thee good, 

I’ll live and die with Robin Hood. «> 

Mar. And, Robin, Marian she will go with 
thee, 

To see fair Bettris how bright she is of 
blec.“ 

Rob. Marian, thou shalt go with thy 
Robin. — 

Bend up your bows, and see your strings be 
tight, 

The arrows keen, and everj’thing be ready, 
And each of you a good bat ® on his neck, 
Able to lay a good man on the ground. 
Scar. I will have Friar Tuck’s. 

Much. I will have Little John’s. 

Rob. I will have one made of an ashen 
plank,^ 

Able to bear a bout or two. — 

Then come on, Marian, lot us go; 

For before the sun doth show the morning 

<iay, 

I will be at Wakefield to sec this Pinner, 
George a Greene. Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE XI] 

[Bradford] 

Enter a Shoemaker sitting upon the 
staffc at work: Jenkin to hitfi 

Jen. My masters, he that hath neither 
meat nor money, and hath lost his credit 
with the alewifc, for anything I know, mav 
go suppericss to bed.— But, soft! who is 
here? here is a shoemaker; he knows where 
is the best ale. Shoemaker, I pray thee tell 
me, where is the best nlc in the town? 

Shoe. Afore, afore, follow thy nose; at 
the sign of the Egg-shell. 

Jen. Come, shoemaker, if thou wilt, w 
and take thy part of a pot. 

Shoe. [comi 7 ig forward] Sirrah, down with 
your staff, dowm with your staff. 

Jen. Why, how now* I is the fellow mad? 
I pray thee tell me, why should I hold down 
iny staff? 

Shoe. You will down with him, will you 
not, sir? 

* Will not, 

’ foinploxion. 

*Cii.1ko|, staff or single-stlcV, 

* Q plunk. 
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Jen. Why, tell me wherefore? 

Shoe. My friend, this is the town of » 
merry Bradford,^ and here is a custom held, 
that none shall pass with his staff on his 
shoulders but he must have a bout with 
me; and so shall you, sir. 

Jen. And so will not I, sir. 

Shoe. That will I tiy. Barking dogs bite 
not the sorest. 

Jen, [(Wide] I would to God I were once 
well rid of him. 

Shoe. Now, what, will you down with so 
your staff? 

Jen. Why, you are not in earnest, are 
you? 

Shoe. If I am not, take that. 

[Strikes him] 

Jen. You whoreson, cowardly scab, it is 
but the part of a clapperdudgeon* to strike 
a man in the street. But darest thou walk 
to the town’s end with me? 

Shoe. Ay, that I dare do; but stay till I 
lay in my tools, and I will go with thee « 
to the town’s end presently.’ 

Jen. [aside] I would I knew how to be rid 
of this fellow. 

Shoe. Come, sir, will you go to the town’s 
end now, sir? 

Jen. Ay, sir, come. — 


[They walk across the staye 

and arrive the town’s end] 

Now we are at the town’s end, what say 
you now? 


Shoe. 

bout. 


Marry, come, let us even have a 

60 


Jen. Ha, stay a little; hold thy hands, I 
pray thee. 

Shoe. Why, what’s the matter? 
den. Faith, I am Under-pinner of a town, 
and there is an order, which if I do not 

^ turned out of mine office. 

Shoe. What is that, sir? 

Jen. Whensoever I go to fight with any- 

^ my staff thrice about 

®y head before I strike, and then show « 
ao favor. 

Shoe. Well, sir, and till then I will not 
stnke thee. 

Jen. Well, sir, here is once, twice; — 
ere is my hand, I will never do it the third 


J § reads Wakefield. 
Beggar. 

At once. 



Shoe. Why, then, I see we shall not fight. 
Jen. Faith, no: come, I will give thee 
two pots of the best ale, and be friends. 

Shoe, [aside] Faith, I see it is as hard to 
to get water out of a flint as to get him to 
have a bout with me: therefore I will enter 
into him for some good cheer.— My friend, I 
see thou art a faint-hearted fellow, thou 
hast no stomach^ to fight, therefore let us 
go to the ale-house and drink. 

Jen. Well, content; go thy ways, and 
say thy prayers, thou ’scapest my hands 
to-day. Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE XII] 

[Wakefield] 

Enter Georgo a Greene and Bettris 

Geo. Tell me, sweet love, how is thy 
mind content? 

What, canst thou brook to live with George 
a Greene? 

Bet. 0, George, how little pleasing are 
these words! 

Came I from Bradford for the love of thee, 
And left my father for so sweet a friend? 
Here will I live until my life do end. 

Geo. Happy am I to have so sweet a 
love. — 

But what are these come tracing * here 
along? 

Bet. Three men come striking through 
the corn, my love. 

Enter Robin Hood, and Marian, and 

His Train 

Geo. Back again, you foolish travellers, w 
For you are wrong, and may not wend this 
way. 

Rob. That were great shame. Now, by 
my soul, proud sir, 

We be three tall ’ yeomen, and thou art but 
one. — 

Come, we will forward in despite of him. 
Geo. Leap the ditch, or I will make you 
skip. 

What, cannot the highway serve your turn, 
But you must make a path over the com? 
Rob. Why, art thou mad? dar’st thou en- 
counter three? 

' Courage. * Walking single file. • Bold. 
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Wg are no babes, man. look upon our limbs. 
Geo. Sirrah, the biggest limbs have not 
the stoutest hearts. 20 

Were ye as good as Robin Hood and his 
three merr\' men. 

I’ll drive you back the same way that ye 
came. 

Bo ye men, ye scorn to encounter me all at 
once; 

But be ye cowards, set upon me all three, 
And try the Pinner what he dares perform. 

^iVar. Were thou as high in deeds 
A.s thou art haughty in words, 

Thou well might’st be a champion for the 
king: 

But empty vessels have the loudest sound.-*. 
And cowards prattle more than men of 
worth. 30 

Geo. Sirrah, darest thou try me? 

Scar. Ay, sirrah, that I dare. 

They fight, and George a Greene beats him 
Much. How nowl what, art thou down? — 
Come, sir, I am next. 

They fight, and George a Greene beats him 
Rob. Come, sirrah, now to me: spare me 
not, 

For ni not spare thee. 

Geo. Make no doubt I'll bo as liberal 
to thee. 

They fight; Robin Hood stays 
Rob. Stay, George, for here I do protest, 
Thou art the stoutest champion that ever I 
Laid hand.s upon. 40 

Geo. Soft, you .-^ir! by your leave, you lie; 
You never yet laid hands on me. 

Rob. George, wilt thou forsake Wakefield, 
And go with me? 

Two liveries will I give thee every year. 
And forty crowns shall be thy fee. 

Geo. Why, w’ho art thou? 

Rob. Why, Robin Hood: 

I am come hither with my Marian 
And these my . eomen for to visit thee. «> 
Geo. Robin Hood! 

Next to King Edward art thou lief* to me. 
Welcome, sweet Robin; welcome, Maid 
Marian ; 

And welcome, you my friends. Will you to 
my poor house? 

You shall have wafer-cakes your fill, 

A piece of beef hung up since Martlemas,* 
Mutton and veal: if this like you not, 

* Ppor. 

^ Miirtirim:iss, Nuvcmlx^r 11. 


Take that you find, or that you bring, for 
me. 

Rob. Godamcrcie.s* good George, 

I’ll be thy guest to-day. eo 

Geo. Robin, therein thou honorest me. 

I'll lead the way. Exeunt 

[SCENE XIII] 

[BradfoTd'\ 

Enter Kino Edward and Kino James 
disguised, u-ith two staves 

K. Edw. Como on, King James; now we 
are thus disguised. 

There's none, I know, will take us to be 
kings: 

I think we arc now in Bradford, 

Where all the merry shoemakers dwell. 

Enter {several} Shocmakerfs] 

[First] Shoe. Down with your staves, my 
friends, 

Down with them. 

K. Edw. Down with our staves! I pray 
thee, why so? 

[First! Shoe. My friend, I see thou art a 
stranger here, 

Else wouldst tliou not have question’d of 
the thing. 

This is the town of merry Bradford, lo 

And here hath been a custom kept of old, 
That none may bear his staff upon his neck, 
But trail it all along throughout the town. 
Unless they mean to have a bout with me. 

K. Edw. But hear you, sir, hath the king 
granted you this custom? 

[First] Shoe. King or kaiser, none shall 
pa.s.s this way, 

Except King Edward; 

No, not the stoutest groom that haunta his 
court ; 

Therefore down with your staves. w 

K. Edw. What were \vc best to do? 

K. James. Faith, my lord, they are stout 
fellows; 

And, because we will sec some sport, 

We will trail our staves. 

K. Edw. Hear’st thou, my friend? 
Because we are men of peace and travellers, 
We are content to trail our staves. 

‘ Ood have mercy. 
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[FiVsi] Shoe. The way lies before you, go 
along. 

Enter Robin Hood and George a Greene, 

disguised 

Rob. See, George, two men are passing 
through the town, 

Two lusty men, and yet they trail their 
staves. 80 

Geo. Robin, they are some peasants 
tricked in yeoman’s weeds. — 

Hollo, you two travellers! 

K. Edw. Call you us, sir? 

Geo. Ay, you. Are ye not big enough to 
bear 

Your bats upon your necks, but you must 
trail them 

Along the streets? 

K. Edw. Yes, sir, we are big enough; but 
here is a custom kept, 

That none may pass, his staff upon his neck, 

Unless he trail it at the weapon’s point. 

Sir, we are men of peace, and love to sleep « 

In our whole skins, and therefore quietness 
is best. 

Geo. Base-minded peasants, worthless to 
be men! 

What, have you bones and limbs to strike 
a blow. 

And be your hearts so faint you cannot 
fight? 

Were t not for shame, I would drub * your 
shoulders well, 

And teach you manhood ’gainst another 
time. 

[first] Shoe. Well preach’d, Sir Jack! 
down with your staff! 

K.Edw. Do you hear, my friends? an you 
be wise, keep down 

our staves, for all the town will rise upon 
you. 

Geo. Thou speakest like an honest, quiet 
fellow: „ 

ut hear you me ; in spite of all the swains 

1 Bradford to^vn, bear me your staves 
upon your necks, 

to begin withal, I’ll baste you both so 
well. 

You were never better basted in your lives. 

K. Edw. We will hold up our staves. 

George a Greene fights with 

ne Shoemakers, and beats them all down 

* Q tfAr«6. 


Geo. What, have you any more? 

Call all 3'our town forth, cut and longtail.* 
[The Shoemakers spy George a Greene 

[first] Shoe. What, George a Greene, is 
it you? A plague found “ you! 

I think you longed to swinge me well. 
Come, George, we will crush a pot before 
we part. eo 

Geo. A pot, you slave! we will have an 
hundred. — 

Here, Will Perkins, take my purse; fetch me 
A stand of ale,^ and set in the market- 
place, 

That all may drink that are athirst this 
day; 

For this is for a fee to welcome Robin Hood 
To Bradford town. 

They bring out a stand 
of ale and fall a-drinking 
Here, Robin, sit thou here; 

For thou art the best man at the board this 
day. 

You that are strangers, place yourselves 
where you will. 

Robin, here's a carouse to good King Ed- 
ward’s self; 70 

And they that love him not, I would we had 
The basting of them a little. 

Enter the Earl of Warwick vjith other 

Noblemen, bringing out the King’s gar- 
ments; then George a Greene and 
the rest kneel down to the King. 

K. Edw. Come, masters, ale — fellows. — 
Nay, Robin, 

You are the best man at the board to-day. — 
Rise up, George. 

Geo. Nay, good my liege, ill-nurtured we 
were, then: 

Though we Yorkshire men be blunt of 
speech. 

And little skilled in court or such quaint 
fashions, 

Yet nature teacheth us duty to our king; 
Therefore I humbly beseech you pardon 
George a Greene. » 

Rob. And, good my lord, a pardon for 
poor Robin; 

And for us all a pardon, good King Edward. 

* Derived from the language of the chase, ^'dogs 
of all kinds/* 

- Confound. 

* A table set forth with ale. 
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[First] Shoe. I pray you, a pardon for 
the Shoemakers. 

K. Edw. I frankly grant a pardon to you 
all : [They rise] 

And, George a Greene, give me thy hand; 
There’s none in England that shall do thee 
wrong. 

Even from my court I came to see thyself; 
And now I see that fame speaks naught but 
truth. 

Geo. I humbly thank your royal majesty. 
That which I did against the Earl of Ken- 
dal, DO 

Twas but a subject’s duty to his sovereign, 
And therefore little merits such good words. 
K. Edw. But ere I go. I’ll grace thee with 
good deeds. 

Say what King Edward may perform, 

And thou shalt have it, being in England’s 
bounds. 

Geo. I have a lovely leman,* 

As bright of bice* as is the silver moon, 
And old Grime her father will not let her 
match 

With me, because I am a Pinner, 
Although I love her, and she me, dearly, too 
K. Edw. Where is she? 

Geo. At home at my poor house, 

And vows never to marry tmlcss her father 
Give consent; which is my great grief, my 
lord. 

K. Edw. If this bo all, I will despatch it 
straight ; 

I’ll send for Grime and force him give his 
grant : 

He will not deny King Edward such a suit. 


Enter Jenkin and speaks 


Ho, who saw a master of mine? 0, he is 
gotten into company, an a body should rake 
hell for company. 

Geo. Peace, yc slave! sec where King 
Edward is. 

K. Edw. George, what is he? 

Geo. I beseech your grace pardon him; 
he is my man. 

[Fir.?/] Shoe. Sirrah, the king hath been 
driDking with us, and did pledge us too, 

Jen. Hath he so? kneel ; I dub you gen- 
tlemen. 

[First] Shoe. Beg it of the king, Jen- iso 
km. 


* Lover. 


* Complcetlon, color. 


Jen. I will. — I beseech your worship grant 
me one thing. 

K. Edw. What is that? 

Jen. Hark in your ear. 

He whispers the king in the ear 
K. Edw. Go your ways, and do it. 

Jen. Come, down on your knees, I have 
got it. 

[Etrst] Shoe. Let us hear what it is first. 
Jen. Marry, because you have drunk w 
with the king, and the king hath so gra- 
ciously pledged you, you shall be no more 
called Shoemakers; but you and yours, to 
the world’s end, shall be called the trade 
of the Gentle Craft. 

[First] Slioo. I beseech your majesty re- 
form this which he hath spoken. 

Jen. I beseech your majesty consume this 
which he hath spoken. 

K. Edw. Confirm it, you would say. — 
Well, he hath done it for you, it is suf- 
ficient. 

Come, George, we will go to Grime, and 
have thy love. 

Jen. I am sure your worship will abide; 
for yonder is coming old Musgrove and mad 
Cuddy his son.— Master, my fellow Wily 
comes dressed like a woman, and Master 
Grime will marrj' Wily. Here they come. 

Enter MrsenovE and Cuddy; and M.^ster 
Grime, Wily [di.sgui.'^cd as a teowjan], 
Maid Marian, and Bettris 

K. Edw. Which is thy old father. Cuddy? 
Cud. This, if it please your majesty. 

[Musqrove] knccl[s] 
K. Edw. Ah, old Musgrove, stand up; iw 
It fits not such grey hairs to kneel, 

Mus. [rtsi«{ 7 ] Long live my sovereign! 
Long and Imppy be his days! 

gracious lord, a simple gift 
At Billy Musgrovo’s hand. 

King James at Middlohnm Castle gave me 
this; 

This won the honor, and this give I thee. 

[Gives su'ord to Kino Edward 

K. Edw. Godnmcrcy, Musgrove, for this 
friendly gift; 

And, for thou fell’dst a king with this same 
weapon. 

This blade shall here dub valiant Musgrove 
knight. 
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Mus. Alas, what hath your highness 
done? I am poor. 

K. Edw. To mend thy living take thou 
Middleham Castle, 

And hold of me.^ And if thou want living, 
complain; 

Thou shalt have more to maintain thy es- 
tate. — 

George, which is thy love? 

Geo. This, if please your majesty. 

K. Edw. Art thou her aged father? 
Grime. I am, an it like your majesty. 

K. Edw. And wilt not give thy daughter 
unto George? 

Grime. Yes, my lord, if he will let me 170 
marry with this lovely lass. 

K. Edw. What say’st thou, George? 

Geo. With all my heart, mj^ lord, I give 
consent. 

Grime. Then do I give my daughter unto 
George. 

'Wily. Then shall the marriage soon be at 
an end. 

Witness, my lord, if that I be a woman ; 

[Throws off his disguise] 

^r I am Wily, boy to George a Greene, 

Who for my master wrought this subtle 
shift.* 

K. Edw. What, is it a boy? — what say’st 
thou to this, Grime? 

Grime. Marry, my lord, I think this boy 
hath 180 

More knavery than all the world besides. 

let am I content that George shall both 
have 

*I^'Jghter and my lands. 

K. Edw. Now, George, it rests I gratify 
thy worth: 

And therefore here I do bequeath to thee, 

Q full possession, half that Kendal hath; 
nd w^t as Bradford holds of me in chief, 
give it frankly unto thee for ever. 

Q The hold of both. » Clever trick. 


Kneel down, George. 

Geo. What will your majesty do? 

K. Edw. Dub thee a knight, George. 

Geo. I beseech your grace, grant me one 
thing. 

K. Edw. What is that? 

Geo. Then let me live and die a yeoman 
still : * 

So was my father, so must live his son. 
For ’tis more credit to men of base degree, 
To do great deeds, than men of dignity. 

K. Edw. Well, be it so, George. 

K. James. I beseech your grace despatch* 
with me. 

And set down my ransomo. soo 

K. Edw. George a Greene, 

Set down the King of Scots his ransom. 

Geo. I beseech your grace pardon me; 

It passeth my skill. 

K. Edw. Do it, the honor’s thine. 

Geo. Then let King James make good 
Those towns which he hath burnt upon the 
borders ; 

Give a small pension to the fatherless, 
Whose fathers he caused murdered in those 
wars ; 

Put in pledge for these things to your grace, 
And so return. cii 

K. Edw. King James, are you content? 

K. James. I am content, an like your 
majest)'. 

And will leave good castles in security. 

K. Edw. I crave no more. — Now, George 
a Greene, 

I’ll to thy house; and when I have supt, I’ll 
go 

To ask and see if Jane a Barley be so fair 
As good King James reports her for to be. 
And for the ancient custom of Vail staff, 
Keep it still, claim privilege from me I 220 
If any ask a reason why, or how. 

Say, English Edward vailed his staff to you. 

* Always. 

* Immediate decision in my case. 
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General agreement assigns the first performance of Doctor Faustus to the winter 
of 1588-89, following the second part of Tamburlaine. Faiistuj^ enjoyed extraordinary 
popularity with Edward Alleyn in the title role, being acted, on the evidence of 
Henslowe, twenty-four times between September. 1594, and January, 1597. On January 
7, 1601, “a book called the play of Doctor Faustus” was entered in the Register of the 
Stationers’ Company, but no copy bearing so early a date survives. The earliest 
edition extant is the quarto of 1604, which exists in but a single copy, that of the 
Bodleian Library, Oxford. This, the present edition follows as that, in all likelihood, 
nearest the text of the author, although it seems curtailed, incomplete and “debased 
by a dozen years of theatrical manipulation and by careless printing,” as Tucker 
Brooke puts it. Eight later quartos follow’ed this, between 1609 and 1663, those of 
1616 to 1631 displaying a text both amplified and recast, and also corrupted. It is 
unlikely that these later quartos add any word which was Marlowe’s. The source of 
this play is the German Faustbuch of 1587, which Marlowe doubtless read in an 
English translation, although none of so early a date is extant. 

Christopher Marlowe was bom in 1564 about a month before Shakespeare. His 
home was Canterbury, his father a shoemaker and parish clerk. Christopher went 
from the King’s school in Canterbury to Cambridge in 1581, taking his degrees B.A. 
in 1584 and M.A. in 1587. It was doubtless in this year that he wrote Tamburlaine, 
an immediate dramatic success, soon followed by a second part. His other works 
besides those of the text are The Jew of Malta, The Massacre at Paris, and Dido, 
in which Nash assisted, these t\vo last dating not long before his death in 1590. 
Marlowe led an ungovemed life, though a remaining manuscript of his discloses a 
freethinking rather than an atheistical mind. Marlowe’s death was disreputable, and 
legend attaches to it. We now know definitely that he was killed in self-defense by 
one Ingram Frizer, during an altercation concerning the reckoning at a tavern in 
Deptford, May 30, 1593; and that Frizer was subsequently granted a royal pardon for 
the deed. See J. Leslie Hotson, Atlantic Monthly, June, 1925, p. 740. 

A complete edition of The Works of Christopher Marlowe is that of C. F. Tucker 
Brooke, 1910. 



[PERSONS IN THE PLAY 


Chorus 

Doctor Faustus 
Wagner, his Servant 
Good, and Evil Angel 
Valdes and Cornelius, Conjurors 
Three Scholars 
Mephistophius, a Devil 
The Clown 

Baliol, Beu;her, Lucifer, Belzebub 
and Other Demis 
The Seven Deadly Sins 
The Pope 


Cardinal of Lorrain 
Friars 

Robin, the Hostler 
Rafb 

A Vintner 

The Emperor 

A Knight and Attendants 

Spirits of Alescander and his Paramour 

A Horse-Courser 

The Duke of Vanholt and his Duchess 
An Old Man 

The Spirit of Helen of Troy 


ScEi^ Mainly the Study of Doctor Faustus; otherwise a Grove, the Pope’s Privy- 

Chamber at Rome, the Courts of the Emperor and the Duke of Vanholt and else- 
where.] 


THE TRAGICAL HISTORY OF DOCTOR FAUSTUS 


Christopher Marlowe 


Enter Chorus 


Chorus. Not marching now in fields of 
Trasimene, 

Where Mars did mate' the Carthaginians; 
Nor sporting in the dalliance of love, 

^ courts of kings where state is overturned ; 
Nor in the pomp of proud audacious deeds, 
Intends our Muse to vaunt his heavenly 
verse: 

O^y this, gentlemen — we must perform 
I he form* of Faustus’ fortunes, good or 
bad; 

To patient judgments we appeal our plaud,* 

- US in his infancy. lo 

Wow IS he bom, his parents base of stock, 
n Oermany, within a town called Rhodes ; * 
nper years to Wittenberg he went, 
nereas* his kinsmen chiefly brought him 
up. 

So soon he profits in divinity. 

plot of scholarism* graced, 
at shortly he was graced with doctor’s 
name, • 

Excelling all whose sweet delight disputes 
An heavenly mattere of theology; » 

• swollen with cunning,’ of a self-conceit, 

Waxen wings did mount above his 
reach, 

heavens conspired his over- 
throw ; 

Eo^ falling to a devilish exercise, 

Bp uow with learning’s golden gifts, 

upon cursed necromancy. 

Wh; sweet as magic is to him, 

A , .u® prefers before his chiefest bliss, 
this the man that in his study sits! 

Exit 

[SCENE II 

Enter Faustus in his Study 
®®ttle thy studies, Faustus, and 

’oiwne’’ * 'Where. 

* For * Scholarship. 

'Knowledge. 


To sound the depth of that thou wilt pro- 
fess; ' 

Having commenced, be a divine in show, 
Yet level at the end* of every art, 

And Jive and die in Aristotle’s works. 
Sweet Analytics,' ’tis thou hast ravished me, 

[Reads] 

Bene dissere est finis logices. 

Is to dispute well logic’s chiefest end? 
Affords this art no greater miracle? 

Then read no more, thou hast attained the 
end ; lo 

A greater subject fitteth Faustus’ wit; 

Bid 6v Kai fiii ov * farewell ; Galen come, 
Seeing Vbi desinit philosaphus ibi indpit 
medicus;* 

Be a physician, Faustus, heap up gold. 

And be eternized for some wondrous cure. 

[Reads] 

Summum bonum medicince sanitas, 

The end of physic is our body’s health. 
Why, Faustus, hast thou not attained that 
end? 

Is not thy common talk sound aphorisms?* 
Are not thy bills ’ hung up as monuments, » 
Whereby whole cities have escaped the 
plague, 

And thousand desperate maladies been 
eased? 

Yet art thou still but Faustus and a man. 
Wouldst thou make men to live eternally, 

Or, being dead, raise them to life again, 
Then this profession were to be esteemed. 
Physic, farewell. — Where is Justinian? 

[Reads] 

Si una eademque res legatur duobus, alter 
rem, alter valorem rei, etc* 

A pretty case of paltry legacies! [Reads] 
Exhoereditare filium non potest pater rdsi, 
etc? *0 

* Claim to know. 

* Aim at perfection in. 

* Logic. 

* Anstotle's being and not being. 

* Where the philosopher ends, the phjslclan begins. 

* Maxims of practice. 

’ Prescriptions. 

* If one and the same thing is willed to two, one 
gets the thing, the other the value of it. 

' The father can not disinherit a son, unless ■■ ' 
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Such is tlio subject of the Institute 
And universal body of the l:i\v.‘ 

His* study fits a morcenary drudfie. 

Who aims at nothinj; but external trash; 
Too servile and illiberal for me. 

When ail i.s done divinity i.s best; 

Jerome’s Bible, ^ Faustus, view it well. 

[/^rad.sl 

Stipendium peccatl mors est. Hal Stipin- 
dium, etc. 

The reward of sin is death. That’s hard. 

[/Jeads] 

Si peccasse negamus, jalUmur, et nulla csi in 
nobis vcrilas. «*• 

If we say that we liave no .sin we deceive 
ourselves, and there’s no truth in us. Why, 
then, belike we must sin, and so conse- 
quently die. 

Ay, we mu.st die an everlasting death. 

What doctrine call you tliis, Che sera sera, 
What will be. shall be?* Divinity, adieu I 
These metaphysics of magicians 
And necromantic books are heavenly: 
liines, circles, scenes, lotter.s, and characters: 
Ay, these are those that Faustus most de- 
sires. n 

0, what a world of profit and delight, 

Of power, of honor, of omnipotence 

1. s promised to the studious artisanl 

All things that move between the quiet 
poles 

Shall he at my command: emperors and 
kings 

Are but obeyed in their several provinces. 
Nor can they raise the wind or rend the 
clouds ; 

But liis dominion that exceed.s® in this 
Stretcludh as far as doth the mind of man, «o 
A sound magician is a mighty god: 

Here, Faustus, try thy brains to gain a 
deity. 

Wagner! 

Enter Wagner 

Commend me to my dearest friends, 
The German \’alde.s and Cornelius;* 
Request them earnestly to visit me. 

^ Ju.stiiiinn lUiman law in the Code, Pan* 

di'ct$ and Inxtiiutcs. 

3 Its, 

•The Vulffatc. 

• TIu* inGclcrn use of and shall was unknown 

to Marlowe. 

• Kxoids. 

• Vahl<«H is unknown ; Cornelius Agrippa was a 
fatuous scholar. 




Wag. I will, sir. Exit 

Faust. Their conference will be a greater 
help to me 

Than all my labors, plod I ne'er so fast. 

Enter the Good Angel and the Evil Angel 

G. Ang. O Faustusl lay that damned 
book aside. 

And gaze not on it lest it tempt thy soul, ^o 
And heap God’s heavy wrath upon thy 
head. 

Read, read the Scriptures: that is blas- 
pliemy. 

E. Ang. Go forward, Faustus, in that 
famous art, 

Wherein all Nature’s treasure is contained: 
Be thou on earth as Jove is in the sky. 
Lord and commander of these elements. 

Exeunt [Angels] 
Faust. How am I glutted with conceit* of 
this! 

Shall I make spirits fetch me what I please, 
Re.solve me of all ambiguities, 

Perform what desperate enterprise I will? 

I’ll have them fly to India for gold, 
Ransack the ocean for orient pearl,* 

And search all corners of the new-found 
world 

For pleasant fruits and princely delicates; 
I’ll have them read me strange philosophy 
And tell the secrets of all foreign kings; 

I'll have them wall all Germany with brass, 
And make swift Rhine circle fair Witten- 
berg, 

I’ll have them fill the public schools* with 
silk, 

Wherewith the students shall be bnwely 
clad; w 

I'll levy soldiers with the coin they bring, 
And chase the Prince of Parma from our 
land,* 

And reign sole king of all the provinces; 
Yea, stranger engines for the brunt of war 
Than was the fior>’ keel at Antwerp’s bridge,* 
I’ll make my sendle spirits to invent. 

• The thought. 

• Ot*'an anti India are trisyllabio, 

• Fill the universities wiUi Nvealth. 

• Tlie Netherlands which Pamm Teconquered for 
Spain. 

• A device used against Purina by the Dutch in 
1686. 
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Enter Valdes and Corneuus 

Come, German Valdes and Cornelius, 

And make me blest with your sage confer- 
ence. 

Valdes, sweet Valdes, and Cornelius, 

Know that your words have won me at the 
last 

To practise magic and concealed arts: 

Yet not your words onl}', but mine own 
fantasy 

That will receive no object;' lor my head 
But ruminates on necromantic skill. 
Philosophy is odious and obscure. 

Both law and physic are for petty wits; 
Divinity is basest of the three, 

Unpleasant, harsh, contemptible, and vile: 
Tis magic, magic that hath ravished me. 
Then, gentle friend.s, aid me in this attempt; 
And I that have with concise syllogisms 
Gravelled the pastors of the German church, 
And made the flowering pride of Wittenberg 
Swarm to my problems, as the infernal 
spirits 

On sweet Musaeus,' when he came to hell. 
Will be as cunning as Agrippa was, 

Whose shadows® made all Europe honor 
him. 

Vald. Faustus, these books, thy wit, and 
our e.xperience 

Shall make all nations to canonize us. 

As Indian Moors* obey their Spanish lords, 
So shall the spirits of every element 
always serviceable to us three; 

Like lions shall they guard us wlien we 
please ; 

Like Almain rutters® with their horsemen’s 
staves* 

Or Lapland giants, trotting by our sides; 
Sometimes like women or unwedded maids. 
Shadowing more beauty in their airy brows 
Than have the white breasts of the queen of 
love : 

From Venice shall they drag huge argosies, 
And from America the golden fleece 
That yearly stuffs old Philip’s treasury; 

If learnM Faustus will be resolute. 

Eaust. Valdes, as resolute am I in this 
As thou to live; therefore object it not. 

Com. The miracles that magic will per- 
form 

JBrooke no objection. * Virgil, j^neid, vi, 667. 
Shades raised by necromantic power, 

American Indians. ® German cavalry. Lances. 


Will make thee vow to study nothing else. 
He that is grounded in astrology, 

Enriched with tongues, well seen' in min- 
erals, 

Hath all the principles magic doth require. 
Then doubt not, Faustus, but to be re- 
nowned, 140 

And more frequented for this mystery 
Than heretofore the Delphian Oracle. 

The spirits tell mo they can dry the sea, 
And fetch the treasure of all foreign wracks, 
Ay, all the wealth that our forefathers hid 
Within the massy entrails of the earth; 
Then tell me, Faustus, what shall we three 
want? 

Fans. Nothing, Cornelius! 0, this cheers 
my soul ! 

Come show me some demonstrations mag- 
ical, 

That I may conjure in some lusty grove, xw 
And have these joj's in full possession. 
Vald. Then haste thee to some solitary 
grove, 

And boar wise Bacon’s and Albanus’ works,* 
The Hebrew Psalter and New Testament; 
And whatsoever else is requisite 
We will inform thee ere our conference 
cease. 

Corn. Valdes, first let him know the 
w’ords of art; 

And then, all other ceremonies learned, 
Faustus may try his cunning® by himself, 
Vald. First I’ll instruct thee in the rudi- 
ments, 

And then wilt thou be perfecter than I 
Faust. Then come and dine with me, and 
after meat. 

We’ll canvass every quiddity* thereof; 

For ere I sleep I’ll try what I can do: 
This night I’ll conjure tho’ I die therefore. 

Exeunt 

[SCENE II] 

[Before Faustus’ House] 

Enter two Scholars 

1 Sckol. I wonder what’s become of Faus- 
tus that was wont to make our schools ring 
with sic probof ® 

‘Thoroughly versed. , 

= Roger Bacon ; either Abano, or perhaps Albertug 

Magnus. 

® Knowledge. 

4 Thus^* I prove it, a phrase of scholastic discussion. 
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2 Schol. That shall \vc know, for see here 
comes his boy. 

Enter Wagner 

1 Schol. How now sirrah! Where's thy 
master? 

Wag. God in heaven knows! 

2 Schol. Why, dost not thou know? 

Wag. Yes, I know. But that follows lo 

not. 

1 Schol. Go to, sirrah! leave your jesting, 
and tell us where he is. 

Wag. That follows not necessary by 
force of argument, that you, being licen- 
tiate, .‘'hoiild stand upon’t : therefore ac- 
knowledge your error and be attentive. 

2 Schol. Why, didst thou not say thou 
knewest? 

Wag. Have you any witness on’t? » 

1 Schol. Yes, sirrah, I heard you. 

Wag. Ask my fellow if I be a thief. 

2 Schol. Well, yoti will not tell us? 

Wag. Yes, sir. I will tell you; yet if you 

were not dunces, you would never ask me 
such a qiie.^tion; for is not he corpus nat~ 
urale? and is not that jnnbile?* then where- 
fore should you ask me such a question? 
But that I am by nature phlegmatic, slow 
to wrath, and prone to lechcr>' (to love, » 
I would say), it were not for you to come 
within forty feet of the place of execution,* 
although I do not doubt to see you both 
hanged the next sessions. Thus having 
triumphed over you. I will set my counte- 
nance like a precisian.* and begin to si)eak 
thus: Truly, my dear brethren, my master 
is within at dinner, with Valdes and Cor- 
nelius, as this wine, if it could speak, wotild 
inform your worships; and so the Lord *o 
bless you, preserve you, and keep you, my 
dear brethren, my dear brethren. Exit 

1 Schol. Nay, then, I fear he has fallen 
into that damned art, for which they two 
are infamous through the world. 

2 Schol. Were ho a stranger, and not 

allied to me, yet should I grieve for him. 
But come, let us go and inform the rector, 
and see if he by his grave counsel can re- 
claim him. CO 

* Corpus naturalc son mobile, the scholastic phrase 
<losrril)inK p))ysics. 

* The (lininK-rotim of Faustus, 

* Puritan. 
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1 Schol. 0, but I fear me nothing can 
reclaim him. 

2 Schol. Yet let us try what we can do. 

Exeunt 


[SCENE III] 

Enter Faustus lo conjure [in a grovel 

Faust. Now that the gloomy shadow of 
the earth 

Longing to view Orion’s drizzling* look, 
Leaps from the antarctic world unto the sky, 
And dims the welkin with her pitchy breath, 
Faustus, begin thine incantations. 

And try if devils will obey thy best. 

Seeing thou hast prayed and sacrificed to 
them. 

Within this circle is Jehovah's name, 
Forward and backwaril anagrammatized, 
The breviated names of holy saints, lo 
Figures of every adjuncts to the heavens, 
And characters of signs and erring* stars, 

By ivhich the spirits are enforced to rise: 
Then fear not, Faustus. but be resolute, 
And try the uttermost magic can perform. 

Sint mihi dci Achvrontis propitiH, Valcat 
numcn triplex Jehovee! Ignci, acrii, aqua- 
tani spiritus, salrete! Orientis princeps Bel- 
zebub, inferni ardentis monarcha, et Dcnio- 
gorgon, propitiamus vos, ut apparent ct » 
surgate Mephistophilis. Quid tu n\orarisf* 
per Jehovam, Gehennam, et consecratam 
aquam quain tunic spargo, signumquc crucis 
quod nunc jacio, et per vota nostra, ipse 
nunc surgat nobis dicatus Mephistophilis! * 

Enter [Mephistophilis,] a Devil 

I charge thee to return and change thy 
shape; 

Thou art too ugly to attend on me. 

Go, and return an old Franciscan friar, 
That holy shape becomes a devil best. 

Exit Deml 


* Perhaps dazzling. 

* Every star. 

* Wandering stars, planets. 

* Q Quod lumeniri.s, 

“He propitious to me; yo gods of Acheron! Strong 
he the triple divinity of Jehova ! Hail, spirits of 
are, of the air. of water! Belzehuh, I’rinee of the 
East, sovereign of the hurning h»wer regions and 
Demogorgon, we pr^>pitiate you that Mophist»*phili9 
may appear and ari.se. Why dost tium ileliiy? Hy 
.lelu*va. l»y (Jehenna and the holy water wldch I now 
sprinkle, and hy the sign of the cross which I now 
make, and hy our prayers, may Mephistophilis, now 
summoned by us, arise. 
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I see there’s virtue in my heavenly words ; m 
W ho would not be proficient in this art? 
How pliant is this Mephistophilis, 

Full of obedience and humility 1 
Such is the force of magic and my spells: 
Now Faustus, thou art conjuror laureat, 
That canst command great Mephistophilis: 
Quin regis Mephistophilis /rains imagined 

Enter Mephistophius [like a Franciscan 

Friar] 

Meph. Now, Faustus, what would’st thou 
have me to do? 

Faust. I charge thee wait upon me whilst 
I live, 

To do whatever Faustus shall command, « 
Be it to make the moon drop from her 
sphere, 

Or the ocean to overwhelm the world. 

Meph. I am a servant to great Lucifer, 
And may not follow thee without his leave: 
No more than he commands must we per- 
form. 

Faust. Did not he charge thee to appear 
to me? 

Meph. No, I came hither of mine own 
accord. 

Faust. Did not my conjuring speeches 
raise thee? Speak. 

Meph. That was the cause, but yet per 
accidens ; 

For when we hear one rack the name of 

God,“ w 

Abjure the Scriptures and his Saviour Christ, 
We fly in hope to get his glorious soul; 

Nor will we come, unless he use such means 
Whereby he is in danger to be damned: 
Therefore the shortest cut for conjuring 
Is stoutly to abjure the Trinity, 

And pray devoutly to the Prince of Hell. 

Faust. So Faustus hath 
Already done; and holds this principle, 
There is no chief but only Belzebub, «> 
To whom Faustus doth dedicate himself. 
This word “damnation” terrifies not him. 
For he confounds hell in Elysium ; ® 

His ghost be with the old philosophers! 
"Ut, leaving these vain trifles of men’s souls. 
Tell me what is that Lucifer thy lord? 

indeed thou rulest in the image of thy 
brother Mephistophilis. 

I u .*"isuse. 

is indifferent to heaven or hell. 


Meph. Arch-regent and commander of all 
spirits. 

Faust. Was not that Lucifer an angel 
once? 

Meph. Yes, Faustus, and most dearly 
loved of God. 

Faust. How comes it then that he is 
prince of devils? 70 

Meph. 0, by aspiring pride and insolence; 
For which God threw him from the face 
of heaven. 

Faust. And what are you that live with 
Lucifer? 

Meph. Unhappy spirits that fell with 
Lucifer, 

Conspired against our God with Lucifer, 
And are for ever damned with Lucifer. 

Faust. Where are you damned? 

Meph. In hell. 

Faust. How comes it then that thou art 
out of hell? 

Meph. Why this is hell, nor am I out of 
it: w 

Thinkst thou that I who saw the face of 
God, 

And tasted the eternal joys of heaven, 

Am not tormented with ten thousand hells, 
In being deprived of everlasting bliss? 

0 Faustus! leave these frivolous demands, 
Which strike a terror to my fainting soul. 

Faust. What, is great Mephistophilis so 
passionate ‘ 

For being deprived of the joys of heaven? 
Learn thou of Faustus manly fortitude. 

And scorn those joys thou never shalt pos- 
sess. 

Go bear these tidings to great Lucifer: 
Seeing Faustus hath incurred eternal death 
By desperate thoughts against Jove’s deity. 
Say he surrenders up to him his soul, 

So he will spare him four and twenty years. 
Letting him live in all voluptuousness; 
Having thee ever to attend on me; 

To give me whatsoever I shall ask, 

To tell me whatsoever I demand. 

To slay mine enemies, and aid my friends, iw 
And always be obedient to my will. 

Go and return to mighty Lucifer, 

And meet me in my study at midnight. 
And then resolve* me of thy master’s mind. 

Meph. I will, Faustus. Exit 

Faus. Had I as many souls as there be 
stars, 

1 So moved. ' Inform. 
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IM ^ive them all for Mcphistophilis. 

Hv him I’ll be (Treat Emperor of the world. 
And make a bridge thorough the moving air, 
To pass tlie ocean with a band of men: no 
Til join the hills that bind the Afric shore. 
And make that country continent to Spain. 
And both contributory to my crown. 

The Emperor shall not live but by my 
leave, ' 

Nor any potentate of Germany. 

Now that I have obtained what I desire, 

I’ll live in .speculation’ of this art 

Till Mephistophilis return again. Exd 

[SCENE IV] 

[Before Faustus’ house] 

Enter WACNtit and Clown 

Wag. Sirrah, boy. come hither. 

Clttwn. How, boy! Swowns. boy! I hope 
you have seen many boys with such pick- 
adevaunts’ as I have; boy, quotha. 

Wag. Tell me, .sirrah, hast thou any com- 
ings in? 

Clou n. Ay, and goings out too. You may 
.sec else. 

Wag. Alas, poor slave! sec how poverty 
je.steth in his nakedness! The vilhiin is lo 
bare and out of service, and so hungry that 
I know he would give his soul to the Devil 
for a shoulder of mutton, though ‘twerc 
blood-raw. 

Clown. How? My soul to the Devil for 
a shoulder of mutton, though ’twere blood- 
raw! Not so, good friend. By’rlady, I had 
need have it well roasted and good sauce 
to it. if I pay so dear. 

Wag. Well, wilt thou seiwe me. and I’ll w 
make thee go like Qui mihi discipulusf ^ 

Clown. How, in verso? 

ir«j7. No, sirrah; in beaten silk and 
stavesacre.“ 

Clown. How, how, Knave’s acre!* Ay, I 
thought that was all the land his father 
left liim. Do you hear? I would bo sorry 
to rob you of your living. 

Wag. Sirrah, I say in stavesacre. 

' CiHisifloration. 

* .\ |uiiiiU'<i iMMini. 

^ The hrst words of W. Lyly's Ad discipxdos car* 
turn (ic 7noribu9, 

* \ H’lin dy for lioo. 

low street in LondoiL 


Clown. Oho! Oho! Stavesacre! Why «• 
then belike if I were your man I should be 
full of vermin. 

Wag. So thou shalt. whether thou beest 
with me or no. But. sirrah, leave your 
jesting, and bind yourself presently unto 
mo for seven years.’ or I’ll turn all the lice 
about thee into familiars,* and they shall 
tear thee in pieces. 

Clown. Do you hear, sir? You may save 
that labor: they are too familiar with me 
already: swowns! they are as bold with my 
flesh as if they had paid for their meat and 
drink. 

Wag. Well, do you hear, sirrah? HoKl. 
take these guilders. [Gift's monci/l 

Clown. Gridirons! what be they? 

Wag. Why. French crowns. 

Clown. Mass, but in the name of French 
crowns, a man were as good have as many 
English counters. And what should I tlo w 
with these? 

Wag. Why. now. sirrah, thou art at an 
hour’s warning, whensoever anil wheresoever 
the Devil shall fetch thee. 

Clown. No, no. Here, take your grid- 
irons again. 

ll'a^. Truly I’ll none of them. 

Clown. Truly but you shall. 

U’ni?. Bear witness I gave them him. 
Clown. Bear witness I give them you « 
again. 

Wag. Well. I will cause two devils pres- 
ently to fetch thee away — Baliol and 
Belcher! 

Clown. Let your Baliol and your Belcher 
come here, and I’ll knock them, they were 
never so knocked since they were devils! 
Say I should kill one of them, what would 
folks say? “Do you see yonder tall fellow 
in the round slop* — he has killed the » 
devil.” So I should be called Kill-devil 
all the parish over. 

Enter two Devils; the Clown rinis up and 

down crying 

Wag. Baliol and Belcher! Spirits, away I 

E.vvunt [Devilsl 
Clouyn. What, are they gone? A ven- 
geance on them, they have vile long nailsl 

' Ttic usurtl pprioil of nppronticesliip. 

- Spirits ttial povsoss nuo. 

’ Wi«!e broodies. 
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There was a he-devil, and a she-devil! I’ll 
tell you how you shall know’ them; all be- 
devils has horns, and all she-devils has 
clifts and cloven feet. 

Wag. Well, sirrah, follow' me. » 

Clou'n. But, do you hear — if I should 
ser\'e you, would you teach me to raise up 
Banios and Belcheos? 

TTag. I w’ill teach thee to turn thyself to 
anything; to a dog, or a cat, or a mouse, 
or a rat, or anything. 

Clown. How'! a Christian fellow to a dog 
or a cat, a mouse or a rat! No, no, sir. If 
you turn me into anything, let it be in the 
likeness of a little pretty frisking flea, «> 
that I may be here and there and every- 
where. 0, I’ll tickle the pretty wenches’ 
plackets; I’ll be amongst them, i’ faith. 
Wag. Well, sirrah, come. 

Clown. But, do you hear, Wagner? 

Wag. How! Baliol and Belcher! 

Cloim. 0 Lord! I pray, sir, let Banio and 
Belcher go sleep. 

Wag. Villain — call me Master Wagner, 
and let thy left eye be diametarily * fixed loo 
upon my right heel, w'ith quasi vesiigiis 
nostris insistere.^ [Exit 

Clown. God forgive me, he speaks Dutch 
fustian. Well, I’ll follow him: I’ll sen'e him, 
that’s flat. [Exit 

[SCENE V] 

Enter Faustus in his Study 
Now', Faustus, must 

Thou needs be damned, and canst thou not 
be saved: 

What boots it then to think of God or 
heaven? 

Away with such vain fancies, and despair: 

cspair in God, and trust in Belzebub; 
tNow go not backward: no, Faustus, be reso- 
lute: 

Why waver’st thou? 0, something sound- 
, 6th in mine ears 
Abjure this magic, turn to God again!” 
y, and Faustus will turn to God again. 

Th ^6 loves thee not — i® 

e God thou serv’st is thine ow'n appetite, 
nerein is fixed the love of Belzebub ; 

0 him I’ll build an altar and a church, 

ud offer lukewarm blood of new-born 
babes. 

IJ”. diametrically. 

** to step in my tracks. 


Enter Good Angel and Evil 

G. Ang. Sweet Faustus, leave that 
execrable art. 

Faust. Contrition, prayer, repentance! 
What of them? 

G. Ang. 0, they are means to bring thee 
unto heaven. 

E. Ang. Rather, illusions — fruits of 
lunacy, 

That makes men foolish that do trust them 
most. 

G. Ang. Sweet Faustus, think of heaven, 
and heavenly things. » 

E. Ang. No, Faustus, think of honor and 
of wealth. Exeunt [Angels] 

Faust. Of wealth! 

Why the signiory of Embden ‘ shall be 
mine. 

When Mephistophilis shall stand by me. 

What God can hurt thee? Faustus, thou art 
safe: 

Cast no more doubts. Come, Mephis- 
tophilis, 

And bring glad tidings from great Lucifer; 

Is’t not midnight? Come, Mephistophilis; 

Veni, veni, Mephistopkile! 

Enter Mephistophius 

Now tell me. what says Lucifer, thy lord? » 

Meph. That I shall wait on Faustus 
whilst he lives, 

So he will buy my service w'ith his soul. 

Faust. Already Faustus hath hazarded 
that for thee. 

Meph. But, Faustus, thou must bequeath 
it solemnly. 

And write a deed of gift with thine own 
blood, 

For that security craves great Lucifer. 

If thou deny it, I will back to hell. 

Faust. Stay, Mephistophilis! and tell me 
what good 

Will my soul do thy lord. 

Meph. Enlarge his kingdom. « 

Faust. Is that the reason why he tempts 
us thus? 

Meph. Solamcn miseris socios habuisse 
doloris.' 

Faust. Why, have you any pain that tor- 
tures others? 

* A town at the mouth of the Ems river. 

- 'Tis a solace to the miserable to have had com- 
panions in sorrow. 
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Meph, As great as have the human souls 
of men. 

But tell me, Faustus, shall I have thy soul? 
And I will be thy slave, and wait on thee, 
And give thee more than thou hast wit to 
ask. 

Faust. Ay. Mephistophilis, I give it thee. 

Meph. Then. Faustus, stab thine arm 
courageously. 

And bind thy soul that at some certain 

day ^ 

Great Lucifer may claim it as his own; 

And then be thou as great as Lucifer. 

Faust, [slabbing his arm] Lo, Mephis- 
tophilis, for love of thee, 

I cut mine arm. and with my proper’ blood 
Assure my soul to be great Lucifer’s, 

Chief lord and regent of perpetual night 1 
View here the blood that trickles from mine 
arm, 

And let it be propitious for my wish. 

Meph. But, Faustus. thou must 
Write it in manner of a deed of gift. » 

Faust. Ay, so I will. [Writes] But, 
Mephistophilis, 

My blood congeals, and I can write no 
more. 

Meph. I'll fetch thee fire to dissolve it 
straight. Exit 

Faust. What might the staying of my 
blood portend? 

Is it unwilling I should write this bill? 

Why streams it not that I may write 
afresh? 

Faustus gives to thee his soul. Ah, there it 
stayed. 

Why should’st thou not? Is not thy soul 
thine own? 

Then write again, Faustus gives to thee his 
soul. 

Enter Mephistophilis with a chafer of coals 

Meph. Here’s fire. Come, Faustus, set it 
on. ™ 

Faust. So now the blood begins to clear 
again; 

Now will I make an end immediatclv. 

[irn'fes] 

Meph. 0, what will not I do to obtain 
his soul. [Aside] 

Faust. Consummaturn est: this bill* is 
ended, 

‘ Own. * Deed is completed. 


And Faustus hath bequeathed his soul to 
Lucifer. 

But what is this inscription on mine arm? 
Homo, fuge!' Whither should I fly? 

If unto God, he’ll throw me down to hell. 

My senses are deceived; here’s nothing 
writ — 

I see it plain; here in this place is writ «> 
Homo, fuge! Yet shall not Faustus fly. 
Meph. I’ll fetch him somewhat to delight 
his mind. Exit 

Enter Mephistophius with Devils, giving 
croums and rich apparel to Faustus, 
and dance, and then depart 

Faust. Speak, Mephistophilis, what means 
this show? 

Meph. Nothing. Faustus, but to delight 
thy mind withal. 

And to show thee what magic can perform. 
Faust. But may I raise up spirits when 
I please? 

Meph. Ay. Faustus, and do greater things 
than these. 

Faust. Then there’s enough for a thou- 
sand souls. 

Here, Mephistophilis, receive this scroll, 

A deed of gift of body and of soul: » 

But yet conditionally that thou perform 
All articles prescribed between us both. 
Meph. Faustus, I swear by hell and 
Lucifer 

To cfTect all promises between us made. 

Faust. Then hear me read them: On 
these conditions following. First, that Faus- 
tus may be a spirit in form and substance. 
Secondly, that Mephistophilis shall be his 
servant, and at his commaiid. Thirdly, that 
M ephistophilis shall do for him and »«> 
bring him whatsoever. Fourthly, that he 
shall be in his chamber or house invisible. 
Lastly that he shall appear to the said John 
Faustus, at all times, in tehat form or shape 
soever he please. I, John Faustus, of irtN 
tenberg. Doctor, by these presents do give 
both body and soul to Lucifer, Prince of the 
East, and his jninister, Mephistophilis: and 
furthermore grant unto them, that tu'cnty- 
four years being expired, the articles above 
uritten inviolate, full power to fetch or no 
carry the said John Faustus, body and soul, 
‘ Mon, nyi 


* Deed is completed. 
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flesh, blood, or goods, into their habitation 
wheresoever. By me, 

John Faustns. 

Meph. Speak, Faustus, do you deliver 
this as your deed? 

Faust. Ay, take it, and the Devil give 
thee good on’t! 

Meph. Now, Faustus, ask what thou wilt. 
Faust. First will I question with thee 
about hell. 

Tell me where is the place that men call 
hell? 

Meph. Under the heavens. 

Faust. Ay, but whereabout? 

Meph. Within the bowels of these ele- 
ments. 

Where we are tortured and remain for ever ; 
Hell hath no limits, nor is circumscribed 
In one self place; for where we are is hell. 
And where hell is there must we ever be: 
And, to conclude, when all the world dis- 
solves. 

And every creature shall be purified, 

All places shall be hell that is not heaven. 
Faust. Come, I think hell’s a fable. 1 “ 
Meph. Ay, think so still, till experience 
change thy mind. 

Faust. Why, think’st thou then that 
Faustus shall be damned? 

Meph. Ay, of necessity, for here’s the 
scroll 

Wherein thou hast given thy soul to 
Lucifer. 

Faust. Ay, and body too; but what of 
that? 

Think’st thou that Faustus is so fond' to 
imagine 

That, after this life, there is any pain? 
Tush; these are trifles, and mere old wives’ 
tales. 

Meph. But, Faustus, I am an instance to 
prove the contrary, 

For I am damned, and am now in hell. 1*0 
Faust. How! now in hell? 

Nay, an this be hell, I’ll willingly be 
damned here ; 

What? walking, disputing, etc.? 

But, leaving off this, let me have a wife, 
The fairest maid in Germany; 

For I am wanton and lascivious. 

And cannot live without a wife. 

Meph. How — a wife? 

‘ Foolish. 


I prithee, Faustus, talk not of a wife. 

Faust. Nay, sweet Mephistophilis, iw 
fetch me one, for I will have one. 

Meph. Well — thou wilt have one. Sit 
there till I come: I’ll fetch thee a wife in 
the Devil’s name. [Exit] 

Re-enter Mephistophius with a Devil 
dressed like a woman, with fireworks 

Meph. Tell me, Faustus, how dost thou 
like thy wife? 

Faust. A plague on her for a hot whore 1 
Meph. Tut, Faustus, 

Marriage is but a ceremonial toy; 

And if thou Invest me, think no more of it. 
I’ll cull thee out the fairest courtesans, iso 
And bring them every morning to thy bed; 
She whom thine eye shall like, thy heart 
shall have. 

Be she as chaste as was Penelope, 

And as wise as Saba,' or as beautiful 
As was bright Lucifer before his fall. 

Here, take this book, peruse it thoroughly: 

[Gives a book] 

The iterating of these lines brings gold; 
The framing of this circle on the ground 
Brings whirlwinds, tempests, thunder and 
lightning; 

Pronounce this thrice devoutly to thyself, ito 
And men in armor shall appear to thee. 
Ready to execute what thou desir’st. 

Faust. Thanks, Mephistophilis; yet fain 
would I have a book wherein I might be- 
hold all spells and incantations, that I might 
raise up spirits when I please. 

Meph. Here they are, in this book. 

There turn to them 
Faust. Now w’ould I have a book where 
I might see all characters and planets' of 
the heavens, that I might know their iso 
motions and dispositions. 

Meph. Here they are too. 

Turn to them 

Faust. Nay, let me have one book more — 
and then I have done — wherein I might see 
all plants, herbs, and trees that grow upon 
the earth. 

Meph. Here they be. 

Faust. 0, thou art deceived. 

Meph. Tut, I warrant thee. 

Turn to them. [Exeunt] 

* Queen of Sheba. 

* The characters of all the planets. 
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[SCENE VI] 

Enter Faustus in his Study, and 
Mephistophilis 

Faust. When I behold the heavens, then 
I repent. 

And curse thee, wickec] Mephietophilis, 
Because thou hast deprived me of thos 
joys. 

Meph. Why. Faustus, 

Think'st thou heaven is such a glorious 
thing? 

I tell thee ’tis not half so fair as thou, 

Or any man that breathes on earth. 

Fnust. How prov’st thou that? 

Meph. 'Twas made for man, therefore i.s 
man more excellent. 

Faust. If it were made for man, ’twas 
made for mo ; 10 

I will renounce this magic and repent. 

Enter Good Angel and Evil Angel 

G. Any. Faustus, repent; yet God will 
pity thee. 

E. Ang. Thou art a spirit; God cannot 
pity thee. 

Faust. Who buzzeth in my ears I am a 
spirit? 

Be I a devil, yet God may pity me; 

Ay. God will pity me if I repent. 

E. Ang. Ay, but Faustus never .shall re- 
pent. f'lxeunt [Angel.s] 

Faust. My heart’s so hardened I cannot 
repent. 

Scarce can I name salvation, faith, or 
heaven, 

But fearful echoes thunder in mine ears » 
“Faii.stus, thou art damnedl” Then swords 
and knives. 

Poison, gun. halters, and envenomed steel 
Are laid before me to di.'^patch myself, 

And long ere this I should have slain my- 
.self, 

Had not sweet pleasure conquered deep 
despair. 

Have not I made blind Homer sing to me 
Of .Mexander’s love and (Enon’s death? 

And hath not he that built the walls of 
Thebc.s ■ 

With ravishing .‘Jound of his inelo<lioua harp, 
Made music with my MephLtophilis? so 

‘ .\mphion. 


Why should I die then, or basely despair? 

I am resolved: Faustus shall ne’er repent — 
Come, Mephistophilis. let us dispute again. 
And argue of divine astrology. 

Tell me. are there many heavens above the 
moon? 

Are all celestial bodies but one globe, 

As is the .'^ub.stance of this centric earth?' 
Meph. As are the elements, such are the 
spheres 

Mutually folded in each other’s orb, 

And. Faustus, « 

All jointly move upon one axle-tree 
Whose terminine* is term«'d the world’s 
wide pole; 

Nor are the names of Saturn, Mars, or 
Jupiter 

Feigned, but are erring stars. 

Fau.st. But tell me, iiave they all one 
motion both, .dtu el tvtnporc?^ 

Meph. All jointly move from east to west 
in twenty-four hours upon the poles of the 
world; but differ in their motion upon the 
poles of the zodiac. w 

Faust. Tush ! 

The.se slender trifles Wagner can decide; 
Hath Mephistophilis no greater skill? 

Who knows not the double motion of the 
planets? 

The first is finished in a natural day; 

The second thus: ns Saturn in thirty years; 
Jupiter in twelve; Mars in four; the Sun, 
Venus, and Mercury in a year; the moon 
in twenty-eight days. Tush, tliese are 
freshmen’s suppositions. But tell me, «» 
hath every sphere a dominion or intelli- 
gent iaf 
Meph. Ay. 

Faust. How many heavens, or spheres, are 
there? 

Meph. Nine: the seven planets, the 
firmament, and the empyreal heaven. 

Faust. Well, resolve me in this question; 
Why have we not conjunctions, oppositions, 
aspects, eclipses, all at one time, but in w 
some years we have more, in some less? 

Meph. Per ina'qualem motiwi respectu 
totius.* 

Faust. Well, I am answered. Tell me 
who made the world. 

' to tlu» old Ptolemaic astronomy, 

• Kxlrtinity. 

^ In direc tion and in time. 

* Htojuisf of thedr un«x|uul motion with res^poct to 
llu* whole. 
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Mcph. I will not. 

Faust. Sweet Mephistophilis, tell me. 
Meph. Move me not, for I will not tell 
thee. 

Faust. Villain, have I not bound thee so 
to tell me anything? 

Meph. Ay, that is not against our king- 
dom; but this is. Think thou on hell, 
Faustus, for thou art damned. 

Faust. Think, Faustus, upon God that 
made the world. 

Meph. Remember this.' [Exit 

Faust. Ay, go, accursed spirit, to ugly hell. 
Tis thou hast damned distress^ Faustus’ 
soul. 

Is’t not too late? 

Enter Good Angel and Evil Angel 

E. Ang. Too late. m 

G. Ang. Never too late, if Faustus can 
repent. 

E. Ang. If thou repent, devils shall tear 
thee in pieces. 

G. Ang. Repent, and they shall never 
raze thy skin. Exeunt [Angels] 

Faust. Ah, Christ my Saviour, 

Seek to save distressed Faustus’ soull 

Enter Luctfer, Belzebub, and Meiphis- 

TOPHIUS 

Luc. Christ cannot save thy soul, for he 
is just; 

There’s none but I have interest in the 
same. 

Faust. 0, who art thou that look’st so 
terrible? 

Luc. I am Lucifer, 

And this is my companion-prince in hell, loo 
Faust. 0 Faustus! they are come to fetch 
away thy soull 

Luc. We come to tell thee thou dost in- 
jure us; 

Thou talk’st of Christ contrary to thy 
promise ; 

Thou should’st not think of God: think of 
the Devil. 

Belz. And his dam, too. 

Faust. Nor will I henceforth: pardon me 
in this. 

And Faustus vows never to look to heaven, 
Never to name God, or to pray to him, 

‘ l.e. that thou art damned. 


To burn his Scriptures, slay his ministers, 
And make my spirits pull his churches 
down. no 

Luc. Do so and we will highly gratify 
thee. Faustus, we are come from hell to 
show thee some pastime: sit down, and thou 
shall see all the Seven Deadly Sins appear 
in their proper shapes. 

Faust. That sight will be as pleasing unto 
me. 

As Paradise was to Adam the first day 
Of his creation. 

Luc. Talk not of Paradise nor creation, 
but mark this show: talk of the Devil, im 
and nothing else: come away! 

Enter the Seven Deadly Sins 

Now, Faustus, examine them of their sev- 
eral names and dispositions. 

Faust. What art thou — the first? 

Pride. I am Pride. I disdain to have any 
parents. I am like to Ovid’s flea:' I can 
creep into every corner of a wench; some- 
times, like a periwig, I sit upon her brow; 
or like a fan of feathers, I kiss her lips; 
indeed I do — what do I not? But, fie, im 
what a scent is here! I’ll not speak another 
word, except the ground were perfumed, 
and covered with cloth of arras. 

Faust. What art thou — the second? 

Covet. I am Covetousness, begotten of an 
old churl in an old leathern bag; and, might 
I have my wish, I would desire that this 
house and all the people in it were turned 
to gold, that I might lock you up in my 
good chest. 0, my sweet gold! uo 

Faust. What art thou — the third? 

Wrath. I am Wrath. I had neither^ather 
nor mother: I leapt out of a lion’s mouth 
when I was scarce half an hour old; and 
ever since I have run up and down the 
world with this case* of rapiers, wounding 
myself when I had nobody to fight withal. 
I was bom in hell ; and look to it, for some 
of you shall be my father. 

Faust. What art thou — the fourth? iw 

Envy. I am Envy, begotten of a chimney- 
sweeper and an oyster-wife. I cannot read, and 
therefore wish all books were burnt. I am 
lean with seeing others eat. 0, that there 
would come a famine through all the world, 

^ A lascivious poem really of tbe Middle Ages. 

* Pair. 
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that all might die, and I live alone! then 
thou should’st see how fat I would be. But 
must tliou sit and I stand! Come down with 
c, vengeance! 

Faiisl. Away, envious rascal! What art w 
thou — the fifth? 

Glut. Who. I. sir? I am Gluttony. My 
parents are all dead, and the devil a penny 
they have left me, but a bare pension, and 
that is thirty meals a day and ten hovers'— 
a small tnfle to suffice nature. O, I come of 
a royal parentage! My grandfather was a 
Gammon of Bacon, my grandmother was a 
Hogshead of Claret wine; my godfathers 
were these, Peter Pickle-herring, and i-o 
Martin Martlemas-bcef ; ’ O, but my god- 
mother, she was a jolly gentlewoman, and 
well beloved in every good town and city; 
lier name was Mistre.^^ Margery March- 
beer. Now, Faustu.^, thou hast heard all 
in\' progeny, wilt thou bid me to supper? 

Faufit. No. I’ll see thee hanged: thou wilt 
eat up all my victuals. 

Glut. Then the Devil choke thee! 

Faust. Choke thyself, glutton! Who iso 
art thou — the si.xth? 

Sloth. I am Sloth. I wius begotten on a 
sunny bank, where I have lain ever since; 
and you have done me great injur>’ to bring 
me from thence: let me be carried thither 
again by Gluttony and Lecher>'. I’ll not 
speak another word for a king’s ransom. 

Faust. What are you, Mistress Minx, the 
seventh and last? 

Lechery. Who, I. sir? I am the one iw 
that love.s an inch of raw mutton better 
than an ell of fried stock-fish; ’ and the first 
letter of my name begins with L.* 

Luc. Away to hell, to hell I K.reunt the Sins. 
Now, Faustus, how dost thou like this? 

Faust. O, thi.s feeds my soul! 

Luc. Tut, Faustus, in hell is all manner 
of delight. 

Faust. 0, might I see hell, and return 
again, 

How happy were I then! *«> 

Luc. Thou shalt; I will send for thee at 
midnight. 

In meantime take this book; peruse it 
throughly, 

' Refr<'slim<‘t»t liotwcen meals. 

* Salt firieil bwf. 

* l)ric‘«l cmlflsh. 

* Qq. read Lechery. 


And thou shalt turn thyself into what shape 
thou wilt. 

Faust. Great thanks, mighty Lucifer! 

This will I keep as chary as my life. 

Luc. Farewell, Faustus, and think on the 

Devil. 

Faust. Farewell, great Lucifer! Come, 
Mephistophilis. 

Exeunt omnes 

Enter Waoner solus' 

Wag. Learned Faustus, 

To know the secrets of astronomy. 

Graven in the book of Jove’s high firma- 
ment, 

Did mount himself to scale Olympus’ top, 
Being seated in a chariot burning bright, 
Drawn by the strength of yoky dragons* 
necks. 

He now is gone to prove cosmography. 

And. as I guess, will first arrive at Rome, 

To sec the Pope and manner of his court, 
And take some part of holy Peter’s feast, 
That to this day * is highly solemnized. 

Exit Wagner 

[SCENE VII] 

[The Prii'y-Chamber of the Pope} 
Enter Faustus and Mephistophilis 

Faust. Having now, my good Mephis- 
tophilis, 

Passed with delight the stately town of 
Trier, “ 

Environed ro\ind with airy mountain tops. 
With walls of flint, and deep entrenched 
lakes, 

Not to be won by any conquering prince; 
From Paris next, coasting the realm of 
France, 

We saw the river Maine fall into Rhino, 
Whose banks are sot with groves of fruitful 
vines; 

Then up to Naples, rich Campania, 

Whose biiildings fair and gorgeous to the 
eye, w 

The streets straight forth, and paved with 
finest brick. 

Quarter the town in four equivalents: 

^ l.ntcr editions n&.sign this passage to tho Chorus 
and insiTt thirteen lines. 

' Today. * Troves. 
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There saw we learned Maro’s* golden tomb, 
The way he cut, an English mile in length, 
Thorough a rock of stone in one night's 
space ; 

From thence to Venice, Padua, and the rest. 
In one of which a sumptuous temple stands, 
That threats the stars with her aspiring top. 
Thus hitherto has Faustus spent his time: 
But tell me, now, what resting-place is this? 
Hast thou, as erst I did command, a 

Conducted me within the walls of Rome? 

Meph. Faustus, I have; and because we 
will not be unprovided, I have taken up his 
Holiness’ privy chamber for our use. 

Faust. I hope his Holiness will bid us 
welcome. 

Meph. Tut, ’tis no matter, man, we’ll be 
bold with his good cheer. 

And now, my Faustus, that thou may’st per- 
ceive » 

What Rome containeth to delight thee with, 
Know that this city stands upon seven hills 
That underprop the groundwork of the 
same: 

Just through the midst runs flowing Tiber’s 
stream. 

With winding banks that cut it in two parts: 
Over the which four stately bridges lean, 
That make safe passage to each part of 
Rome: 

Upon the bridge called Ponte Angelo 
Erected is a castle passing strong, 

Within whose walls such store of ordnance 
are, « 

And double cannons * framed of car\'ed 
brass. 

As match the days within one complete 
year; 

Besides the gates, and high pyramides,* 
Which Julius Caesar brought from Africa. 
Faust. Now, by the kingdoms of infernal 
rule, 

Of Styx, of Acheron, and the fiery lake 
Of ever-burning Phlegethon, I swear 
That I do long to see the monuments 
And situation of bright-splendent Rome : 
Come, therefore, let’s away. » 

Meph. Nay, Faustus, stay; I know you’d 
fain see the Pope, 

And take some part of holy Peter’s feast, 

' Virgil, who was reputed a magician, was buried 
at Naples. 

* Perhaps merely large cannon. 

* Pronounced in four syllables. 


Where thou slialt see a troop of bald-pate 
friars. 

Whose suminum bonum is in belly-cheer. 
Faust. Well. Fm content to compass them 
some sport. 

And by their folly make us merriment. 
Then charm me. jMcphistophilis, that I 
May be invisible, to do what I please 
Unseen of any whilst I stay in Rome. 

[Mbphistophius charms him] 
Meph. So, Faustus, now « 

Do what thou wilt, thou shall not be dis- 
cerned. 

Sound a sennet} Enter 
the Pope and the Cardinal of Lorrain to 
the banquet, with Friars attending 

Pope. My Lord of Lorrain, wilt please 
you draw near? 

Faust. Fall to, and the devil choke you 
an^ you spare! 

Pope. How nowl Who’s that which 
spake? — Friars, look about. 

Friar. Here’s nobody, if it like your Holi- 
ness. 

Pope. My lord, here is a dainty dish io 
was sent me from the Bishop of Milan. 
Faust. I thank you, sir. Snatches it 
Pope. How now! Who’s that which 
snatched the meat from me? Will no man 
look? My Lord, this dish was sent me 
from the Cardinal of Florence. 

FuusL You say true; I’ll ha’t. 

[Snatches the dish] 

Pope. What, again! My lord. I’ll drink 
to your grace. 

Faust. I’ll pledge your grace. « 

[Snatches the cup] 
C. of Lor. My lord, it may be some ghost 
newly crept out of purgatory, come to beg 
a pardon of your Holiness. 

Pope. It may be so. Friars, prepare a 
dirge to lay the fury of this ghost. Once 

again, my lord, fall to. 

The Pope crosseth himself 
Faust. What, are you crossing of yourself? 
Well, use that trick no more 1 would advise 
you. 

Cross again 

Well, there’s the second time. Aware the 
third, 

* The sounding of a series of notes on the trumpet 
to denote a particular person. 

> If. 
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I give you fair warning. “ 

Cross again, and Faustus hits him a 
box of the ear; and they all run auxiy 
Come on, Mephistophilis, what shall we do? 

Meph. Nay, I know not. We shall be 
cursed with bell, book, and candle. 

Faust. Howl bell, book, and candle — 
candle, book, and bell. 

Forward and backward to curse Faustus to 
hell I 

Anon you shall hear a hog grunt, a calf 
bleat, and an ass bray, 

Because it is Saint Peter’s holiday. 

Enter all the Friars to sing the Dirge 

Friar. Come, brethren, let's about our 
business with good devotion. Sing this 
Cursed be he that stole away his Holiness' 
meat from the table 1 Maledicat Domi- 
nus!' 

Cursed be he that struck his Holiness a blow 
on the face! Maledicat Dominus! 
Cursed be he that took Friar Sandelo a 
blow on the patel Maledicat Domi- 
nus! 

Cursed be he that disturbeth our holy dirge I 
Maledicat Dominus! 

Cursed be he that took away his Holiness’ 
wine! Maledicat Dominus! Et omnos 
sancti! Amen! 

[Mepiiistopiiilis 
and Faustus] beat the Friars, and fling 
fireworks among them: and so exeunt 

Enter Chorus 

Chorus. When Faustus hod with pleasure 
ta’en the view 

Of rarest things, and royal courts of kings, 
He stayed his course, and so returned home; 
Where such as bear his absence but with 
grief, 

I mean his friends, and near’st companions, 
Did gratulate his safety with kind words, 
And in their conference of what befell. 
Touching his journey through the world 
and air. 

They put forth questions of astrology, 
Which Faustus answered with such learned 
skill, 

As they admired and wondered at his wit. 

> The Lord curse himl 


Now is his fame spread forth in every land; 
Amongst the rest the Emperor is one, 

Carolus the Fifth, at whose palace now 
Faustus is feasted ’mongst his noblemen. 
What there he did in trial of his art, 

I leave untold — your eyes shall see per- 
formed. Exit 

[SCENE VIII] 

{An /nri-yard] 

Enter Robin the Ostler with a book 

in his hand 

Robin. Oh, this is admirable! here I ha’ 
stolen one of Doctor Faustus’ conjuring 
books, and i’ faith I mean to search some 
circles for my own use. Now will I make 
all the maidens in our parish dance at my 
pleasure, stark-naked before me; and so by 
that means I shall sec more than e’er I felt 
or saw yet. 

Enter Rafb calling Robin 

Rafe. Robin, prithee, come away; there’s 
a gentleman tarries to have his horse, and lo 
he would have his things nibbed and made 
clean: he keeps such a chafing with my 
mistress about it; and she has sent me to 
look thee out; prithee, come away. 

Robin. Keep out, keep out, or else you 
are blown up; you are dismembered, Rafe: 
keep out, for I am about a roaring piece of 
work. 

Rafe. Come, what dost thou with that 
same book? Thou can’st not read. » 

Robin. Yes, my master and mistress shall 
find that I can read, he for his forehead, 
she for her private study ; she’s born to bear 
with me, or else my art fails. 

Rafe. Why, Robin, what book is that? 

Robin. What book! Why, the most in- 
tolerable book for conjuring that e’er was 
invented by any brimstone devil. 

Rafe. Can’st thou conjure with it? 

Robin. I can do all these things easily » 
with it; first, I can make thee dnink with 
ippocras* at any tabern in Europe for noth- 
ing; that’s one of my conjuring works. 

Rafe. Our Master Parson says that’s noth- 
ing. 

* A sweetened wine. 
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Robin. Tnie, Rafe; and more, Rafe, if 
thou hast any mind to Nan Spit, our 
kitchen-maid, then turn her and wind her 
to thy own use us often as thou wilt, and 
at midnight. « 

Rafe. 0 brave Robin, shall I have Nan 
Spit, and to mine own use? On that con- 
dition I’d feed thy devil with horse-bread 
as long as he lives, of free cost. 

Robin. No more, sweet Rafe: let’s go and 
make clean our boots, which lie foul upon 
our hands, and then to our conjuring in 
the devil’s name. Exeunt 

[SCENE IX] 

[The Samel 

Enter Robin and Rape vnih a silver goblet 

Robin. Come, Rafe, did not I tell thee 
we were for ever made by this Doctor 
Faustus’ book? ecce signum, here’s a simple 
purchase ‘ for horse-keepers; our horses shall 
eat no hay as long as this lasts. 

Rafe. But, Robin, here comes the Vint- 
ner. 

Robin. Hush I I’ll gull * him supernat- 
urally. 

Enter Vintner 

Drawer, I hope all is paid: God be « 
with you; come, Rafe. 

Vint. Soft, sir; a word with you. I must 
yet have a goblet paid from you, ere you 
go. 

Robin. I, a goblet, Rafe; I, a goblet! I 
scorn you, and you are but a, etc.’ I, a gob- 
let! search me. 

Vint. I mean so, sir, with your favor. 

[Searches him] 
Robin. How say you now? 

Vint. I must say somewhat to your » 
fellow. You, sir! 

Rafe. Me, sir! me, sir! search your fill. 
[Vintner searches him.} Now, sir, you may 
be ashamed to burden honest men with a 
matter of truth. 

Vint. Well, t’one* of you hath this goblet 
about you. 

* Qain. 

* Fool. 

* The abuse is extempore. 

*The one. 


Robin. You lie, drawer, ’tis afore me. 
[iisfdc] — Sirrah you, I’ll teach you to im- 
peach honest men — stand by — I’ll scour w 
you for a goblet! — stand aside you had best, 
I charge you in the name of Belzebub. — 
Look to the goblet, Rafe. 

[Aside to R.afe] 

Vint. What mean you, sirrah? 

Robin. I’ll tell you what I mean. [Reads 
from a book] Sanclobulorum Pcriphrasticon 
— nay. I’ll tickle you. Vintner. — Look to the 
goblet, Rafe. to Rape] 

[ijeaefs] Polypragmos Belseborams fra- 
manlo pacostiphos tostu, Mephistophilis, « 
etc. 

Enter Mephistophilis, sets squibs at their 
backs, and then exit. They run about 

Vint. O nomine Domini! what meanest 
thou Robin? thou hast no goblet. 

Rafe. Peccatum peccatorum} Here’s thy 
goblet, good Vintner. 

[Gives the goblet to Vintner, who exit] 

Robin. Misericordia pro nobis! What 
shall I do? Good Devil, forgive me now, 
and I’ll never rob thy library more. 

Enter to them Mephistophilis 

Meph. Monarch of hell, under whose 
black survey 

Great potentates do kneel with awful fear, » 
Upon whose altars thousand souls do lie. 
How am I vexed with these villains’ charms? 
From Constantinople am I hither come 
Only for pleasure of these damned slaves. 

Robin. How from Constantinople? You 
have had a great journey: will you take six- 
pence in your purse to pay for your supper, 
and begone? 

Meph. Well, villains, for your presump- 
tion I transform thee into an ape, and w 
thee into a dog; and so begone. 

Exit 

Robin. How, into an ape; that’s brave 1 
I’ll have fine sport with the boys. I’ll get 
nuts and apples enow. 

Rafe. And I must be a dog. 

Robin. I’faith thy head will never be out 
of the pottage pot. Exeunt 
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[SCENE X] 
iThe Courts 

Enter Emperor, F'austus. and a Knight 

with Attendants 


Emp. Master Doctor Faustns, I have 
heard strange report of tliy knowledge in 
the black art. liow that none in my empire 
nor in the whole world can compare with 
thee for the rare effects of magic; they say 
thou hast a familiar spirit, by whom thou 
canst accomplish what thou list. This, 
therefore, is my request, that thou let me 
see some proof of thy skill, that mine eyes 
may be witnesses to confirm what mine w 
ears have heard reported; and here I swear 
to thee by the honor of mine imperial 
crown, that, whatever thou doest, thou shall 
be no ways prejudiced or endamaged. 

Knight. I’faith he looks much like a con- 
juror. Aside 

Faust. My gracious sovereign, though I 
must confess myself far inferior to the re- 
port men have published, and nothing 
answerable ' to the honor of your im- » 
perial majesty, yet for that love and duty 
binds me thereunto, I am content to do 
whatsoever your majesty shall command 
me. 

Emp. Then, Doctor Faustus, mark what 
I shall say. 

As I was sometimes solitary set 
Within my closet, sundry thoughts arose 
About the honor of mine ancestors, 

How they had won by prowess such ex- 
ploits, 

Got such riches, subdued so many kingdoms 
As* we that do succeed, or they that shall 
Hereafter passcss our throne, shall 
(I fear me) ne’er attain to that degree 
Of high renown and great authority; 
Amongst which kings is Alexander the 
Great, 

Chief spectacle of the world’s pre-eminence, 
The bright shining of whose glorious acts 
Lightens the world with his’ reflecting 
beams, 

As * when I hear but motion “ made of him 


‘ In no wise equal to. 

> Its. * So that. 


2 That 


It grieves my soul I never saw the man. « 

If therefore thou by cunning of thine art 
Canst raise this man from hollow vaults 

below, 

Where lies entombed this famous con- 
queror, 

And bring with him his beauteous para- 
mour. 

Both in their right shapes, gesture, and 
attire 

They used to wear during their time of 

‘life, . 

Thou shall both satisfy my just desire. 

And give me cause to praise thee whilst I 

live. 

Faust. My gracious lord, I am ready to 
accomplish your request so far forth as » 
by art, and power of my spirit, I am able to 

perform. 

Knight. I’faith that’s just nothing at all. 

Aside 

Faust. But, if it like your grace, it is not 
in my ability to present before your eyes 
the true substantial bodies of those two 
deceased princes, which long since are con- 
sumed to dust. 

Knight. Ay, marry. Master Doctor, now 
there’s a sign of grace in you, when you « 
will confess the truth. Aside 

Faust. But such spirits as can lively re- 
semble Alexander and his paramour shall 
appear before your grace in that non- 
nor that they best lived in, in their most 
flourishing estate; which 1 doubt not 
shall sufficiently content your imperial 
majesty. 

Emp. Go to. Master Doctor, let me see 
them presently.* ^ 

Knight. Do you hear. Master Doctor? 
You bring Alexander and his paramour be- 
fore the Emperor! 

Faust. How' then, sir? 

Knight. I’faith that’s as true as Diana 
turned me to a stag! 

Faust. No, sir. but when Acttcon died, he 
left the horns for you. Mephistophilis, be- 
gone. Exit hlEPH. 

Knight. Nay an’ you go to conjuring, » 
I’ll begone. Exit Knight 

Faust. I’ll meet with you anon for in- 
terrupting me so. Here they are, my gra- 
cious lord. 


Mention. 


* At once. 


If. 
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Enter Mephistophilis with [Spirits in 
the shape of] Alex.\nder and his 

PaTamour 

Emp. Master Doctor, I heard this lady- 
while she lived had a wart or mole in her 
neck: how shall I know whether it be so 
or no? 

Faust. Your highness may boldly go and 
see. » 

Emp. Sure these are no spirits, but the 
true substantial bodies of those two de- 
ceased princes. [Exeunt Spirits] 

Faust. Will’t please your highness now to 
send for the knight that was so pleasant 
with me here of late? 

Emp. One of you call him forth 1 

[Exit Attendant] 

Enter the Knight with a pair of horns 

on his head 

How now, sir knight 1 why I had thought 
thou had’st been a bachelor, but now I see 
thou hast a wife, that not only gives thee xoo 
horns, but makes thee wear them. Feel on 
thy head. 

Knight. Thou damned wretch and ex- 
ecrable dog, 

Bred in the concave of some monstrous 
rock, 

How darest thou thus abuse a gentleman? 
Villain, I say, undo what thou hast donel 
Faust. 0, not so fast, sir; there’s no 
haste; but, good, are you remembered how 
you crossed me in my conference with the 
Emperor? I think I have met with you no 
for it. 

Emp. Good Master Doctor, at my en- 
treaty release him; he hath done penance 
sufficient. 

Faust. My gracious lord, not so much for 
the injury he offered me here in your pres- 
ence, as to delight you with some mirth, 
hath Faustus worthily requited this in- 
jurious knight; which, being all I desire, I 
am content to release him of his horns: i» 
and, sir knight, hereafter speak well of 
scholars. Mephistophilis, transform him 
straight. [Mephistophilis remoues the 
horns] Now, my good lord, having done 
my duty I humbly take my leave. 

Emp. Farewell, Master Doctor; yet, ere 
you go. 

Expect from me a bounteous reward. 

Exit Emperor 


[SCENE XI] 

[A Green, then F.^ustus’ house 
Enter Faustus and Mephistophius] 

Faust. Now, Mephistophilis, the restless 
course 

That Time doth run with calm and silent 
foot. 

Shortening my days and thread of vital life, 
Calls for the payment of ray latest years: 
Therefore, sweet Mephistophilis, let us 
Make haste to Wittenberg. 

Meph. What, will you go on horse-back 
or on foot? 

Faust. Nay, till I’m past this fair and 
pleasant green. 

I’ll walk on foot. 

Enter a Horse-Courser 

Horse-C. I have been all this day seek- lo 
ing one Master Fustian: mass, see where he 
is! God save you, Master Doctor! 

Faust. What, Horse-Courser! You are 
well met. 

Horse-C. Do you hear, sir? I have 
brought you forty dollars for your horse. 

Faust. I cannot sell him so: if thou likest 
him for fifty, take him. 

Horse-C. Alas, sir, I have no more. — I 
pray you speak for me. 

Meph. I pray you let him have him: he 
is an honest fellow, and he has a great 
charge, neither wife nor child. 

Faust. Well, come, give me your money. 
[Horse-Courser gives Faustus the money] 
My boy will deliver him to you. But I 
must tell you one thing before you have 
him ; ride him not into the water at any 
hand.' 

Horse-C. Why, sir, will he not drink of 
all waters? ” 

Faust. 0, yes, he will drink of all waters, 
but ride him not into the water: ride him 
over hedge or ditch, or where thou wilt, but 
not into the water. 

Horse-C. Well, sir. — Now am I made 
man® for ever: I’ll not leave my horse for 
twee forty : if he had but the quality of 
hey-ding-ding, hey-ding-ding, I’d make a 
brave living on him: he has a buttock as 

' Under any circumstances, 

’ A made mao. 
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slick as an eel. Well, God buy, « 

sir, your boy will doliv'cr him me: but 
hark you. sir; if my horse be sick or ill at 
ease, if I bring his water to you, you’ll tell 
me what it is? 

Faust. Away, you villain; what, dost 

think I am a horse-doctor? 

Exit Horse-Courser 

What art thou, Faustus, but a man con- 
demned to die? 

Thy fatal time doth draw to final end; 
Despair doth drive distrust unto my 
thoughts: 

Confound these passions with a quiet sleep: 
Tush. Christ did call the thief upon the 
cross ; 

Then rest thee, Faustus, quiet in conceit. 

Sleep in his chair 

Re-enter Horse-Courser, all wet, crying 

IIoTse-C. Alas, alas I Doctor Fustian 
quotha? Mass, Doctor Lopus ^ was never 
such a doctor. Has given me a purgation 
has purged mo of forty dollars; I shall never 
see them more. Hut yet, like an ass as I 
w'as. I would not be ruled by him, for ho 
bade me I should ri<le him into no water. 
Now I, thinking my horse had had some « 
rare quality that he would not have had 
me known of, I, like a venturous youth, rid 
him into the deep pond at the towm’s end. 

I was no sooner in the middle of the pond, 
but my horse vanished away, and I 
sat upon a bottle* of hay, never so near 
drowning in my life. But I’ll seek out my 
Doctor, and have my forty dollars again, 
or I’ll make it the dearest horse!* — O, 
yonder is his snipper-snapper. — Do you w 
hear? you hey-pass, where’s your master? 

Meph. Why, sir, what would you? You 
cannot speak with him. 

Ilorse-C. But I will speak with him. 
Meph. Why, he's fast asleep. Come some 
other time. 

Horsc-C. ri! speak with him now, or I’ll 
break his glass windows about his ears. 

Meph. I tell thee he has not slept this 
eight nights. m 

Ilorse-C. An he have not slept this eight 
weeks I’ll speak with him. 

* This Allusion to Dr. Lopoz. hanged on the charge 
nf cdnspirucy to murder Klizabcth, in ir»94, is not 
Blarlowe’s. 

* Bundle. * I.c. to him. 


Meph, See where he is, fast asleep. 

Horse~C. Ay, this is he. God save you, 
Master Doctor. Master Doctor, Master Doc- 
tor Fustian 1— Forty dollars, forty dollars 
for a bottle of hay! 

Meph. Why, thou seest he hears thee 
not. 

Horsc-C. So-ho, ho! — so-ho ho! (Hoi- » 
low in his ear) No, will you not wake? I’ll 
make you wake ere I go. {Pull him by the 
leg, and pull it ou'oy) Alas, I am undone! 
What shall I do? 

Faust. 0, my leg, my leg! Help, Mephis- 
tophilisl call the officers. My leg, my leg! 

Meph. Come, villain, to the constable. 

Ilorsc-C. O lord, sir, lot me go, and 
I’ll give you forty dollars more. 

Meph. Where be they? i® 

Horsc-C. I have none about me. Come 
to my ostry* and I’ll give them you. 

Meph. Begone q\iickly. 

Horse-Courser runs away 

Faust. What, is he gone? Farewell he! 
Faustus has his leg again, and the horse- 
courser, I take it, a bottle of hay for his 
labor. Well, this trick shall cost him forty 
dollars more. 

Enter Waqnbr 

How now, Wagner, what’s the news with 
thee? 

Wag. Sir, the Duke of Vanholt doth 
earnestly entreat your company. 

Faust. The Duke of Vanholt! an honor- 
able gentleman, to whom I must be no 
niggard of my cunning. Come, Mephis- 
tophilis, let’s away to him. Exeunt 

[SCENE XIII 

[Court of the DuM 

Enter the Duke arid the Duchess, 
[Faustus, and Mephistophius] 

Duke. Believe me, Master Doctor, this 
merriment hath much pleased me. 

Faust. My gracious lord, I am glad it con- 
tents you so well. — But it may bo, madam, 
you take no delight in this. I have heard 
that great-bellied women do long for some 
dainties or other: what is it, madam? tell 
me, and you shall have it. 

' Inn, osUcry, 
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Duchess. Thanks, good Master Doctor; 
and for I see your courteous intent to lo 
pleasure me, I will not hide from you the 
thing my heart desires; and were it now 
summer, as it is January and the dead time 
of the winter, I would desire no better meat 
than a dish of ripe grapes. 

Faust. Alas, madam, that’s nothing! 
Mephistophilis, begone. [Exit Mephis- 
TOPHiLis] Were it a greater thing than this, 
so it would content you, you should have it. 

Enter Mephistophius unth the grapes 

Here they be, madam; wilt please you » 
taste on them? 

Duke. Believe me. Master Doctor, this 
makes me wonder above the rest, that being 
in the dead time of winter, and in the 
month of January, how you should come 
by these grapes. 

Faust. If it like your grace, the year is div- 
ided into two circles over the whole world, 
that, when it is here winter with us, in the 
contrary circle it is summer with them, so 
as in India, Saba, and farther countries in 
the East; and by means of a swift spirit 
that I have I had them brought hither, as 
you see. — How do you like them, madam; 
be they good? 

Duchess. Believe me, Master Doctor, 
they be the best grapes that e'er I tasted in 
my life before. 

Faust. I am glad they content you so, 
madam. 40 

Duke. Come, madam, let us in, where 
you must well reward this learned man 
for the great kindness he hath showed to 
you. 

Duchess. And so I will, my lord; and, 
whilst I live, rest beholding for this cour- 
tesy. 

Faust. I humbly thank your grace. 

Duke. Come, Master Doctor, follow us 
and receive your reward. Exeunt 

[SCENE XIII] 

[Faustus’ Sitfdy] 

Enter Waonek solus 

Wag. I think my master means to die 
shortly. 

For he hath given to me all his goods; 


And yet, methinks, if that death were [so] 
near. 

He would not banquet, and carouse and 
swill 

Amongst the students, as even now ho doth. 
Who are at supper with such belly-cheer 
As Wagner ne’er beheld in all his life. 

See where they come! belike the feast is 
ended. 

Enter Faustus, with two or three 
Scholars [and Mephistophius] 

1 Schol. Master Doctor Faustus, since 
our conference about fair ladies, which 10 
was the bcautifullest in all the world, we 
have determined with ourselves that Helen 
of Greece was the admirablest lady that 
ever lived: therefore, Master Doctor, if you 
will do us that favor, as to let us see that 
peerless dame of Greece, whom all the 
world admires for majesty, we should think 
ourselves much beholding unto you. 

Faust. Gentlemen, 

For that I know your friendship is un- 
feigned, 20 

And Faustus’ custom is not to deny 
The just requests of those that wish him 
well, 

You shall behold that peerless dame of 
Greece, 

No otherways for pomp and majesty, 

Than when Sir Paris crossed the seas with 
her, 

And brought the spoils to rich Dardania. 

Be silent, then, for danger is in words. 

Music sounds and Helen 
passeth over the stage 

2 Schol. Too simple is my wit to tell her 
praise. 

Whom all the world admires for majesty. 

3 Schol. No marvel though the angry 
Greeks pursued 

With ten years’ war the rape of such a 
queen, 

Whose heavenly beauty passeth all com- 
pare. 

1 Schol. Since we have seen the pride of 
Nature’s works. 

And only paragon of excellence, 

Enter an Old Man 

Let us depart; and for this glorious deed 
Happy and blest be Faustus evermore. 
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Faust. Gentlemen, farewell— the same I 
wish to you. 

Exeunt Scholars [and Wagner] 

Old Man. Ah, Doctor Faustus, that I 
might prevail 

To guide thy steps unto the way of lile, 

Bv which sweet path thou may st attain the 

^ goal *** 

That shall conduct thee to celestial rest! 
Break heart, drop blood, and mingle it with 

tears, 

Tears falling from repentant heaviness 
Of thy most vile and loathsome filthiness. 

The stench whereof corrupts the inward soul 
With such flagitious crimes of heinous sins 
As no commiseration may expel. 

But mercy, Faustus. of thy Saviour sweet. 
Whose blood alone must wash away thy 
guilt. 

Faust. Where art thou, Faustus? wretch, 
what hast thou done? “ 

Damned art thou, Faustus, damned; despair 

and die! 

Hell calls for right, and with a roaring voice 
Says “Faustus! come! thine hour is [almost] 
come!” 

And Faustus now will come to do thee 
right. 

Mephistophius gives him a dagger 
Old Man. Ah stay, good Faustus, stay thy 
desperate steps! 

I see an angel hovers o’er thy head, 

And, with a vial full of precious grace, 
Offem to pour the same into thy soul: 

Then call for mercy, and avoid despair. 

Faust. Ah, my sweet friend, I feel « 
Thy words do comfort my distressed soul. 
Leave me a while to ponder on ray sins. 

Old Man 1 go, sweet Faustus, but with 
heavy cheer. 

Fearing the ruin of thy hopeless soul. 

[ErU] 

Faust. Accursed Faustus, where is mercy 
now? 

I do repent; and yet I do despair; 

Hell strives with grace for conquest in my 
breast : 

What shall I do to shun the snares of death? 
Meph. Thou traitor, Faustus, I arrest thy 
soul 

For disobedience to my sovereign lord ; » 

Revolt,* or I’ll in piecemeal tear thy flesh. 

• Turn back troin repentance. 


Faust. Sweet Mephistophilis, entreat thy 
lord 

To pardon my unjust presumption. 

And with my blood again I will confirm 
My former v'ow I made to Lucifer. 

Meph. Do it then quickly, with un- 
feigned heart. 

Lest greater danger do attend thy drift. 

(Faustus slabs his 

arm and ivriles on a paper uith his blood] 
Faust. Torment, sweet friend, that base 
and crooked age,* 

That durst dissuade me from thy Lucifer, 
With greatest torments that our hell affords. 
Meph. His faith is great; I cannot touch 

his soul; •’ 

But what I may afflict his body with 
I will attempt, which is but little worth. 
Faust. One thing, good servant, let me 
crave of thee, 

To glut the longing of my heart’s desire— 
That I might have unto my paramour 
That heavenly Helen, which I saw of late, 
Whose sweet embracings may extinguish 
clean 

These thoughts that do dissuade me from 
my vow. 

And keep mine oath I made to Lucifer. » 
Meph. Fnibstus, this or what else thou 
shalt desire 

Shall be performed in twinkling of an eye. 

Enter Helen 


Faust. Was this the face that launched a 
thousand ships 

And burnt the topless “ towers of Ilium? 
Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss. 

[Kisses her] 

Her lips suck* forth my soul; see where it 
flies! — 

Como, Helen, come, give me my soul again. 
Here will I dwell, for heaven be in these 
lips, 

And all is drovss that is not Helena. 

I will be Paris, and for love of thee, »» 
Instead of Troy, shall Wittenberg be sacked; 
And I will combat with w’cak Menelaus, 
And wear thy colors on my phimbd crest; 
Yea, I will wo\ind Achilles in the heel. 
And then reUirn to Helen for a kiss. 

O, thou art fairer than the evening air 
Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars; 
»TIk‘ old man. • Tall.st. * Q. reads suclt. 
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Brighter art thou than flaming Jupiter 
When he appeared to hapless Semele: 

More lovely than the monarch of the sky uo 
In wanton Arethusa’s azured arms: ' 

And none but thou shalt be my paramour 1 

Exeunt 

Enter the Old Man 

Old Man. Accursed Faustus, miserable 
man, 

That from thy soul exclud’st the grace of 
heaven, 

And fly’st the throne of his tribunal seat 1 

Enter Devils 

Satan begins to sift * me with his pride ; 

As in this furnace * God shall try my faith, 
My faith, vile hell, shall triumph over thee. 
Ambitious fiends! see how the heavens smile 
At your repulse, and laughs your state to 
scorn ! 

Hence, hell! for hence I fly unto my God. 

Exeunt 

[SCENE XIV] 

[The Same] 

Enter Faustus vnth the Scholars 

Faust. Ah, gentlemen! 

1 Sckol. What ails Faustus? 

Faust. Ah, my sweet chamber-fellow, had 
I lived with thee, then had I lived still! 
but now I die eternally. Look, comes he 
not, comes he not? 

2 Schol. What m< ms Faustus? 

3 Schol. Belike he is grown into some 
sickness by being over solitary. 

1 Schol. If it be so, we’ll have physi- w 
cians to cure him. Tis but a surfeit. Never 
fear, man. 

Faustus. A surfeit of deadly sin that hath 
damned both body and soul. 

2 Schol. Yet, Faustus, look up to heaven: 
remember God’s mercies are infinite. 

Faust. But Faustus’ offence can ne'er be 
pardoned: the serpent that tempted Eve 
may be saved, but not Faustus. Ah, gen- 
tlemen, hear me with patience, and » 
tremble not at my speeches! Though my 

‘ Perhaps : more lovely than the blue sky mirrored 
in a spring. 

*See Luke, xxii, 31. 

’ Suggested by Daniel, iii. 


heart pants and quivers to remember that 
I have been a student here these thirty 
years, 0, w-ould I had never seen Witten- 
berg, never read book! And what wonders 
I have done, all Germany can witness, yea, 
all the world; for which Faustus hath lost 
both Germany and the world, yea heaven 
itself, heaven, the seat of God, the throne 
of the blessed, the kingdom of joy; and so 
must remain in hell for ever, hell, ah, hell, 
for ever! Sweet friends! what shall become 
of Faustus being in hell for ever? 

3 Schol. Yet, Faustus, call on God. 

Faust. On God, whom Faustus hath ab- 
jured! on God, whom Faustus hath blas- 
phemed! Ah, my God, I would weep, but 
the Devil draws in my tears. Gush forth 
blood instead of tears! Yea, life and soul! 
O, he stays my tongue! I would lift up *o 
my hands, but see, they hold them, they 
hold them! 

All. Who, Faustus? 

Faust. Lucifer and Mephistophilis. Ah, 
gentlemen, I gave them my soul for my 
cunning! ' 

All. God forbid! 

Faust. God forbade it indeed; but Faus- 
tus hath done it: for vain pleasure of 
twenty-fcur years hath Faustus lost eter- » 
nal joy and felicity. I writ them a bill “ 
with mine own blood: the date is expired; 
the time will come, and he will fetch me. 

1 Schol. Why did not Faustus tell us of 
this before, that divines might have prayed 
for thee? 

Faust. Oft have I thought to have done 
so: but the Devil threatened to tear me in 
pieces if I named God ; to fetch both body 
and soul if I once gave ear to divinity: «> 
and now 'tis too late. Gentlemen, away! 
lest you perish w'ith me. 

2 Schol. 0, what shall we do to [save] 
Faustus? 

Faust. Talk not of me, but save your- 
selves, and depart. 

3 Schol. God will strengthen me. I will 
stay with Faustus. 

1 Schol. Tempt not God, sweet friend; 
but let us into the ne::t room, and there to 
pray for him. 

Faust. Ay, pray for me, pray for me! and 
what noise soever ye hear, come not unto 
me, for nothing can rescue me. 

* Learning. * I sealed a deed. 
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2 Schol. Pray thou, and we will pray that 
God may have mercy upon thee. 

Faimt. Gentlemen, farewell: if I live till 

morning I’ll visit you: if not Faustus is 

gone to hell. 

All. Faustus, farewell. 

Exeunt Scholars 
The clock strikes eleven 

Faust. Ah, Faustus, 

Now hast thou but one bare hour to live, 
And then thou must be damned perpetually! 
Stand still, you ever-moving spheres of 
heaven, 

That time may cease, and midnight never 
come ; 

Fair Nature’s eye, rise, rise again and make 
Perpetual day; or let this hour be but 
A year, a month, a week, a natural day, 
That Faustus may repent and save iiis soul! 
O Icnlc, Icnlc, currile noctis cqui!' «> 

The stars move still,' time runs, the clock 
will strike. 

The Devil will come, and Faustus must be 
damned. 

Oh, I’ll leap up to my God! Who pulls mo 
down? 

Sec, see whore Christ’s blood streams in the 
firmament! 

One drop would save my soul — half a drop: 
ah, my Christ! 

Ah, rend not my heart for naming of my 
Christ ! 

Vet will I call on him: 0, spare me, Luci- 
fer! — 

Where is it now? ’tis gone; and sec where 
God 

Strotcheth out his arm, and bends his ireful 
brows 1 

Mountain and hills come, come and fall on 
me, *«> 

And hide me from the heavy wrath of God! 
No! nol 

Then w'ill I headlong run into the earth; 
Earth gape! 0, no, it will not harbor mo! 
You stars that reigned at my nativity. 
Whose influence hath allotted death and 
lioll, 

Now draw up Faustus like a foggy mist 
Into the entrails of yon laboring clouds, 
That when you vomit forth into the air, 

* Gently, pently run, ye horses of the night, Ovid, 
Amoves , i, 13. 

* Ever. 


My limbs may issue from their smoky 
mouths, 

So that my soul may but ascend to heaven. 
The watch strikes [the half hour] 
Ah, half the hour is past I ’twill all be past 
anon! 

O God! 

If thou wilt not have mercy on my soul. 

Yet for Christ’s sake whose blood hath ran- 
somed me, 

Impose some end to my incessant pain; 

Let Faustus live in hell a thousand years — 

A hundred thousand, and — at last — be 
saved ! 

O, no end is limited to damned souls! 

Why wert thou not a creature wanting soul? 
Or why is this immortal that thovi hast? jsi 
A h, Pythagoras’ metempsychosis! ‘ were 
that true. 

This soul should fly from me, and I be 
changed 

Unto some brutish beast 1 all beasts arc 
happy. 

For, when they die, 

Their souls arc soon dissolved in elements; 
But mine must live, stilC to be plagued in 
hell. 

Curst be the parents that engendered me! 
No, Fa\istus: curse thyself; curse Lucifer 
That hath deprived thee of the joys of 
heaven. 

The clock striketh twelve 
0, it strikes, it strikes! Now, body, turn to 
air, 

Or Lucifer will bear thee quick to hell. 

Thunder and lightning 
O soul, be changed into little water-drops. 
And fall into the ocean — ne’er be found. 

My God! my Godl look not so fierce on 
me! 

Enter Devils 

Adders and serpents, let me breathe awhile 1 
Ugly hell, gape not! come not, Lucifer! 

I’ll bum my books! — Ah Mephistophilis! 

[Exeunt with him] 

Enter Chonis 

Cho. Cut is the branch that might have 
grown full straight, 

* Tlio doctrine of the transmigration of souls, as- 
cribed to Pythagoras. 

’ Eternally. 
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And burned is Apollo’s laurel bough, 

That sometime grew within this learned 
man. 

Faustus is pone; regard his hellish fall, 
Whose fiendful fortune may exhort the wise 
Only to wonder at' unlawful things, 

* Merely to wonder at, not practise. 


Whose deepness doth entice such forward 
wits 

To practise more than heavenly power per- 
mits. Exit 

Terminal kora diem; terminal auctor opus' 

* The hour ends the day. The author completes 
his work. 
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Four quarto editions of Edward II survive: of 1594, 1598, 1612 and 1622. It seems 
that an earlier quarto, bearing date 1593, once existed (Tucker Brooke, Marlowe, 
308t; but it has perished. Except for The Massacre at Paris, Edward II is Marlowe’s 
latest play. It was acted, as the title page of the quartos declare, by the Earl of 
Pembroke’s men, and probably first in 1591 or in the earlier months of 1592. As 
Pembroke’s men were Henslowe’s rivals, no mention of Marlowe’s tragedy occurs 
in the celebrated Diary; though it is not impossible that ‘"the Spencer^’, for which 
£6 was paid, in March, 1589, to Chettle and Porter, may have had some relation to 
Marlowe’s play. In September, 1602, Henslowe expended money on properties for 
“the play of Mortymore.” And there is a small fragment of The Fall of Mortimer 
in the Jonson folio of 1641. The text follows that of the quarto of 1594, which is 
not only the best for this play, but the fullest and clearest of any of Marlowe s. As 
“the best preserved of the poet’s tragedies,” for its place in the history of the chronicle 
play, and for its direct inspiration of Shakespeare, Marlowe’s Eduard II demands 
attention. It was Edward II that first found print, after two editions of Tamburlairw, 
in the lifetime of the author. 



(PERSONS IN THE PLAY 


Piers Gaveston, Favorite of the King 

Kino Edward II 
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Roger Mortimer, his Nephew 

Edmund, Earl of Kent, the King^s Brother 

Guy, Earl of Warwick 

Pembroke 

Bishop of Coventry 
Archbishop of Cantesbury 
Isabella, Edward’s Queen 
Beaumont 

Spencer filius, '‘Earl of Gloucester^* 
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A Lady, Niece of King Edward 
Lord Arundel 

Hugh Spencer, “Earl of Wiltshire^* 
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Prince Edward, later Edward III 

Sir John of Hainault 
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Gurney > Murderers 

Liohtborn J 
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Scene: London, Westminster; Tynemouth Castle, Boroughbridpe, Hanvich, Bristol, the 
Abbey of Neath, Killingworth (Kenilworth), and the Vicinities of these; one scene 
in Paris.] 


THE TROUBLESOME REIGN OF EDWARD THE SECOND 


Christopher Marlowe 


[ACT I, SCENE II 
[London, a Street] 

Enter Gaveston, reading on a letter that 
was brought him from the King 

Gav. ‘My father is deceased. Come, 
Gaveston, 

And share the kingdom with thy dearest 
friend/ 

Ah! words that make me surfeit with de- 
light! 

What greater bliss can hap to Gaveston 
Than live and be the favourite of a king! 
Sweet prince, I come ; these, these thy 
amorous lines 

Might have enforcv.d me to have swum 
from France, 

And, like ’ander, psped upon the sand. 

So thou would’st smile, and take me in thine 
arms. 

The sight of London to my exiled eyes m 
I s as Elysium to a new-come soul; 

Not that I love the city, or the men. 

But that it harbors him I hold so dear — 
The king, upon whose bosom let me lie,‘ 
And with the world be still at enmity. 

What need the arctic people love starlight, 
To whom the sun shines both by day and 
night? 

Farewell base stooping to the lordly peers! 
My knee shall bow to none but to the king. 
As for the multitude, that are but sparks, » 
Raked up in embers of their poverty; — 
Tanti;* I’ll fawn first on the wind 
That glanceth at my lips, and flieth away. 
But how now, what are these? 

^ Q. reads die. 

* So much for them. 


Enter three Poor Men 


Poor Men. Such as desire your worship’s 
service. 

Gav. What canst thou do? 

1 P. Af. I can ride. 

Gav. But I have no horses. What art 
thou? 

2 P. M. A traveller. 

Gav. Let me see — thou would’st do well » 
To wait at my trencher and tell me lies at 
dinner-time; 

And as I like your discoursing, I’ll have you. 
And what art thou? 

3 P. M. A soldier, that hath served 
against the Scot. 

Gav. Why, there are hospitals for such 
as you ; 

I have no war, and therefore, sir, begone. 

3 P. M. Farewell, and perish by a sol- 
dier’s hand, 

That would'st reward them with an hospital. 
Gav. Ay, ay, these words of his move me 
as much 

As if a goose should play the porpentine,' « 
And dart her plumes, thinking to pierce my 
breast. 

But yet it is no pain to speak men fair; 

I’ll flatter these, and make them live in 
hope. [Aside] 

You know that I came lately out of France, 
And yet I have not viewed my lord the 
king; 

If I speed ./ell. I’ll entertain you all. 

All. We thank your worship. 

Gav. I have some business. Leave me to 

myself. 

All. We will wait here about the court. 

Exeunt 

Gav. Do. These are not men for me: 
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I must have wanton poets, pleasant wits, 
Musicians, that with toucliinfi of a string 
May draw the pliant king whieli way 1 
please. 

Music and poetry is his delight; 

Therefore I’ll have Italian masks by night. 
Sweet speeches, comedies, and pleasing 
shows ; 

And in the day. when he shall walk abroad. 
Like .sylvan nymphs my pages shall be 
clad ; 

My men, like satyrs grazing on the lawns. 
Shall with their goat-fret dance the antic 
hay.* 

Sometime a lovely boy in Dian’s shape, 
With hair that gilds the water as it glides. 
Crownet.s of pearl about his naked arms, 
And in his sportful hands an olive-tree, 

To hide those parts which men delight to 
see. 

Shall bathe him in a spring; and there hard 

by. 

One like Actreon peeping through the grove, 
Shall by the angry godde.^s be transformed, 
And running in the likeness of an hart 
By yelping hounds pulled down, and seem 
to die: -o 

Such things as these best please his majesty. 
Hero comes my lord the king, and the 
nobles 

From the parliament. I’ll stand aside. 

[Kelircs] 

Enter the Kino, L-vncaster, Moutimer 
Senior, MoiiTiMEfi Jumar, Kd.mund, Earl 
of Kent, Guv, Earl of Warwick, 
[PEMiJitoKE and Atteiulants] 

Edw. Lancaster 1 
Lan. My lord. 

Gau. That Earl of Lancaster do I abhor. 

[Aside] 

Edw. Will you not grant me this? — In 
spite of them 

I’ll have iny will; and these two Mortimers, 
That cross me thus, shall know I am tlis- 
pleased. [Aside] 

E. Mor. If you love us, my lord, hate 
Gaveston. w 

Gau. Tliat villain Mortimerl I’ll be his 
death. [Aside] 

Mor. Mine uncle hero, this earl, and 
I myself, 

' A Country diiiieo. 


Were sworn to your father at his death, 

Th:#t he should ne’er return into the realm: 
.\nd know, my lord, ere I will break my 
oath, 

This frword of mine, that should offend your 
foes, 

Shall sleep within the scabbard at thy need. 
And underneath thy banners march who 
will. 

For Mortimer will hang his armor up. 

Gar. Mart Dieu! [Aside] 

Edw. Well. Mortimer, I'll make thee rue 

these words. »» 

Beseems it thee to contradict thy king? 
Frown’st thou thereat, aspiring Lancaster? 
The sword shall plane the furrows of thy 
brows. 

And hew these knees that now are grown so 
stiff. 

I will have Gaveston; and you shall know 
What danger ’tis to stand against your king. 

Gav. Well done, Ned! [Aside] 

Lan. My loni, why do you thus incense 

your peers. 

That naturally would love and honor you, loo 
But for that base and obscure Gaveston? 
Four enrhioms have I, besides Lancaster — 
Derby, Salisbury, I.,incoln. Leicester — 
These will I sell, to give my soldiers pay, 
Ere Gaveston shall slay within the realm; 
Therefore, if he be come, expel him straight. 

Kent. Barons ami earls, your pride hath 
made me mute; 

But now I'll speak, and to the proof, I hope. 
I do remember, in my father’s days, 

Lord Percy of the north, being highly 
moved. no 

Braved Moubery* in presence of the king; 
For which, had not his highness loved him 
well. 

He should have lost his head; but w'ilh his 
look 

The undaunted spirit of Percy was ap- 
peased, 

And Moubery and he were reconciled. 

Vet dare you brave the king unto his face. 
Brother,’ revenge it, and let these their 
heads 

Preach upon polos, for trespass of their 
tongues. 

IPor. O, our heads 1 

* old spelling for Mowbray indicates the pro- 
iiunoiaUon. 

^ Kent was half-brother to the king. 
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Edw. Ay, yours; and therefore I would 
wish you grant — 

TFar. Bridle thy anger, gentle Mortimer. 
A/or. I cannot, nor I will not; I must 
speak. — 

Cousin, our hands I hope shall fence our 
heads, 

And strike off his that makes you threaten 
us. 

Come, uncle, let us leave the brainsick king. 
And henceforth parley with our naked 
swords. 

E. Mor. Wiltshire hath men enough to 
save our heads. 

War. All Warwickshire will love him for 
my sake. 

Lan. And northward Gaveston hath many 
friends.' 

Adieu, my lord; and either change your 
mind, ^ 

Or look to see the throne, where you should 
sit. 

To float in blood; and at thy wanton head. 
The glozing ' head of thy base minion 
thrown. 

Exeunt Nobiles [except King 
Edward, Kent, Gaveston and Attendants] 
Edw. I cannot brook these haughty 
menaces; 

Am I a king, and must be overruled? 
Brother, display my ensigns in the field; 

I’ll bandy' with the barons and the earls, 
And either die or live with Gaveston. 

Gav. I can no longer keep me from my 
lord. [Comes forward] 

Edw. What, Gaveston 1 welcome! — Kiss 
not my hand — m® 

Embrace me, Gaveston, as I do thee. 

Why should’st thou kneel? know’st thou 
not who I am? 

Thy friend, thyself, another Gaveston 1 
Not Hylas was more mourned of Hercules, 
Than thou hast been of me since thy exile. 
Gav. And since I went from hence, no 
soul in hell 

Hath felt more torment than poor Gaves- 
ton, 

Edw. I know it. — Brother, welcome home 
my friend. 

Now let the treacherous Mortimers con- 
spire, 

* These two lines are ironicaL 

* Flattering. 

* Contend. 


And that high-minded Earl of Lancaster: i«» 
I have my wish, in that I joy thy sight; 
And sooner shall the sea o’envhelin my land, 
Than bear the ship that shall transport thee 
hence. 

I here create thee Lord High Chamberlain, 
Chief Secretary to the state and me, 

Earl of Cornwall, King and Lord of Man. 

Gav. My lord, these titles far exceed my 
worth. 

Kent. Brother, the least of these may 
well suffice 

For one of greater birth than Gaveston. 

Edw. Cease, brother: for I cannot brook 
these words. 

Thy worth, sweet friend, is far above my 
gifts, 

Therefore, to equal it, receive my heart; 

If for these dignities thou be envied, 

I’ll give thee more; for, but to honor thee, 
Is Edward pleased with kingly regiment,' 
Fear’st thou thy person?' thou shalt have a 
guard: 

Wantest thou gold? go to my treasury: 
Wouldst thou be loved and feared? receive 
my seal; 

Save or condemn, and in our name com- 
mand 

Whatso thy mind affects, or fancy likes, it® 

Gav. It shall suffice me to enjoy your 
love, 

Which whiles I have, I think myself as 
great 

As Caesar riding in the Roman street. 

With captive kings at his triumphant car. 

Enter the Bishop of Coventry 

Edw. Whither goes my lord of Coventry 
so fast? 

Bisk. To celebrate your father’s exequies. 
But is that wicked Gaveston returned? 

Edw. Ay, priest, and lives to bo revenged 
on thee, 

That wert the only cause of his exile. 

Gav. ’Tis true; and but for reverence of 
these robes, 

Thou should’st not plod one foot beyond 
this place. 

Bish. I did no more than I was bound to 
do; 

And, Gaveston, unless thou be reclaimed, 
As then I did incense the parliament, 

i Rule. * Fearest for thy safety. 
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So will I now, and thou shalt back to 
France. 

Gav. Saving your reverence, you must 
pardon me. 

Edw. Throw off his golden mitre, rend 
his stole, 

And in the channel* christen him anew. 

Kent. Ah. brother, lay not violent hands 
on him! 

For he'll complain unto the see of Rome, iw 

Gav. Let him complain unto the sec of 
hell ; 

I’ll be revenged on him for my exile. 

Edw. No, spare his life, but seize upon 
his good.s; 

Be thou lord bishop and receive his rents, 

Anfl make him serve thee as thy chaplain: 

I give him thee — here, use him as thou wilt. 

Gav. He shall to prison, and there die in 
bolts. 

Edw. Ay, to the Tower, the Fleet, or 
where thou wilt. 

Bish. For this offence, be thou accurst of 
God! 

Edw. Who's there? Convey this priest 
to the Tower. »o 

Bish. True, true. 

Edw. But, in the meantime, Gaveston, 
away, 

And take possession of his house and goods. 

Come, follow me, and thou shalt have my 
guard 

To see it done, and bring thee safe again. 

Gav. What should a priest do with so 
fair a house? 

A prison may [best] beseem his holiness. 

[Excunt'\ 

[SCENE II] 

Enter [on one side'\ both the Mortimers; 

[on the other,] W.\rwick and Lanc.aster 

War. 'Tis true, the bishop is in the Tower, 

And goods and botly given to Gaveston. 

Lan. What! will they tyrannize upon the 
church? 

Ah, wicked king! accursed Gaveston 1 

Tliis ground, which is corrupted with their 
steps, 

Shall be their timeless* sepulchre or mine. 

Afor. Well, let that peevish* Frenchman 
guard him sure; 

> Gutter. ’ Untimely. • Silly. 


Unless his breast be sword-proof he shall die. 

E. Mor. How now! why droops the Earl 
of Lancaster? 

A/or, Wherefore is Guy of Wanvick dis- 
content? “ 

Lan. That villain Gaveston is made an 
earl. 

E. A/or. An earll 

ll'or. Ay, and besides Lord Chamberlain 
of the realm, 

And Secretary too, and Lord of Man. 

h. A/or. We may not, nor we will not 
suffer this. 

Mor. Why post wo not from hence to 
levy men? 

Lan. "My Lord of Cornwall,” now at 
every word I 

And happy is the man whom he vouchsafes, 

For vailing of his bonnet,* one good look. 

Thus, arm in arm, the king and he doth 
march : » 

Nay more, the guard upon his lordship 
waits; 

And all the court begins to flatter him. 

]r«r. Thus leaning on the shoulder of 
the king, 

Ho nods and scorns and smiles at those that 
pass. 

E. Mor. Doth no man take exceptions at 
the slave? 

Lan. All stomach* him, but none dare 
speak a worth 

Mor. Ah. that bewrays* their baseness, 
Lancaster! 

Wore all the carls and barons of my mind, 

We’d hale him from the bosom of the king, 

And at the court-gate hang the peasant up, 

Who, swoln with venom of ambitious pride, 

Will be the ruin of the realm and us. « 

Enter the Archbishop of Canterbury [and 

071 Attendant] 

IFar. Here comes my lord of Canter- 
bury’s grace. 

Lati. His countenance bewrays he is dis- 
pleased. 

Arch. First were his sacred garments rent 
and torn. 

Then laid they violent hands upon him; 
next 

* Taking off his hat as a mark of respect. 

> Arc angered at him. 

* Betrays, 
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Himself imprisoned, and his goods asseized: 
This certify the Pope; — away, take horse. 

[Exit Attend.] 
Lan. My lord, will you take arms against 
the king? 

Arch. What need I? God himself is up 
in arms, 

When violence is offered to the church. 

A/or. Then will you join with us, that be 
his peers, 

To banish or behead that Gaveston? 

Arch. What else, my lords? for it con- 
cerns me near; 

The bishopric of Coventry is his. 

Enter Queen Isabella 

Mor. Madam, whither walks your maj- 
esty so fast? 

Isab. Unto the forest,' gentle Mortimer, 
To live in grief and baleful discontent; 

For now, my lord, the king regards me not, 
But dotes upon the love of Gaveston. w 
He claps his cheeks, and hangs about his 
neck. 

Smiles in his face, and whispers in his ears; 
And when I come he frowns, as who should 
say, 

*‘Go whither thou wilt, seeing I have Gaves- 
ton.” 

E. Mor. Is it not strange that he is thus 
bewitched? 

Mor. Madam, return unto the court 
again. 

That sly inveigling Frenchman we’ll exile, 
Or lose our lives; and yet, ere that day 
come, 

The king shall lose his crown; for we have 
power, 

And courage too, to be revenged at full. «> 
Arch. But yet lift not your swords against 
the king. 

Lan. No; but we will lift Gaveston from 
hence. 

War. And war must be the means, or he’ll 
stay still.’ 

hab. Then let him stay; for rather than 
my lord 

Shall be oppressed with civil mutinies, 

I will endure a melancholy life, 

And let him frolic with his minion. 

Arch. My lords, to ease all this, but hear 
me speak: 

' Away from the world. * Forever. 


We and the rest, that are his counsellors, 
Will meet, and with a general consent to 
C onfirm his banishment with our hands and 
seals. 

Lan. What we confirm the king will frus- 
trate. 

Mor. Then may we lawfully revolt from 
him. 

War. But say, my lord, where shall this 
meeting be? 

Arch. At the New Temple. 

Mor. Content. 

Arch. And, in the meantime. I’ll entreat 
you all 

To cross to Lambeth, and there stay with 
me. 

Lan. Come then, let’s away. 

Mor. Madam, farewell I “ 

Jsab. Farewell, sweet Mortimer; and, for 
my sake, 

Forbear to levy arms against the king. 
Mor. Ay, if words will serve; if not, I 
must. Exeunt 

[SCENE III] 

[London, a StreeQ 

Enter Gaveston and the Earl of Kent 

Gav. Edmund, the mighty Prince of Lan- 
caster, 

That both more earldoms than an ass can 
bear. 

And both the Mortimers, two goodly men, 
With Guy of Wanvick, that redoubted 
knight, 

Are gone towards Lambeth — there let them 
remain. [Exeunt\ 

[SCENE IV] 

[The New Temple] 

Enter Nobiles, Lancaster, Warwick, Pem- 
broke, the Elder Mortimer, Young 
Mortimer, the Archbishop of 
Canterbury and Attendants] 

Lan. Here is the form of Gaveston’s 
exile: 

May it please your lordship to subscribe 
your name. 

Arch. Give me the paper. 

[He subscribes, as do the others after him] 
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Lan. Quick, quick, my lord; I long to 
write niy name. 

War. But I long more to sec him ban- 
ished hence. 

Mor. The name of Mortimer shall fright 
the king, 

Unless he be declined from that base 
peasant. 

Enter Kino Edward, Gaveston, [and Kent] 

Edw. What, are you moved that Gaves- 
ton sits here? 

It is our pleasure; we will have it so. 

Lan. Your grace doth well to place him 
by your side, lo 

For nowhere else the new earl is so safe. 

E. Mor. What man of noble birth can 
brook this sight? 

Quam male conveniunt!' 

Sec what a scornful look the peasant casts 1 

Pern. Can kingly lions fawn on creeping 
ants? 

War. Ignoble vassal, that like Phaeton 

Aspir’st unto the guidance of the sun! 

Mor. Their downfall is at hand, their 
forces down: 

We will not thus be faced and overpecred * 

Edw. Lay hands on that traitor Morti- 
mer! 20 

E. Mor. Lay hands on that traitor Gav- 
eston I 

Kent. Is this the duty that you owe your 
king? 

War. We know our duties — let him know 
his peers. 

Edw. Whither will you bear him? Stay, 
or ye shall die. 

E. Mor. We arc no traitors; therefore 
threaten not. 

Gav. No, threaten not, my lord, but pay 
them home! 

Were I a king 

Mor. Thou villain, wherefore talk’st thou 
of a king, 

That hardly art a gentleman by birth? 

Edw. Were he a peasant, being my 
minion, so 

I’ll make the proude.st of you stoop to him. 

Lan. My lord, you may not thus dis- 
parage us. — 

Away, I say, with hateful Gaveston! 

'Mow ill tlioy iigrpo! ’Outrivaled. 


E. Mor. And with the Earl of Kent that 
favors him. 

[Attendants remove Kent and G.weston] 

Edw. Nay, then, lay violent hands upon 
your king, 

Here, Mortimer, sit thou in Edward’s 
throne: 

Warwick and Lancaster, wear you my 
crown : 

Was ever king thus overruled as I? 

Lan. Learn then to rule us better, and 
the realm. 

Mor. What we have done, our heart- 
blood shall maintain. «o 

IFor. Think you that wo can brook this 
upstart pride? 

Edw. Anger and wrathful fury stops my 
speech. 

Arch. Why are you moved? be patient,* 
my lord. 

And see what wo your counsellors have 
done. 

Mor. My lords, now let us all be resolute. 
And either have our wills, or lose our lives. 

Edw. Meet you for this, proud over- 
daring peers? 

Ere my sweet Gaveston shall part from me, 
This isle shall fleet* upon the ocean, 

And wander to the unfrequented Inde. » 

Arch. You know that I am legate to the 
Pope ; 

On your allegiance to the see of Rome, 
Subscribe, ns we have done, to his e.xile. 

Mor. Curse him, if he refuse; and then 
may we 

Depose him and elect another king. 

Edw. Ay, there it goes! but yet I will 
not yield: 

Curse me, depose me, do the worst you can 

Lan. Then linger not, my lord, but do it 
straight. 

Arch. Remember how the bishop was 
abused I 

Either banish him that was the cause there- 
of, «> 

Or I will presently discharge these lords 
Of duty and allegiance due to thee. 

Edw. It boots me not to threat — I must 
speak fair: [Aside] 

The legate of the Pope will be obeyed. 

My lord, you shall be Chancellor of the 
realm ; 

Thou, Lancaster, High Admiral of our fleet; 

* Trisyllabic. » Flo.at. 
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Young Mortimer and his uncle shall be 
earls; 

And you, Lord Warwick, President of the 
North; 

And thou of Wales. If this content you not, 
Make several kingdoms of this monarchy, -o 
And share it equally amongst you all, 

So I may have some nook or corner left, 

To frolic with my dearest Gaveston. 

Arch. Nothing shall alter us — we are re- 
solved. 

Lan. Come, come, subscribe. 

Afor. Why should you love him whom 
the world hates so? 

Edw. Because he loves me more than all 
the world. 

Ah, none but rude and savage-minded men 
Would seek the ruin of my Gaveston; 

You that be noble-bom should pity him. «> 
War. You that are princely-born should 
shake him off: 

For shame subscribe, and let the lown* de- 
part. 

E. Mor. Urge him, my lord. 

Arch. Are you content to banish him the 
realm? 

Edw. I see I must, and therefore am con- 
tent: 

Instead of ink I’ll write it with my tears. 

[Subscribes] 

Mor. The king is lovesick for his minion. 
Edw. ’Tis done — and now, accursed hand, 
fall off I 

Lan. Give it me — I’ll have it published in 
the streets. 

Afor. I’ll see him presently* dispatched 
away. » 

Arch. Now is my heart at ease. 

War. And so is mine. 

Pern. This will be good news to the com- 
mon sort. 

E. Mor. Be it or no, he shall not linger 
here. 

Exeunt Nobiles 
Edw. How fast they run to banish him 
I love! 

They would not stir, were it to do me good. 
Why should a king be subject to a priest? 
Proud Rome! that hatchest such imperial 
grooms. 

For these thy superstitious taper-lights, 
Wherewith thy antichristian churches blaze, 
111 fire thy crazM buildings, and enforce loo 
'Worthless lellow. * At once. 


The papal towers to kiss the lowly ground ! 
With slaughtered priests make Tiber’s chan- 
nel swell. 

And banks raised higher with their sepul- 
chres ! 

As for the peers, that back the clergy thus, 
If I be king, not one of them shall live. 

Enter Gaveston 


Gav. My lord, I hear it whispered every- 
where, 

That I am banished, and must fly the land. 
Edw. ’Tis true, sweet Gaveston — 0! were 
it false! 

The legate of the Pope will have it so, 

And thou must hence, or I shall be deposed. 
But I will reign to be revenged of them; 
And therefore, sweet friend, take it pa- 
tiently. 

Live where thou wilt, I’ll send thee gold 
enough; 

And long thou shalt not stay, or if thou 
dost, 

I’ll come to thee; my love shall neer de- 
cline. 

Gav. Is all my hope turned to this hell 
of grief? 

Edw. Rend not my heart with thy too- 
piercing words: 

Thou from this land, I from myself am 
banished. 

Gav. To go from hence grieves not poor 

Gaveston ; , 

But to forsake you, in whose gracious looks 
The blessedness of Gaveston remains: 

For nowhere else seeks he felicity. 

Edw. And only this torments my 

wretched soul, 

That, whether I will or no, thou must de- 

Be governor of Ireland in my stead, 

And there abide till fortune call thee home. 
Here, take my picture, and lot me wear 


. T J xu- 

), might I keep thee here as I do this, 
lappy were I ! but now most miserable I 
Gav. ’Tis something to be pitied of a 

t • 100 

KinCa 

Edw. Thou shalt not hence— I’ll hide 
thee, Gaveston. 

/"r.... T e~Un]\ Ko fnimd- and then twill 


grieve me more. 

Edw. Kind words and mutual talk makes 
our grief greater: 
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Therefore, with dumb embraccmcnt, let us 
part — 

Stay, Gaveston, I cannot leave thee thus. 

Gav. For every look, my lord, drops 
down a tear: 

Seeing I must go, do not renew niy sorrow. 

Edw. The time is little that thou hast to 
stay, 

And, therefore, give me leave to look my 
fill: 

Hut come, sweet friend, I’ll bear thee on thy 
way. J40 

Gav. The peers will frown. 

Edw. I pass' not for their anger. — Come, 
let’s go; 

O, that we might as w'cll return as go. 

Enter Queen lsAnELn\ 

hah. Whither goes my lord? 

Edw. Fawn not on me, French strumpet 1 
get thee gonel 

hab. On wliom but on my husband should 
I fawn? 

Gav. On Mortimer! 1 with whom, un- 
gentle queen — 

I say no more — judge you the rest, ray lord. 

Isah. In saying this, thou wrong'st me, 
Gaveston ; 

Is't not enough that thou corrupt’st my 
lord, lu) 

And art a bawd to his affections. 

But thou must call mine honor thus in 
question? 

Gav. I moan not so; your grace must 
pardon me. 

Edw. Thou art too familiar with that 
Mortimer, 

And by thy means is Gaveston exiled; 

Hut I would wish thee reconcile the lords. 

Or thou shall ne’er bo reconciled to me. 

/sa6. Your highness knows it lies not in 
my power. 

Edw. Away then I touch me not — Come, 
Gaveston. 

hab. Villain I ’tis thou that robb’st me of 
my lord. )«> 

Gav. Madam, ’tis you that rob me of ray 
lord. 

Edw. Speak not unto her; let her droop 
and pine. 

hab. Wherein, my lord, have I deserved 
these words? 

> Care not. 


Witness the tears that Isabella sheds, 
Witness this heart, that sighing for thee, 
breaks, 

How dear my lord is to poor Isabel. 

Edw. And witness heaven how dear thou 
art to me: 

There weep: for till my Gaveston be re- 
pealed. 

Assure thyself thou com’st not in my sight. 

Exeunt Edward and Gaveston 

hab. O miserable and distressed queen 1 
Would, when I left sweet France and was 
enjbarkcd, m 

That charming Circe walking on the waves. 
Had clianged iny shape, or at the marriage- 
day 

The cup of Hymen had been full of poison, 
Or with those arms that twined about my 
neck 

I had been stifled, and not lived to see 
The king my lord thus to abandon me! 

Like frantic Juno will I fill the earth 
With ghastly murmur of my sighs and cries; 
For never doted Jove on Ganymede i» 
So much as he on cursed Gaveston: 

Hut that will more e.xaspcrate his wrath; 

I must entreat him, I must speak him fair; 
And be a means to call home Gaveston: 
And yet he’ll ever dote on Gaveston; 

And so am I for ever miserable. 

Enter the Nobles to the Queen 

Lan. Look where the sister of the King 
of France, 

Sits wringing of her hands, and beats her 
breast I 

ir«r. The king, I fear, hath ill-entreated 
her. 

Pern. Hard is the heart that injures such 
a saint. im 

Mor. I know 'tis ’long of Gaveston she 
weeps. 

E. Mor. Why, he is gone. 

Mor. Madam, how fares your grace? 

hab. Ah, Mortimer! now breaks the 
king’s hate forth. 

And he confesseth that he loves me not. 

Mor. Cry quittance, madam, then; and 
love not him. 

hab. No, rather will I die a thousand 
deaths: 

And yet I love in vain — he’ll ne’er love me. 

Lan. Fear ye not, madam; now his 
minion’s gone, 
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His wanton humor will be quickly left. 

Isab. O, never, Lancaster! I am en- 
joined a» 

To sue upon you all for his repeal; 

This wills my lord, and this must I perform, 

Or else be banished from his highness’ pres- 
ence. 

Lan. For his repeal, madam! he comes 
not back, 

Unless the sea cast up his shipwrecked body. 

War. And to behold so sweet a sight as 
that. 

There’s none here but would run his horse 
to death. 

Mor. But, madam, would you have us 
call him home? 

Isab. Ay, Mortimer, for till he be re- 
stored. 

The angry king hath banished me the 
court; *10 

And, therefore, as thou lov'st and tender’st 
me. 

Be thou my advocate unto these peers. 

Mor. What! would ye have me plead 
for Gaveston? 

E. Mor. Plead for him that will, I am 
resolved. 

Lan. And so am I, my lord: dissuade the 
queen. 

Isab. 0 Lancaster! let him dissuade the 
king, 

For 'tis against my will he should return. 

War. Then speak not for him, let the 
peasant go. 

Isab. ’Tis for myself I speak, and not for 
him. 

Pern. No speaking will prevail, and there- 
fore cease. 

Mor. Fair queen, forbear to angle for the 
fish 

Which, being caught, strikes him that takes 
it dead; 

I mean that vile torpedo,' Gaveston, 

That now, I hope, floats on the Irish seas. 

Isab. Sweet Mortimer, sit down by me 
awhile, 

And I will tell thee reasons of such weight 

As* thou wilt soon subscribe to his repeal. 

Mor. It is impossible; but speak your 
mind. 

Isab. Then thus, but none shall hear it 
but ourselves. 

[Talks to Mortimer apart] 

* The electric eel. * That. 


Lan. My lords, albeit the queen win 
Mortimer 230 

Will you be resolute, and hold with me? 

E. Mor. Not I, against my nephew. 

Pern. Fear not, the queen’s words cannot 
alter him. 

TTar. No? do but mark how earnestly 
she pleads! 

Lan. And see how coldly his looks make 
denial I 

TFar. She smiles; now for my life his 
mind is changed! 

Lan. I’ll rather lose his friendship, I, than 
grant. 

Mor. Well, of necessity it must be so. — 
My lords, that I abhor base Gaveston, 

I hope your honors make no question, 2*0 
And therefore, though I plead for his repeal. 
’Tis not for his sake, but for our avail; 
Nay, for the realm’s behoof, and for the 
king’s. 

Lan. Fie, Mortimer, dishonor not thyself! 
Can this be true, ’twas good to banish him? 
And is this true, to call him home again? 
Such reasons make white black, and dark 
night day. 

Mor. My lord of Lancaster, mark the re- 
spect.' 

Lan. In no respect can contraries be true. 

Isab. Yet, good my lord, hear what he 
can allege. 

War. All that he speaks is nothing; we 
are resolved. 

Mor. Do you not wish that Gaveston 
were dead? 

Pern. I would he were! 

Mor. Why then, my lord, give me but 
leave to speak. 

E. Mor. But, nephew, do not play the 
sophister. 

Mor. This which I urge is of a burning 
zeal 

To mend the king, and do our country good. 
Know you not Gaveston hath store of gold, 
Which may in Ireland purchase him such 
friends, ““ 

As* he will front the mightiest of us all? 
And whereas * he shall live and be beloved, 
’Tis hard for us to work his overthrow. 

War. Mark you but that, my lord of 
Lancaster. 

Mor. But were he here, detested as he is, 

» Reason. »That. ’Where. 
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How easily might some base slave be 
suborned 

To greet his lordship with a poniard, 

And none so much as blame the murderer, 
But rather praise him for that brave at- 
tempt. 

And in the chronicle enrol his name 
For purging of the realm of such a plague! 
Pern. He saith true. ^ 

Lan. Ay, but how chance this was not 
done before? 

Mor. Because, my lords, it was not 
thought upon. 

Nay, more, when he shall know it lies in us 
To banish him, and then to call him home, 
’Twill make him vail ^ the top-flag of his 
pride, 

And fear to offend the meanest nobleman. 
E. Mor. But how if he do not, nephew? 
Mor. Then may we with some color’ rise 
in arms; *«> 

For, howsoever we have borne it out, 

’Tis treason to be up against the king; 

So we shall have the people of our side, 
Which for his father’s sake lean to the king. 
But cannot brook a night-grown mushrump, 
Such a one as my lord of Cornwall is. 
Should bear us down of the nobility. 

And when the commons and the nobles join, 
’Tis not the king can buckler Gaveston; 
We’ll puli him from the strongest hold he 
hath. 

My lords, if to perform this I be slack, »o 
Think me as base a groom as Gaveston. 
Lan. On that condition, Lancaster will 
grant. 

War. And so will Pembroke and I. 

E. Mor. And I. 

Mor. In this I count mo highly gratified, 
And Mortimer will rest at your command. 

/.sab. And when this favor Isabel forgets. 
Then let her live abandoned and forlorn. 300 
But- see, in happy time, my lord the 
king, 

Having brought the Earl of Cornwall on his 
way, 

Is new returned; this news will glad him 
much ; »» 

Yet not so much as me; I love him more 
Than he can Gaveston; would he love me 
But half so much, then were I treble- 
blessed 1 


Enter Kino Edward, mourning 

Edw. He’s gone, and for his absence thus 
I mourn. 

Did never sorrow go so near my heart 
As doth the want of iny sweet Gaveston; 

And could my crown’s revenue bring him 
back, 

I would freely give it to his enemies, 

And think I gained, having bought so dear 
a friend. 

hah. Hark! how he harps upon his 
minion. w® 

Edxo. My heart is as an anvil unto sor- 
row, 

Which beats upon it like the Cyclops’ ham- 
mers, 

And with the noise turns up my giddy brain. 
And makes me frantic for my Gaveston. 
Ah! had some bloodless Fury rose from hell. 
And with my kingly sceptre struck me dead, 
When I was forced to leave my Gaveston! 

Lan. Diablo! What passions call you 
these'* 

hah. My gracious lord, I come to bring 
you news. 

Edw. That you have parleyed with your 
Mortimer! *» 

/sab. That Gaveston, my lord, shall be 
repealed. 

Edu'. Repealed! the news is too sweet to 
be true. 

/sab. But will you love me, if you find 
it so? 

Edw. If it be so, what will not Edward 
do? 

/sob. For Gaveston, but not for Isabel. 

Edw. For thee, fair queen, if thou lov’st 
Gaveston ; 

I’ll hang a golden tongue about thy neck, *» 
Seeing thou hast pleaded with so good suc- 
cess. 

Isab. No other jewels hang about my 
neck 

Than these, my lord; nor let me have more 
wealth no 

Than I may fetch from this rich treasury — 
O, how a kiss revives poor Isabel! 

Edw. Once more receive my hand; and 
let this be 

A second marriage ’twixt thyself and me. 

Isab. And may it prove more happy than 
the first! 

My gentle lord, bespeak these nobles fair, 


' Lower. 


^ Reason* excuse. 
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That wait attendance for a gracious look, 
And on their knees salute your majesty. 

Edw. Courageous Lancaster, embrace thy 
king! 

And, as gross vapors perish by the sun, 3*0 
Even so let hatred with thy sovereign’s 
smile. 

Live thou with me as my companion. 

Lan. This salutation overjoys my heart. 

Edw. Wanvick shall be my chiefest coun- 
sellor: 

These silver hairs will more adorn my court 
Than gaudy silks, or rich embroider^'. 

Chide me, sweet Warwick, if I go astray. 

War. Slay me, my lord, when I offend 
your grace. 

Edw. In solemn triumphs, and in public 
shows, 

Pembroke shall bear the sword before the 
king. so 

Pern. And with this sword Pembroke will 
fight for you. 

Edw. But wherefore walks young Morti- 
mer aside? 

Be thou commander of our royal fleet ; 

Or, if that lofty office like thee not, 

I make thee here Lord Marshal of the 
realm. 

Mor. My lord, I’ll marshal so your ene- 
mies, 

As England shall be quiet, and you safe, 

Edw. And as for you, Lord Mortimer of 
Chirke, 

Whose great achievements in our foreign war 
Deserves no common place, nor mean re- 
ward ; wo 

Be you the general of the levied troops. 
That now are ready to assail the Scots. 

E. Mor. In this your grace hath highly 
honored me. 

For with my nature war doth best agree. 

hab. Now is the King of England rich 
and strong, 

Having the love of his renowned peers. 

Edw. Ay, Isabel, ne'er was my heart so 
light. 

Clerk of the crown, direct our warrant forth 
For Gaveston to Ireland : 

[Enter Beaumont mtk warrant] 

Beaumont, fly 

As fast as Iris or Jove’s Mercury. 

Eea. It shall be done, my gracious lord. 

[Exit] 


Edw. Lord Mortimer, we leave you to 
your charge. 

Now let us in, and feast it royally. 

Against our friend the Earl of Cornwall 
comes, 

We’ll have a general tilt and tournament; 
And then his marriage shall be solemnized. 
For wot you not that I have made him 
sure * 

Unto our cousin,* the Earl of Gloucester’s 
heir? 

Lan. Such news we hear, my lord. 

Edw. That day, if not for him, yet for my 
sake, 

Who in the triumph will be challenger, 
Spare for no cost; we will requite your love. 
IFar. In this, or aught your highness shall 
command us. 

Edw. Thanks, gentle Wanvick: come, 
let’s in and revel. 

Exeunt. Mancnl Mortimers 
E. Mor. Nephew, I must go to Scotland; 
thou stayest here. 

Leave now t’oppose thyself against the king. 
Thou seest by nature he is mild and calm. 
And, seeing his mind so dotes on Gaveston, 
Let him without controlment have his will. 
The mightiest kings have had their minions: 
Great Alexander loved Hephestion; soj 
T he conquering Hercules for Hylas wept; 
And for Patroclus stem Achilles drooped. 
And not kings only, but the wisest men: 
The Roman Tully loved Octavius; 

Grave Socrates wild Alcibiades. 

Then let his grace, w'hose youth is flexible. 
And promiseth as much as w’e can wish, 
Freely enjoy that vain, light-headed earl; 
For riper years will wean him from such 
toys. 

Mor. Uncle, his wanton humor grieves 
not me; 

But this I scorn, that one so basely born 
Should by his sovereign’s favor grow so 
pert. 

And riot it with the treasure of the realm. 
While soldiers mutiny for want of pay. 

He wears a lord’s revenue on his back. 

And Midas-like, he jets it in the court, 
With base outlandish cullions at his heels, 
Whose proud fantastic liveries make such 
show, 

As if that Proteus, god of shapes, appeared. 
I have not seen a dapper Jack so brisk; m 
» Betrothed him. * Here niece. 
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He wears a short Italian hooded cloak, 
Larded with pearl, and, in his Tuscan cap, 
A jewel of more value than the crown. 
While others walk below, the king and he 
From out a wirulow laugh at such as we. 

And flout our train, and at our attire. 
Uncle, ’tis thi.s makes me impatient. 

E. Mor. But, nephew, now you see the 
king is changed. 

Mor. Then so am I, and live to do him 
service. 

But, whiles I have a sword, a hand, a heart, 
I will not yield to any such upstart. 

You know my mind; come, uncle, let's 
away. Exeunt 

[ACT II. SCENE I] 
[Gloucester’s House] 

Enter Spencer and Baldock 

Bald. Spencer, 

Seeing that our lord the Earl of Gloucester’s 
dead, 

Which of the nobles dost thou mean to 
serve? 

Spen. Not Mortimer, nor any of his side; 
Because the king and he are enemies. 
Baldock, loam this of me, a factious lord 
Shall hardly do himself good, much less us; 
But he that hath the favor of a king. 

May with one word advance us while we 
live : 

The liberal Earl of Cornwall is the man lo 
On whose good fortune Spencer’s hope de- 
pends. 

Bald. What, mean you then to be his 
follower? 

Spen. No, his companion; for he loves 
mo well, ^ 

And would have once pmerred me to the 
king. 

Bald. But ho is banished; there’s small 
hope of him. 

Spen. Ay, for a while; but, Baldock, mark 
the end. 

A friend of mine told me in secrecy 
That he’s repealed, and sent for back again; 
And even now a post came from the court 
With letters to our lady from the king; » 
And as she read she smiled, which makes 
me think 

It is about her lover Gavoston. 


Bald. ’Tis like enough; for, since he was 
exiled 

She neither walks abroad, nor comes in 
sight. 

But I had thought the match had been 
broke off, 

And that his banishment had changed her 
mind. 

Spen. Our lady's first love is not waver- 
ing; 

My life for thine she will ha\’e Gaveston. 

Bald. Then hope I by her means to be 
preferred. 

Having read unto her since she was a child. 

Spi-n. Then, Baldock, you imist cast the 
scholar off. si 

And Icam to court it like a gentleman. 

Tis not a black coat and a little band, 

A velvct-caped cloak, faced before with 
serge, 

And smelling to a nosegay all the day. 

Or holding of a napkin in your hand, 

Or saying a long grace at a table’s end. 

Or making low legs' to a nobleman, 

Or looking downward with your eyelids 
close,* 

And saying, ‘Tnily, an’t may please your 
honor,* u 

Can get you any favor with great men; 

You must be proud, bold, pleasant, reso- 
lute. 

And now and then stab, ns occasion ser\’cs. 

Bald. Spencer, thou know’st I hate such 
formal toys. 

And use them but of mere hypocrisy. 

Mine old lord whiles he liveil was so precise, 
That he would take exceptions at my but- 
tons. 

And being like pin’s heads, blame me for 
the bigness; 

Which made mo curate-like in mine attire, 
Though inwardly licentious enough, w 
And apt for any kind of villainy. 

I am none of these common pedants, I, 
That cannot speak without proplcrca quod.* 

Spen. But one of those that saith, quan- 
doquidem* 

And hath a special gift lo form a verb.* 

Bald. Leave off this jesting, here my lady 
comes. 

* Bowa. ‘ .Since. 

* Slyly. • Say the correct thing. 

* Because. 
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EnteT the Lady, [Kino Edward’s Niece] 

Lady. The grief for his exile was not so 
much, 

As is the joy of his returning home. 

This letter came from my sweet Gaveston: 
What need’st thou, love, thus to excuse thy- 
self? to 

I know thou could’st not come and visit 
pe: [Reads] 

‘I will not long be from thee, though I die.’ 
This argues the entire love of my lord ; 

[Reads] 

‘When I forsake thee, death seize on my 
heart.’ 

But stay thee here where Gaveston shall 
sleep. 

[Puts the letter into her bosom] 
Now to the letter of my lord the king. — 
He wills me to repair unto the court. 

And meet my Gaveston? why do I stay, 
Seeing that he talks thus of my marriage- 
day? 

Who’s there? Baldock! 70 

See that my coach be ready, I must hence. 
Bald. It shall be done, madam. 

Lady. And meet me at the park-pale 
presently. Exit [Baldock] 

Spencer, stay you and bear me company, 

For I have joyful news to tell thee of; 

My lord of Cornwall is a-coming over, 

And will be at the court as soon as we. 
Spen. I knew the king would have him 
home again. 

Lady. If all things sort out, as I hope 
they will. 

Thy service, Spencer, shall be thought upon. 
Spen. I humbly thank your ladyship. « 
Lady. Come, lead the way; I long till I 
am there. Exeuni 

[SCENE II] 

[Before Tynemouth Castle] 

Enter [Kino] Edward, the Queen, Lan- 
caster, [Young] Mortimer, Warwick, 
Pembroke, Kent, and Attendants 

Edw. The wind is good, I wonder why 
he stays; 

I fear me he is wrecked upon the sea. 
hah. Look, Lancaster, how passionate* 
he is, 

* Sorrowful. 


And still his mind runs on his minion I 

Lan. My lord — 

Edw. How now! what news? is Gaveston 
arrived? 

Afor. Nothing but Gaveston! what means 
your grace? 

You have matters of more weight to think 
upon; 

The King cf France sets foot in Normandy. 

Edw. A trifle! we’ll expel him when we 
please. 10 

But tell me, Mortimer, what’s thy device 
Against the stately triumph we decreed? 

Mor. A homely one, my lord, not wortli 
the telling. 

Edw. Pray thee, let me know it. 

Afor. But, seeing you are so desirous, 
thus it is: 

A lofty cedar tree, fair flourishing, 

On whose top-branches kingly eagles perch, 
And by the bark a canker creeps me * up. 
And gets unto the highest bough of all: 

The motto, ^que tandem? » 

Edw. And what is yours, my lord of Lan- 
caster? 

Lan. My lord, mine’s more obscure than 
Mortimer’s. 

Pliny reports there is a flying fish 
Which all the other fishes deadly hate, 

And therefore, being pursued, it takes the air: 
No sooner is it up, but there’s a fowl 
That seizeth it; this fish, my lord, I bear, 
The motto this: Undique mors est.^ 

Edw. Proud Mortimer! ungentle Lan- 
caster ! 

Is this the love you bear your sovereign? » 
Is this the fruit your reconcilement bears? 
Can you in words make show of amity, 

And in your shields display your rancorous 
minds I 

What call you this but private libelling 
Against the Earl of Cornwall and my 
brother? 

Isab. Sweet husband, be content, they all 
love you. 

Edw. They love me not that hate my 
Gaveston. 

I am that cedar, shake me not too much; 
And you the eagles; soar ye ne’er so high, 

I have the jesses* that will pull you down; 

* The ethical dative. 

* Justly at last. 

* On ail sides, death. 

*The strap fastening a hawk’s lees to the fal- 
coner’s leash. 
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And /Eqnc (andem shall tliat canker cry 41 
Unto the proudest peer of Hritainy. 

Thoufrh thou coinpar'st him to a flyinK fish. 
And tlireat(‘ncst death whether he rise or 
fall. 

Tis not the linsest monster of the sea, 
Nor foulest harpy that shall swallow him. 
Mot. If in his absence thus he favors 
him. 

What will he rlo whenas lie shall be present? 
Lan. That shall we see; look where his 
lordship comes. 

Enter Gaveston 

Edu\ My Gaveston! eo 

Welcome to Tynemouth I welcome to thy 
friend 1 

Thy ab.sonce made me droop and pine 
away ; 

For. as the lovers of fair Danae, 

When she was locked up in a brazen tower, 
Desired her more, and waxed outraBcous, 
So did it fare ‘ with me: and now thy sight 
Is .sweeter far than was thy parti.ig lienee 
liitter and irksome to my .sobbing heart. 
G<iv. Sweet lord and king, your speech 
preventeth mine. 

^ ct have I word.s left to express my joy: » 
The shepherd nipt with biting winter’s rage 
hrolics not more to see the painted spring, 
Than I do to behold your majesty. 

Edw. Will none of you aluto my Gaves- 
ton? 

Lnn. Salute him? yes; welcome, Lor<l 
Chamberlain I 

Mot. Welcome is the good Earl of Corn- 
wall 1 

liar. Welcome, Lord Governor of the 
Isle of Man! 

Pern. W'elcome. Master Secretarj'l 
Kent. Brother, do you hear them? 

Edw. Still will these carls and barons use 
me thus. 

Gar. My lord, I cannot brook these in- 
juries. 

Isah. Ay, me. poor .soul, when these be- 
^nn to jar. [/U,V/el 

Edu'. Return it to their tliroats. I’ll be 
thy warrant. 

Gar. Base, leaden earls, that glory in 
your birth. 

Go sit at homo and cat your tenants’ beef; 

’ Q. reads ffure. 


.\nd come not here to scoff at Gaveston, 
Who.«e mounting thoughts did never creep 
so low 

As to be.stow a look on such as you. 

Lan. Vet I disdain not to do this for you. 

[Draws his sword and offers 
to stab Gaveston] 

Edw. Treason! treason! where’s the 
traitor? ao 

Pern. Here I here! 

Edw. Convey hence Gaveston; they’ll 
murder him. 

Gar. The life of thee shall salve this foul 
disgrace. 

Mor. Villain! thy life, unless I miss mine 

[Wounds Gaveston] 

Isab. .\h! furious Mortimer, what hast 
thou done? 

Mor. No more than I would answer, were 
he slain. 

[Exit Gaveston unth Attendants] 

Edw. ^es, more than thou cunst answer, 
though he live; 

Dear shall you both aby ' this riotous deed. 

Out of my presence! come not near the 
court. 

Mor. I’ll not be barred the court for 
Gaveston. #0 

Lan. We'll halo him by the ears unto 
the block. 

Edw. Look to your own heads; his is 
sure enough. 

B «r. Look to your own crown, if you 
back him thus. 

Kent. W’arwick. these words do ill be- 
seem thy years. 

Edw. Nay, all of them conspire to cross 
me thus; 

But if I live, I’ll tread upon their heads 

That think witli higii looks thus to tread 
me down. 

Come, Edmund, let’s away and levy men, 

Tis war that must abate these barons* 
pride 


Lsabella, and Ke;nt1 

Bar. Let’s to our castles, for the king is 
moved. 

Mor. Moved may he be. and perish in his 
wrat h I 

Lan. Cousin, it is no dealing with him 
now. 


* Abide* 
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He means to make us stoop by force of 
arms; 

And therefore let us jointly here protest, 
To persecute that Gaveston to the death. ’ 

Mot. By heaven, the abject villain shall 
not Jiv'e! 

War. I’ll have his blood, or die in seek- 
ing it. 

Pern. The like oath Pembroke takes. 
Loti. And so doth Lancaster. 

Now send our heralds to defy the king; no 

And make the people swear to put him 
down. 

Enter a Post* 

Afor. Letters! from whence? 

From Scotland, my lord. 
Lan. Why, how now, cousin, how fares 
all our friends? 

Mot. My uncle’s taken prisoner by the 
Scots. 

Lan. Well have him ransomed, man; be 
of good cheer. ’ 

Mor. They rate his ransom at five thou- 
sand pound. 

Who should defray the money but the king, 
Seeing he is taken prisoner in his wars? 

I’ll to the king. 

Lan. Do, cousin, and I’ll bear thee com- 
pany. 

War. Meantime, my lord of Pembroke 
and myself 

Will to Newcastle here, and gather head.* 

Mor. About it, then, and we will follow 
you. 

Lan. Be resolute and full of secrecy. 

War. I warrant you. 

[Exit with Pembroke] 
Mor. Cousin, and if he will not ransom 
him, 

III thunder such a peal into his ears. 

As never subject did unto his king. 

Lan. Content, I’ll bear my part — Holla ! 
who’s there? 

[Enter Guard] 

Mor. Ay, marry, such a guard as this doth 
well. 

Lan. Lead on the way. uo 

Gwcrd. Whither will your lordships? 

Mor. Whither else but to the king. 

' Messenger. » Levy troops. 


Guard. His highness is disposed to be 
alone. 

Lan. Why, so he may, but we will speak 
to him. 

Guard. You may not in, my lord. 

May we not? 

[Enter Kino Edward arid Kent] 

Edw. How nowl 

What noise is this? who have we there? 
is’t you? 

,, XT [Going] 

Mor. Nay, stay, my lord, I come to bring 
you news; 

Mine uncle’s taken prisoner by the Scots. 
Edw. Then ransom him. 

Lan. ’Twas in your wars; you should 
ransom him. 

Mot. And you shall ransom him or 
else ' 

Kent. What I Mortimer, you will not 
threaten him? 

Edw. Quiet yourself, you shall have the 
broad seal,* 

To gather for him throughout the realm. 

Lan. Your minion Gaveston hath taught 
you this. 

Mor. My lord, the family of the Mor- 
timers 

Are not so poor, but, would they sell their 
land, 

Twould levy men enough to anger you. 

We never beg, but use such prayers as these. 
Edw. Shall I still be haunted thus? im 

Mor. Nay, now you're here alone, I’ll 
speak my mind. 

Lan. And so will I, and then, my lord 
farewell. ’ 

Mor. The idle triumphs, masks, lascivious 
shows. 

And prodigal gifts bestowed on Gaveston, 
Have drawn thy treasury dry, and made 
thee weak ; 

The murmuring commons overetretched 
hath.* 

Lan. Look for rebellion, look to be de- 
posed; 

Thy garrisons are beaten out of France 

And, lame and poor, lie groaning at the 
gates. 


^ particular 

* All this hath overstretched. 
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The wild O’Neill, with swarms of Irish 
kerns,* 

Lives uncontrolled within the English pale. 

Unto the walls of York the Scots make 
road,* 

And unresisted drive away rich spoils. 

Mot. The haughty Dane commands the 
narrow seas, 

While in the harbor ride thy ships unrigged. 
Lan. What, foreign prince sends thee am- 
bassadors? 

Mor. Who loves thee, but a sort* of 
flatterers? 

Lan. Thy gentle queen, sole sister to 
Valois,* 

Complains that thou hast left her all for- 
lorn. 

Mot. Thy court is naked, being bereft of 
those 170 

That make a king seem glorious to the 
world ; 

I mean the peers, whom thou should'st 
<iearly love: 

Libels are cast again* thee in the street: 

Ballads and rhymes made of thy overthrow. 

Lan. The Northern borderers seeing their 
houses burnt, 

Their wives and children slain, run up and 
down, 

Cursing the name of thee and Gaveston. 

Mor. When wert thou in the field with 
banner spread? 

But once. And then thy soldiers marched 
like players, 

With garish robes, not armor; and thyself, 

Bedaubed with gold, rode laughing at the 
rest, 

Nodding and shaking of thy spangled crest. 

Where women’s favors hung like labels 
down. 

Lan. And thereof came it, that the fleer- 
ing Scots, 

To England’s high disgrace, have made this 
Jig. 

Maids oj England, sore may you mourn, 

For your Icmana'' you have lost at Barir- 
nocksboum * 

With a heave and a ho! 

What weeneth the King of England, 

* Irregular foot soldiers. 

* Inroad. 

» Set 

* Isabella was really Valois’ cousin. 

'ABaiiist M.ov.ts. 

® Siitirieal verse. * llaiiiKickburn came later. 


So soon to have won Scotland? iw 

With a rombelow! 

Mor. Wigmore shall fly,* to set my uncle 
free. 

Lan. And when 'tis gone, our swords shall 
purchase more. 

If ye be moved, revenge it as you can; 
Look next to see us w’ith our ensigns 
spread. Exeunt Nobiles 

Edw. My swelling heart for very anger 
breaks I 

How oft have I been baited by these peers, 
And dare not be revenged, for their power 
is great 1 

Yet, shall the crowing of these cockerels 
Affright a lion? Edward, unfold thy pa^vs, 
And let their lives' blood slake thy fury’s 
hunger. »» 

If I be cruel and grow tyrannous, 

Now let them thank themselves, and rue 
too late. 

Kent. My lord, I see your love to Gaves- 
ton 

Will be the ruin of the realm and you; 

For now the wrathful nobles threaten wars, 
And therefore, brother, banish him for ever. 

Edw. Art thou an enemy to my Gaves- 
ton? 

Kent. Ay, and it grieves me that I fa- 
vored him. 

Edw. Traitor, begone I whine thou with 
Mortimer, s,o 

Kent. So will I rather than with Gaves- 
ton. 

Edw. Out of my sight, and trouble me no 
more! 

Kent. No man’ol though thou scorn tliy 
noble peers, 

When I thy brother am rejected thus. 

Edw. Away I Exit [Kent] 

Poor Gaveston, that has no friend but me, 
Do what they can, we’ll live in Tynemouth 
here, 

And, so I walk with him about the walls, 
What care I though the earls begirt us 
round? — 

Here cometh* she that’s cause of all these 
jars. ^ 

Enter the Queen, three Ladies, [G.weston,] 
Baldock and [Young] Spencss 

Isab. My lord, ’tis thought the earls are 
up in arms. 

« Mortimer’s casUe. « Qq. roaa comes. 
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Edv). Ay, and 'tis likewise thought you 
favor ’em. 

hah. Thus do you still suspect me with- 
out cause? 

Lady. Sweet uncle! speak more kindly to 
the queen. 

Gav. My lord, dissemble with her, speak 
her fair. 

Edw. Pardon me, sweet, I [had] forgot 
myself. 

hah. Your pardon is quickly got of 
Isabel. 

Edw. The younger Mortimer is grown so 
brave, 

That to my face he threatens civil wars. 
Gav. Why do you not commit him to 
the Tower? 230 

Edw. I dare not, for the people love him 
well. 

Gav. Why, then we’ll have him privily 
made away. 

Edw. Would Lancaster and he had both 
caroused 

A bowl of poison to each other’s health! 
But let them go, and tell me what are these. 

Lady. Two of my father's servants whilst 
he liv’d — 

May’t please your grace to entertain them 
now. 

Edw. Tell me, where wast thou bom? 
what is thine arms? 

Bald. My name is Baldock, and my 
gentry 

1 fetch from Oxford, not from heraldry. 

Edw. The fitter art thou, Baldock, for my 
turn. 

Wait on me, and I’ll see thou shalt not 
want. 

Bald. I humbly thank your majesty. 

Edw. Knowest thou him, Gaveston? 

Ay, my lord; 

■Uis name is Spencer, he is well allied; 

For my sake, let him wait upon your grace ; 
Scarce shall you find a man of more desart. 
Edw. Then, Spencer, wait upon me; for 
his sake 

I II grace thee with a higher style ere long. 

Syen. No greater titles happen unto me, 
Than to be favored of your majesty! ssi 
Edw. Cousin, this day shall be your mar- 
riage-feast. 

And, Gaveston, think that I love thee well, 
To wed thee to our niece, the only heir 
Unto the Earl of Gloucester late deceased. 
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Gav. I know, my lord, many will stom- 
ach ^ me, 

But I respect neither their love nor hate. 

Edw. The headstrong barons shall not 
limit me; 

He that I list to favor shall be great. 

Come, let’s away; and when the marriage 
ends, ® 

Have at the rebels, and their ’complices I 

Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE III] 

{Near Tynemouth Castled 

Enter Lancaster, [Young] Mortimer, War- 
wick, Pemuroke, Kent, [and others] 

Kent. My lords, of love to this our na- 
tive land 

I come to join with you and leave the king* 
And in your quarrel and the realm’s behoof 
Will be the first that shall adventure life. 

Lan. I fear me, you are sent of policy* 

To undermine us with a show of love. 

War. He is your brother, therefore have 
we cause 

To cast® the worst, and doubt of your re- 
volt. 

Kent. Mine honor shall be hostage of ray 
truth: 

If that will not suffice, farewell, mj' lords. 

Mor. Stay, Edmund; never was Planta- 
genet ^ 

False of his word, and therefore trust we 
thee. 


rem. i3ut wiiats the reason you should 
leave him now? 

Kent. I have informed the Earl of Lan- 
caster. 

Lan. And it sufficeth. Now, my lords 
know this, ’ 

That Gaveston is secretly arrived, 

And here in Tynemouth frolics* With the 

king. 

Let us with these our followers scale the 
walls, 

And suddenly surprise them unawares. 

Mot. ril give the onset. 

Z"- ■■ I'" thee. 

Mor. This tottered ensign® of my an- 
cestors. 


* Be angered at me. 

* Out of craft. 

’ Suspect. 


* Revels. 

® Tattered flag. 
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Whicli swept the desert shore of that Dead 

Sea 

Whereof we got tlic name of Mortimer,* 

Will I advance upon this cfistlc’s walls. 

Drums, strike alarum, raise them from their 
sport, 

And ring aloud the knell of Gaveston! 

Lan. None be so hardy as to touch the 
king; 

But neither spare you Gaveston nor his 
friends. Exeunt 

[SCENE IV] 

[The 6'amc] 

Enter the King and [Young] Spencer, to 
them Gaveston, [the Queen, Lady 

and Others] 

Edw. 0, tell me, Spencer, where is 
Gaveston? 

Spen. I fear me he is slain, my gracious 
lord. 

Edw. No, here he comes; now let them 
spoil and kill. 

Fly, fly, iny lords, the carls have got the 
hold : * 

Take shipping and away to Scarborough; 

Spencer and I will post away by land. 

Gav. O, stay, my lord, they will not in- 
jure you. 

Edw. I will not trust them; Gaveston, 
away I 

Gav. Farewell, my lord. 

Edw. Eady, farewell. 

Lady. Farewell, sweet uncle, till we meet 
again. ,o 

Edw. Farewell, sweet Gaveston; and 
farewell, niece. 

Isab. No farewell to poor Isabel thy 
queen? 

Edw. Yes, yes, for Mortimer, your lover’s 
sake. 

Exeunt omnes, manct Isawxla [and Lady] 

Isab. Heaven can witness I love none but 
you. 

From my embracements thus he break.s 
away. 

O, that mine arms could close this isle 
about, 

That I might pull him to me where I 
would ! 

^ Oc rnorluo mari. 2 Stroiiirliold. keen. 


Or that these tears, that drizzle from mine 
eyes. 

Had power to mollify his stony heart, jp 
That when I had him we might never part! 

Enter the Barons, alarums 

Lan. I wonder how he scaped! 

Mor. Who’s this? the queen! 

Isab. Ay, Mortimer, the miserable queen, 

Whose pining heart her inward sighs have 
blasted. 

And body with continual mourning wasted: 

These hands arc tired with haling of my 
lord 

From Gaveston, from wicked Gaveston, 

And all in vain; for. when I speak him fair, 

He (urns away, and smiles upon his minion. 

Mor. Cease to lament, and tell us where’s 
the king? 

Isab. What would you with the king? 
is’t him you seek? m 

Lan. No, madam, but that cursed Gaves- 
ton. 

Far be it from the thought of Lancaster 

To offer violence to his sovereign. 

We would but rid the realm of Gaveston: 

Tell us where ho remains, and he shall die. 

Isab. He’s gone by water into Scarbor- 
ough ; 

Pursue him quickly, and he cannot scape; 

The king hath left him, and his train is 
small. 

War. Forslow * no time, sweet Lancaster ; 
let’s march. 

Mot. How comes it that the king and he 
is parted? «, 

Isab. That thus your army, going several 
ways. 

Might be of lesser force: and wdth the power 

That he intendeth presently to raise, 

Be easily suppressed; therefore be gone. 

Mor. Here in tlie river rides a Flemish 
hoy; ’ 

Lot’s all aboard, and follow him amain. 

Lan. The wind that bears him hence will 
fdl our sails: 

Como, come aboard, 'tis but an hour’s sail- 
ing. 

Mor. Madam, stay you within this castle 
here. 

hah. No, Mortimer, I’ll to my lord tlie 
i^ing. BO 

* Delay. 


’ Stronghold, keep. 


* Small sliip. 
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Mor. Nay, rather sail with us to Scar- 
borough. 

Isab, \ ou know the king is so suspicious, 
As * if he hear I have but talked with you, 
Mine honor will be called in question; 

And therefore, gentle Mortimer, be gone. 
Mot. Aladam, I cannot stay to answer 
you, 

But think of Mortimer as he deserves. 

[Exeunt all except Isabella and Lady] 
Jsab. So well hast thou deserved, sweet 
Mortimer, 

As^ Isabel could live with thee for ever. 

In vain I look for love at Edward’s hand, ao 
Whose eyes are fixed on none but Gaveston. 
Yet once more I’ll importune him with 
prayer: 

If he be strange and not regard my words, 
My son and I will over into France, 

And to the king my brother there complain. 
How Gaveston hath robbed me of his love:’ 
But yet, I hope my sorrows will have end, 
And Gaveston this blessed day be slain. 

Exeunt 

[SCENE V] 

[Open Country] 

Enter Gaveston, jnirzued 

Gav. Yet, lusty lords, I have escaped 
your hands, 

Your threats, your larums, and your hot 
pursuits; 

And though divorced from King Edward’s 
eyes. 

Yet liveth Pierce of Gaveston unsurprised,® 
Breathing, in hope {malgrado^ all your 
beards, 

That muster rebels thus against your king,) 
To see his royal sovereign once again. 

Enter the Nobles, Warwick, Lancester, 
Pembroke, Young Mortimer, Soldiers, 
James, and other Attendants of 

Pembroke 

War. Upon him, soldiers, take away his 
weapons. 

Mor. Thou proud disturber of thy coun- 
try’s peace, 

Corrupter of thy king; cause of these broils. 


Base flatterer, yield I and, were it not for 
shame, / „ 

Shame and dishonor to a soldier’s nllfiie, 
Upon my weapon’s point here should’st tiiou 
fall. 

And welter in thy gore. 

Lan. Monster of menl 

That, like the Greckish strumpet,^ trained® 
to arms 

And bloody wars so many valiant knights; 
Look for no other fortune, wretch, than 
death ! 

King Edward is not here to buckler thee. 
War. Lancaster, why talk’st thou to the 
slave? 

Go, soldiers, take him hence, for, by my 
sword, 20 

His head shall off: Gaveston, short warning 
Shall serve thy turn: it is our country’s 
cause. 

That here severely we will execute 
Upon thy person. Hang him at a bough. 
Gav. My lord! — 

Soldiers, have him away — 
But for® thou wert the favorite of a king, 
Thou shall have so much honor at our 
hands — 

Gav. I thank you all, my lords: then I 
perceive, 

That heading is one,* and hanging is the 
other, 

And death is all. 

Enter Arundel 

Lan. How now, my lord of Arundel? 
Arun. My lords. King Edward greets you 
all by me. 

War. Arundel, say your message. 

Arun. gjs majesty. 

Hearing that you had taken Gaveston, 
Entreateth you by me, yet but he may 
See him before he dies; for why,® he says. 

And sends you word, he knows that die he 
shall ; 

And if you gratify his grace so far, 

He will be mindful of the courtesy. 

TFar. How now? 

Gav. Renowned Edward, how thy name 
Revives poor Gaveston 1 

B No, it needeth not; «> 

Arundel, we will gratify the king 


‘That 

’ Not captured. 


• Despite (Ital.). 


‘ Helen of Troy. 
® Lured. 

* Because. 


* I.e. honorable. 
® Because. 
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In other matters; he must pardon us in this. 
Sohiiers, away with him! 

OaiK Why, my lord of Warwick, 

Will not tljoso delays beget my hopes? 

I know it. lords, it is (his life >ou aim at, 
Vet grant King Edward this. 

Mor. Shalt thou appoint 

What we shall grant? Soldiers, away with 
him : 

Tims we'll gratify the king, 

We’ll sen<l his iiead by thee; let him be- 
stow 

His tears on tliat, for that is all he gets » 
Of Gaveston, or else his senseless trunk. 
Lan. Not so, my lords, lest he bestow 
more cost 

In burj-ing him than ho hath ever earned. 
Arun. My lords, it is his majesty's re- 
quest, 

And in the honor of a king he swears, 

He will but talk with him, and send him 
back. 

War. When? can you tell? Arundel, no; 
we wot, 

Ho that the care of his realm remits, 

And drives his nobles to these e.xigents* 

I'or Gaveston. will, if he sees* him once, w 
Violate any promi.'C to posse.ss him. 
i-lrim. Then, if you will not trust his grace 
in keep. 

My lords. I will be pledge for his return. 

Mor. 'Tis honorable in thee to olTer this; 
But, for wo know thou art a noble gentle- 
man. 

Wo will not wrong th(*o so, to make away 
A true man for a thief. 

Gau. How mean’st thou, Mortimer? that 
is over-base. 

Mor. Away, base groom, robber of king’s 
renown ! 

Question with thy companion.^ and mates, to 
Pcm. Aly Lord Mortimer, and you, my 
lords, each one. 

To gratify the king’s request therein, 
Toucliing the sending of this Gaveston, 
Because his majesty so earnestly 
Desires to see the man before his death, 

I will upon mine honor undertake 
To carry him, and bring him back again; 
Provided this, that you my lord of Arundel 
Will join with me. 

War. Pembroke, what wilt thou do? 

* Extremitios. 

’ Q. reads zeeue, perhaps seize, possess. 


Cause yet more bloodshed? is it not 
enough w 

That we have taken him, but must we now 
Leave him on ‘had I wist,'* and let him 
go? 

Fctn. My lords, I will not over-woo your 
honors, 

But if you dare trust Pembroke \vith the 
prisoner, 

Upon mine oath. I will return him back. 

Arun. My lord of Lancaster, what say 
you in this? 

Lan. Why, I say, let liim go on Pem- 
broke’s word. 

Pern. And you, Lord Mortimer? 

Mor. How say you, my lord of 

Warwick? 

War. Nay, do your pleasures, I know how 
'twill prove. 

Pan. Then give him me. 

Gav. Sweet sovereign, yet I come 

To see thee ere I die. 

Yet not, perhaps, « 
If Warwick’s wit and policy prevail. lA«c/e] 

Mor. My lord of Pembroke, we deliver 
him you; 

Return him on your honor. Sound, away! 

Mancnt PBMimoKB. Ahundbl, G.weston, 
and Pkmukokb’s men, jour Soldiers 

Pern. My lord of Arundel, you shall go 
with me. 

My house is not far hence; out of the way 
A little, but our men shall go along. 

We that have pretty wenches to our wives, 
Sir, must not come so near to balk their 
lips. 

Arun. ’Tis very kindly spoke, my lord of 
Pembroke ; loo 

\ our honor hath an adamant of power 
To draw a prince. 

Pern. So, my lord. Como hither, James: 
I do commit this Gaveston to thee. 

Be thou this night his keeper; in the morn- 
ing 

We will discharge thee of thy charge: be 
gone. 

Gav. Unhappy Gaveston, whither goest 
thou now? 

Exit cum servis Pcm. 

Iforsc-boy. My lord, wo’ll quickly be at 

Cobham. Exeunt ambo 

* t known, Ujo phraso of those who repent & 
folly (Dyce). 
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[ACT III, SCENE 1] 

{Open Country] 

Enter Gaveston mourning, [James, and 
others,] the Earl of Pembroke’s men 

Gav. 0 treacherous Wanvick! thus to 
wrong thy friend. 

James. I see it is your life these arms 
pursue. 

Gav, Weaponless must I fall, and die in 
bands? 

0! must this day be period of my life? 
Center of all my bliss! An ye be men, 
Speed to the king. 

Enter Warwick and his Company 

War. My lord of Pembroke’s men. 

Strive you no longer— I will have that 
Gaveston. 

James. Your lordship does dishonor to 
yourself. 

And wrong our lord, your honorable friend. 
War. No, James, it is my country’s cause 
I follow. 10 

Go, take the villain; soldiers, come away. 
We’ll make quick work. Commend me to 
your master, 

My friend, and tell him that I watched it 
well. 

Come, let thy shadow* parley with King 
Edward. 

Gav. Treacherous earl, shall I not see the 
king? 

War. The King of Heaven perhaps, no 
other king. 

Away ! 

Exeunt Warwick and his men 
with Gaveston. Manent James cum cceteris 
James. Come, fellows, it booted not for 
us to strive. 

We will in haste go certify our lord. 

Exeunt 

[SCENE II] 

[Near Boroughbridge, Yorkshire] 

Enter Kino Edward and Young Spencer, 
[Bal^ck, and Nobles of the King’s 
side, and Soldiers] with drums 

and fifes 

Edw. I long to hear an answer from the 
barons 

‘ Ghost. 


10 


Touching my friend, my dearest Gaveston, 
Ah Spencer, not the riches of my realm 
Can ransom him! ah, he is marked to die! 
I know the malice of the younger Morti- 
mer, 

Warwick I know is rough, and Lancaster 
Inexorable, and I shall never see 
My lovely Pierce, my Gaveston again! 

The barons overbear me with their pride 

Span. ' 'ere I King Edward, England’s 
sovereign, 

Son to the lovely Eleanor of Spain, 

Great Edward Longshanks’ issue, would I 
bear 

These braves, this rage, and suffer uncon- 
trolled 

These barons thus to beard me in my land 
In mine own realm? My lord, pardon my 
speech : 

Did you retain your father’s magnanimity,* 
Did you regard the honor of your name, ’ 

^ ou would not suffer thus jmur majesty 
Be counterbuffed* of your nobility. 

Strike off their heads, and let them preach 
on poles ! 

No doubt, such lessons they will teach the 
rest, 

As by their preachments they will profit 
much, 

And learn obedience to their lawful king. 

Edw. "iea, gentle Spencer, we have been 
too mild. 

Too kind to them; but now have drawn our 
sword, 

And if they send me not my Gaveston, 

We’ll steel it * on their crest, and poll ‘ their 
tops. 

Bald. This haught * resolve becomes your 
majesty 

Not to be tied to their affection,” 

As though your highness were a schoolboy 

stih, 1 

f #0 

And must be awed and governed like a 
child. 

Enter Hugh Spencer,^ vnth his truncheon 

and Soldiers 

Hugh, Long live my sovereign, the noble 
Edward— 

* Greatness of spirit. 

* Literally hit back at by. 

* Try it with our swords. 

* Crop. 

' Bold. 

® Humor. 

’ Q. adds an Old Man, father to the young Spencer. 
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In peace triumphant, fortunate in wars! 
Edw. Welcome, old man, com’st thou in 
Edward’s aid? 

Then fell thy prince of whence, and what 
thou art. 

Hugh. Lo, with a band of bowmen and 
of pikes, 

Brown bills* and targeteers, four hundred 
strong. 

Sworn to defend King Edward'.s royal right, 
I come in person to your maje.sty, 
Spencer, the father of Hugh Spencer there, 
Bound to your highness everlastingly, n 
For favors done, in him. unto us all. 

Edw. Thy father, Spencer? 

Spen. True, an it like your grace, 

That pours, in lieu of ail your goodness 
shown. 

His life, my lord, before your princely feet. 
Edw. Welcome ten thousand times, old 
man, again. 

Spencer, this love, this kindness to thy king, 
Argues thy noble mind and disposition. 
Spencer, I here create thee Earl of Wilt- 
shire, 

And daily will enrich thee with our favor, » 
That, as the sunshine, shall reflect o'er thee. 
Beside, the more to manifest our love. 
Because wc hear Lord Bruce doth sell his 
land. 

And that the Mortimers arc in hand* 
withal. 

Thou shall have crowns of us t’ outbid the 
barons : 

And, Spencer, spare them not, lay it on. 
Soldiers, a large.s'!, and thrice welcome alll 
Spc7i. My lord, here comes the queen. 

Enter the Queen and her aon, [Piuncb 
Edwaud,] and Levune, a Frenclutian 

Edw. Madam, what news? 

Isab. News of dishonor, lord, and dis- 
content. 

Our friend Levune. faithful and full of trust, 
Informetli us, by lettci*s and by words, «i 
i liat Lord Valois our brother, King of 
France. 

Because your highness hath been slack in 
homage, 

Hath seized Normandy into hi.s hands, 
riicsc be the letters, this tlie messenger. 

’ Miillicnls. 3 In negotiation. 


Edw. Welcome, Levune. Tush, Sib,* if 
this bo all, 

Valois and I will soon be friends again. — 
But to my Gaveston; shall I never see, 
Ncv’cr behold thee now? — Madam, in this 
matter, 

Wc will employ you and your little sou; to 
You shall go parley with the King of 
France. — 

Boy, see you bear you bravely to the king, 
And do your message with a majesty. 

Prince. Commit not to my youth things 
of more weight 

Titan fits a prince so young as I to bear, 
And fear not, lord and father, heaven’s 
great beams 

On Athis' shoulder shall not lie more safe, 
Than shall your charge committed to my 
trust. 

hab. Ah, boy I this tow’ardness makes 
thy mother fear 

Tliou art not marked to many days on 
earth. •> 

Edw. Madam, we will that you with 
speed be shipped, 

And this our son; Levune shall follow you 
With all the haste we can dispatch him 
hence. 

Choose of our lords to bear you company; 
And go in peace, leave us in wars at home. 

hab. Unnatural wars, where subjects 
brave their king; 

God end them once I My lord, I take my 
leave, 

To make my preparation for Franco. 

{Exit with PntNCD Edward] 

Enter Lord Arundel 

Edw. What, Lord Arundel, dost thou 
come alone? 

Aran. Yea, my good lord, for Gaveston 
is dead. m 

Edw. Ah, traitors! have they put my 
friend to death? 

Tell me, Arundel, died he ere thou cam’st, 
Or didst thou see my friend to take his 
death? 

Aran. Neither, my lord; for, as he was 
surprised, 

Begirt with weapons and with enemies 
round, 

' Oossip, equal to rfcor; hardly an abbreviation ol 
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I did your highness’ message to them all; 
Demanding him of them, entreating rather, 
And said, upon the honor of my name. 
That I would undertake to carry him w 
Unto your highness, and to bring him back. 

Edw. And tell me, would the rebels deny 
me that? 

Spen. Proud recreants! 

Edw. Yea, Spencer, traitors all. 

Arun. I found them at the first inexor- 
able; 

The Earl of Warwick would not bide the 
hearing, 

Mortimer hardly; Pembroke and Lancaster 
Spake least: and, when they flatly had de- 
nied, 

^.efusing to receive me pledge for him, 
Tl€ Earl of Pembroke mildly thus bespake: 
‘My lords, because our sovereign sen^ for 
hjn, 

And prcmiseth he shall be safe returned, uo 
I will thii undertake, to have him hence. 
And see hira re-delivered to your hands.’ 

Edw. Well, and how fortunes it that he 
came not? 

Spen. Some treason, or some villainy 
was the cause. 

Arun. The Earl of Warwick seized him on 
his way; 

For, being delivered unto Pembroke’s men, 
Their lord rode home thinking his prisoner 
safe; 

But ere he came, Warwick in ambush lay, 
And bare him to his death; and in a trench 
Strake off his head, and marched unto the 
camp. 120 

Spen. A bloody part, flatly against law of 
arms! 

Edw. 0, shall I speak, or shall I sigh and 
die! 

Spen. My lord, refer your vengeance to 
the sword 

Upon these barons; hearten up your men; 
Let them not unrevenged minrder your 
friends I 

Advance your standard, Edward, in the 
field, 

And march to fire them from their starting 
holes. 

Edw. {kneels and saith) By earth, the 
common mother of us all, 

By heaven, and all the moving orbs thereof. 
By this right hand, and by my father’s 
sword, uo 


And all the honors ’longing to my crown, 

I will have heads and lives for him, as 
many 

As I have manors, castles, towns, and 
towers!— [i?wes] 

Treacherous Wanvick! traitorous Morti- 
mer! 

If I be England’s king, in lakes of gore 
Your headless trunks, your bodies will I 
trail, 

That you may drink your fill, and quaff in 
blood, 

And stain my royal standard with the same, 
That so my bloody colors may suggest 
Remembrance of revenge immortally no 
On your accursed traitorous progeny. 

You villains, that have slain my Gaveston! 
And in this place of honor and of trust, 
Spencer, sweet Spencer, I adopt thee here: 
And merely ‘ of our love we do create thee 
Earl of Gloucester, and Lord Chamberlain, 
j Despite of times, despite of enemies. 

Spen. My lord, here’s a messenger from 
the barons 

Desires access unto your majesty. 

Edw. Admit him near.* loo 

Enter the Herald from the Barons mth 

his coal of arms 

Her. Long live King Edward, England’s 
lawful lord! 

Edw. So wish not they, I wis, that sent 
thee hither. 

Thou com'st from Mortimer and his com- 
plices, 

A ranker rout of rebels never was. 

Well, say thy message. 

Her. The barons up in arms, by me sa- 
lute 

Your highness with long life and happiness; 
And bid me say, as plainer to your grace. 
That if without effusion of blood 
You will this grief have ease and remedy, im 
T hat from your princely person you remove 
This Spencer, as a putrifying branch. 

That deads the royal vine, whose golden 
leaves 

Empale your princely head, your diadem, 

V Whose brightness such pernicious upstarts 
dim, 

Sa5\they; and lovingly advise your grace, 
To ^rish virtue and nobility, 

' ' Simply because of. * To our presence. 
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And have old servitors in high esteem, 

And shake off smooth dissembling flat- 
terers : 

This granted, they, their honors, and their 
lives, 

Are to your highness vowed and consecrate. 

Spcn. Ah, traitors! will they still display 
their pride? 

Edw. Away, tarry no answer, but bo 
gone! 

Rebels, will they appoint their sovereign 

His sports, his pleasures, and his company? 

Yet, ere thou go, see how I do divorce 

{Embraces Spencek] 

Spencer from me. — Now get thee to thy 
lords, 

And tell them I will come to chastise them 

For murdering Gaveston; hie thee, get thee 
gone! 

Edward with fire and sword follows at thy 
heels. 

[Exit Herald! 

My lords, perceive you how these rebels 
swell? 

Soldiers, good hearts, defend your sover- 
eign’s right. 

For now, even now, we march to make them 
stoop. 

Away I 

Exeunt. Alarums, excursions, a 

great fight, and a retreat [sounded, within] 


[SCENE III] 

[The Same] 

[Re‘]enter the Kino, Spencer, the father, 
Spencer, the son, and the Noblemen 
of the King’s side 

Edw. Why do we sound retreat? Upon 
them, lords! 

This day I shall pour vengeance with my 
sword 

On those proud rebels that are up in arms, 

And do confront and countermand their 
king. 

Spcn. I doubt it not, my lord, right will 
prevail. 

Hugh. ’Tis not amiss, my liege, for either 
part 


To breathe awhile; our men, with sweat and 
dust 

All choked well near, begin to faint for 
heat ; 

And this retire ’ rofresheth horse and man. 
Spen. Here come the rebels. w 

Enter the Barons Mortimer, LANCASTPa, 
Warwick, Pembroke, cum ccetcris 


Mot. Look, Lancaster, yonder is Edward 

Among his flatterers. 

Lan. And there let him be 

Till he pay dearly for their company. 

War. And shall, or Wai^vick’s s^vo^d shal 
smite in vain. 

Edw. What, rebels, do you shrink a 
sound retreat? 

Mor. No, Edward, no, thy flatterei5rfaint 
and fly. 

Lan. They’d best betimes foyiake thee, 
and their trains,* -- 

For they’ll betray thee, traitor^ as they are. 

Spcn. Traitor on thy face, ‘^rebellious Lan- 
caster 1 

Pern. Away, base upstrirt, bravest thou 
nobles thus? I * 

Spcn. A noble attemplt, and honorable 
deed, f 

Is it not, trow ye, to assemble aid, 

And levy arms against your lawful king! 

Edw. For which ere l^ong their heads shall 
satisfy. 

To appease the wrath of their offended king. 

Mor. Then, Edwavd, thou \vilt fight it to 
the last, 

And rather bathe thy sword in subjects’ 
blood. 

Than banish that pernicious company? 

Edw. Ay, traitors all, rather than thus be 
braved, 

Make England’s civil towns huge heaps of 
stones, » 

And plows to go about our palace gates. 
War. A desperate and unnatural resolu- 
tion! 

Alaniml — to the fightl 
8t. George for England, and the barons* 
right. 

Edw. Saint George for England, and 
King Edward’s right. 

[Alarums. Exeunt the two parties seucrof/y] 


' Holroat. 


* Plots. 
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[SCENE IV] 

[The Samel 

Enter King Edward [and his followers,] 
with the Barons [and Kent,] captives 

Edu\ Now, lusty lords, now, not by 
chance of war, 

But justice of the quarrel and the cause, 
Vailed' is your pride; methinks you hang 
the heads. 

But we’ll advance them,* traitors; now tis 
time 

To be avenged on you for all your braves, 
And for the murder of my dearest friend. 
To whom right well you knew our soul was 
knit, 

Good Pierce of Gaveston, my sweet favor- 

, V. 

Ah, rebels 1 recreants I you made him away. 
Kent. Brother, in regard of * thee, and of 

thy land, “ 

Did they remove that flatterer from thy 

throne. 

Edw. So, sir, you have spoke; away, 
avoid our presence 1 [Exit Kent] 

Accursed wretches, was’t in regard of us, 
When we had sent our messenger to request 
He might be spared to come to speak with 

us, 

And Pembroke undertook for his return, 
That thou, proud Warwick, watched the 

prisoner, . 

Poor Pierce, and headed* him ’gainst law 

of arms? 

For which thy head shall overlook the rest. 
As much as thou in rage outwent’st the rest. 
War. Tyrant, I scorn thy threats and 

menaces; ^ • a- 

It is but temporal " that thou canst inflict. 
Lan. The worst is death, and better die 

to live . 

Than live in infamy under such a king. 
Edw. Away with them, my lord of Win- 
chester ! * 

These lusty leaders, Warwick and Lancas- 
ter 

I charge you roundly — off with both their 
heads 1 
' Lowered. 

* Raise them (on pikes). 

* With respect to. 

^ Behended 


Wiltshire: see shove. Ili; ii, 


Awayl 

War. Farewell, vain world! 

Lan. Sweet Mortimer, farewell. 

Mor. England, unkind to thy nobility, » 
Groan for this grief, behold how thou art 
maimed! 

Edw. Go, take that haughty Mortimer to 
the Tower, 

There see him safe bestowed; and for the 
rest. 

Do speedy execution on them all. 

Begone ! 

Mor. What, Mortimer! can ragged stony 
walls 

Immure thy virtue that aspires to heaven? 
No, Edward, England’s scourge, it may not 
be; 

Mortimer’s hope surmounts his fortune far. 

[The captive Barons are led off] 
Edw. Sound drums and trumpets I March 
with me, my friends, « 

Edward this day hath crowned him king 
anew. 

Exeunt. Manenl 
Young Spencer, Levune, and Baldock. 
Spen. Levune, the trust that we repose in 
thee. 

Begets the quiet of King Edward’s land. 
Therefore begone in haste, and with advice 
Bestow that treasure on the lords of France, 
That, therewith all enchanted, like the 
guard 

That suffered Jove to pass in showers of 
gold 

To Danae, all aid may be denied 
To Isabel, the queen, that now in France 
Makes friends, to cross the seas with her 
young son, ^ 

And step into his father’s regiment.' 

Levune. That’s it these barons and the 
subtle queen 
Long levelled at. 

Bald. Yea, but Levune, thou seest 

These barons lay their heads on blocks to- 
gether; 

What they intend, the hangman frustrates 
I clean. 

Levune. Have you no doubt, my lords, 
I'll clap so close * 

Among the lords of France with England’s 
gold, 

That Isabel shall make her plaints in vain, 

I Rule * Contrive so secretly. 
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And France shall be obdurate with her 
tears. 

Sprn. Then make for France, amain — 
Leviine, away! «, 

Proclaim King Edward’s wars and victories. 

Excunl omnes 

[ACT IV. SCENE I] 

[A^car the Tower, Londoni 

Enter Kent 
Kent. Fair blows the wind for France; 
blow, gentle gale, 

Till Edmund be arrived for England’s goodi 
Nature, yield to my country’s cause in this. 
A brother? no. a butcher of thy friends! 
Prou<i Edward, dost thou banish me thy 
presence? 

But 111 to France, and cheer the wronged 
queen, 

And certify what Edward'.s looseness is. 
Unnatural king! to slaughter noblemen 
And cherish flatterers! Mortimer, I stay 

Thy sweet escape: stand gracious, gloomy 

niglit, „ 

To his device. 

Enter Young Mortimeu, disguised 

Mor. Holla I who walkclh there? 

Is’t you, my lord? 

Mortimer, 'tis I; 

But hath thy potion wrought so happily? 

Mor. It hath, my lord; the warders all 
asleep, 

I thank them, gave me leave to pass in 
peace. 

But hath your grace got shipping unto 
Franco? 

Kent, Fear it not. [Exeunt] 

[SCENE II] 

[Paris] 

Enter Queen Isauell.\ ayid her son [Piunce 

Edward] 

hab. Ah, boy! our friends do fail us all 
in France: 

The lords arc cruel, and (he king unkind; 
What shall we do? 

Prince. Madam, return to England, 


And please my father well, and then a fig 
For all my uncle’s friendship here in France. 
I warrant you, I’ll win his higliness quickly; 
A‘ loves me better than a thousand 
Spencers. 

hcib. Ah, boy, thou art deceived, at least 
in this. 

To think that wo can yet be tuned to- 
gether; 

No. no, we jar too far. Unkind Valois I lo 
Unhappy Isabel! when France rejects. 
Whither, 0! whither dost thou bend thy 
steps? 

Entci Sir John op Hainault 


Sir J. Madam, what cheer? 

/wib. Ah! good Sir Jolm of Hainault, 
Never so cheerless, nor so far distrest. 

Sir J I Jienr, sweet lady, of the king’s 
unkindness; 

But droop not, madam; noble minds con- 
temn 

Despair; will your grace with me to 
Hainault, 

And there stay time’s advantage with your 
son? 

How say you, my lord, will you go with 
your friends. 

And share of’ all our fortunes equally? » 
Prince. So pleaseth the queen, my 
mother, me it likes: 

The King of England, nor the court of 
France, 

Shall have mo from my gracious mother’s 
side, 

Till I be strong enough to break a staff; 

And then liavc at the proudest Spencer’s 
head. 

Sir J. Well said, my lord. 

hob. 0, my sweetheart, how do I moan 
thy wrongs, 

Yet triumph in the hope of thee, my joy I 

All, sweet Sir JohnI even to the utmost 
verge 

Of Europe, or the shore of Tanais. 

will with thee to Hainault-so we 
will : — 

The marquis is n noble gentleman; 

ills grace, I dare presume, will welcome me. 
But who are these? 

I Bo. 

* Qil. read jtArttc o/ (Brwkc's cmoiidatlou). 
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Enter Kent and Young Mortimer 

Kent. Madam, long may j^ou live. 

Much happier than your friends in England 
do! 

hab. Lord Edmund and Lord Mortimer 
alive ! 

Welcome to France! the news was here, my 
lord, 

That you were dead, or very near j'our 
death. 

Mor. Lady, the last was truest of the 
twain : 

But Mortimer, reserved for better hap, « 
Hath shaken off the thraldom of the Tower, 
And lives t’advance your standard, good my 
lord. 

Prince. How mean you, an* the king, 
my father, lives? 

No, my Lord Mortimer, not I, I trow.* 

hab. Not, son! why not? I would it 
were no worse. 

But, gentle lords, friendless we are in 
France. 

Mot. Monsieur le Grand, a noble friend 
of yours. 

Told us, at our arrival, all the news — 

How hard the nobles, how unkind the king 
Hath showed himself; but, madam, right 
makes room eo 

Where weapons want; and, though a many 
friends 

Are made away, as Wanvick, Lancaster, 

And others of our party and faction; 

Yet have we friends, assure your grace, in 
England 

Would cast up caps, and clap their hands 
for joy. 

To see us there, appointed® for our foes. 

Kent, Would all were well, and Edward 
well reclaimed 

For England’s honor, peace, and quietness. 

Mor. But by the sword, my lord, ’t must 
be deserved ; * 

The king will ne’er forsake his flatterers, w 

Sir J. My lords of England, sith ® th’ un- 
gentle king 

Of France refuseth to give aid of arms 
To this distressed queen his sister here, 

Go you with her to Hainault; doubt ye not, 

Jif. I 

Vll not advance against my father, I assure you. 

* Equipped to meet. 

^ Earned. « Since. 


We will find comfort, money, men and 
friends 

Ere long, to bid the English king a base.* 

How say’st, young prince? What think you 
of the match? 

Prince. I think King Edward will outrun 
us all. 

hab. Nay, son, not so; and you must not 
discourage 

\our friends, that are so forward in your 
aid. ,0 

Kent. Sir John of Hainault, pardon us, I 
pray ; 

These comforts that you give our woeful 
queen 

Bind us in kindness all at your command. 

hab. Yea, gentle brother; and the God of 
heaven 

Prosper your happy motion, good Sir John. 

Mor. This noble gentleman, forward in 
arms, 

Was born, I see, to be our anchor-hold. 

Sir John of Hainault, be it thy renown. 

That England’s queen, and nobles in dis- 
tress, 

Have been by thee restored and comforted. 

Sir J. Madam, along, and you, my lords, 
with me, „ 

That England’s peers may Hainault’s wel- 
come see. [Exeunt] 

[SCENE III] 

[The Palace, London] 

Enter the King, Arundel, the two 
Spencers, with others 

Edw. Thus, after many threats of wrath- 
ful war, 

Triumpheth England’s Edward with his 
friends; 

And triumph, Edward, with his friends un- 
controlled! 

My lord of Gloucester, do you hear the 
news? 

Spen. What news, my lord? 

Edw. Why, man, they say there is great 
e.xecution 

Done through the realm; my lord of Arun- 
del, 

You have the note, have you not? 

Arun, From the Lieutenant of the 
Tower, my lord. 

‘ Cliallenge as at the game of prisoners’ base. 
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Edw. I pray let us see it. [Takes the 
note] What have we there? lo 

Read it, Spencer, 

[Ilatuls the nolc to 
Yojing] Spenceh, reads their names 

Wliy, so; they barked apace a month ago: 
Now, on iny life, they'll neither bark nor 
bite. 

Now, .sirs, the news from France? GIojjccs- 
ter, I trow 

The lords of Fi’ance love England’s gold so 
well. 

As' Isabella gets no aid from thence. 

What now remains? have j’ou proclaimed, 
my lord, 

Reward for them* can bring in Mortimer? 
Epen. My lord, we have; and if he be in 
Pmgland, 

A* will be had ere long, I doubt it not. » 
Edw. ‘If,’ dost thou say? Spencer, as tnic 
as death 

Ho is in England's ground; our portmastors 
Are not so careless of their king’s com- 
mand. 

Enter a Post 

How now, what news with thee? from 
whence come the.^e? 

Post. Letters, my lord, and tidings forth 
of France — 

To you, my lord of Gloucester, from 
Levune, 

Edw. Read. 

Spen. Reads the letter 

‘My duty to your honor premise, etc., I 
have, according to instructions in that be- 
lialf, dealt with the King of France his .■» 
lords, and effected, that the queen, all dis- 
contented and discomforted, is gone; 
whither, if you ask, with Sir John of 
Hainault, brother to the marquis, into 
Flanders. With them are gone Lord Ed- 
mund, and the Lord Mortimer, having in 
their company divers of your nation, and 
others; and, jis constant report goeth, thev 
intend to give King Edward battle in’ lOng- 
land, sooner than he can look for them. 4.) 
This is all the news of Import. 

\ our honors in all service, Levune.’ 

Edw. Ah, villains! hatli that Mortimer 
escaped? 

With him is Edmund gone associate? 

' That. • TIk-jii (hut can. ’ Ho. l 


And will Sir John of Hainault lead the 
round? ' 

Welcome, a God’s name, madam, and your 
son ; 

lOngland shall welcome you and all your 
rout. 

Gallop apace, bright Pheebus, through the 
sky, 

And dusky night, in rusty iron car. 
Between you both shorten the time, I pray, 
That I may see that most desired day, oi 
Wlien we may meet these traitors in the 
field. 

Ah, nothing grieves me, but * my little boy 
Is thus misled to countenance their ills. 
Come, friends, to Bristow,’ there to make 
us strong; 

And, winds, as equal be to bring them in. 
As you injurious were to bear them forth! 

[J^oreiHd] 

[SCENE rv] 

[Near Harwich'^ 

Enter the Queen, her son, Prince Edw.ard, 
Kent, Mortimwi, and Sir John 
[0/ H.\inault] 

hab. Now, lords, our loving friends and 
countrj’men. 

Welcome to England all, with prosperous 
winds! 

Our kindest friends in Belgia have wo left, 
To cope with friends at home; a heavy case 
When force to force is knit, and sword and 
glaive * 

In civil broils make kin and countr>'men 
Slaughter themselves in others, and their 
sides 

With their own weapons gore! But what’s 

the help? 

Misgoverned kings are cause of all this 
wrack ; 

And, Edward, thou art one among them all, 

hose looseness hath betrayed thy land to 
spoil, „ 

Who made the channels’ overflow with 
blood 

Of thine own people; patron shouldst thou 
be, 

But thou — 

* Circle, groap. 

* Kxci'pt tijat, 

* Bristol. 


* Bwadsword. 
' Gutters. 
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Mot. Nay, madam, if you be a warrior, 

You must not grow so passionate in 
speeches. 

Lords, 

Sith that we are by sufferance of heaven 

Arrived, and armed in this prince’s right, 

Here for our countrj'’s cause swear we to 
him 2 D 

All homage, fealty and forwardness; 

And for the open wrongs and injuries 

Edward hath done to us, his queen and 
land. 

We come in arms to wreak it with the 
sword ; 

That England’s queen in peace may repos- 
sess 

Her dignities and honors; and withal 

We may remove these flatterers from the 
king, 

That havocs ' England’s wealth and treas- 
ury. 

Sir J. Sound trumpets, my lord, and for- 
ward let us march. 

Edward will think we come to flatter him. » 

Kent. I would he never had been flat- 
tered morel [Exeunt} 

[SCENE V] 

[Near Bristol] 

Enter the King, Baldock, and Spencer, 
flying about the stage 

Spen. Fly, fly, my lordl the queen is 
over-strong ; 

Her friends do multiply, and yours do fail. 

Shape we our course to Ireland, there to 
breathe. 

Edw. Whatl was I bom to fly and run 
away. 

And leave the Mortimers conquerors be- 
hind? 

Give me my horse, and let’s r’inforce* our 
troops : 

And in this bed of honor die with fame. 

Bald. 0, no, my lord, this princely reso- 
lution 

Pits not the time; awayl we are pursued. 

[Exeunt] 

[Enter] Kent alone, with sword and target 

Kent. This way he fled, but I am come 
too late. v> 

* Bring to .wreck. ^ Encourage. 


Edward, alas! my heart relents for thee. 
Proud traitor, Mortimer, why dost thou 
chase 

Thy lawful king, thy sovereign, with thy 
sword ? 

Vile wretch! and why hast thou, of all un- 
kind,' 

Borne arms against thy brother and thy 
king? 

Rain showers of vengeance on my cursed 
head, 

Thou God, to whom in justice it belongs 
To punish this unnatural revolt! 

Edward, this Mortmer aims at thy life! 

0, fly him, then! But, Edmund, calm this 

rage, 

Dissemble, or thou diest; for Mortimer 
And Isabel do kiss, while they conspire: 
And yet she bears a face of love forsooth. 
Fie on that love that hatcheth death and 
hate ! 

Edmund, away! Bristow to Longshanks’ 
blood 

Is false; be not found single for suspect.' 
Proud Mortimer pries near unto thy walks.' 

Enter the Queen, Mortimer, the young 
Prince and Sir John of Hainault 

Isab. Successful battle gives the God of 
kings 

To them that fight in right and fear his 
wrath. 

Since then successfully we have prevailed, w 
Thanks be heaven’s great architect, and 
you. 

Ere farther we proceed, my noble lords. 
We here create our well-beloved son. 

Of love and care unto his royal person, 

Lord Warden of the realm, and sith the 
fates 

Have made his father so infortunate, 

Deal you, my lords, in this, my loving lords. 
As to your wisdoms fittest seems in all. 

Kent. Madam, without offence, if I may 
ask. 

How will you deal with Edward in his fall? 

Prince. Tell me, good uncle, what Ed- 
ward do you mean? u 

Kent. Nephew, your father; I dare not 
call him king. 

* Of all the most unnatural. 

* Be not found alone lest you be suspected. 

* Spies on thy doings. 
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Mor. My lord of Kent, what needs these 
questions? 

'Tis not in her controlment, nor in ours, 
But as the realm and parliament shall 
please, 

So shall your brother be disposed of. — 

I like not this rclcntinK mood in Edmund, 
Madam, 'tis good to look to him betimes. 

[AhuIc to the Quek.v] 

hah. My lord, the Mayor of Bristow 
knows our mind. 

Mor. Yea, madam, and they scape not 
easily » 

That fled the field. 

Isah. Baldock is with the king. 

A goodly chancellor is he not, my lord? 

Sir J. So are the Spencers, the father and 
the son, 

Kent. This Edward is the ruin of the 
realm. 


Kntcr Rice ap Howel, and the Mayor of 
Bristow, vnlh Spenceh, the father 

Rice. God save Queen Isabel, and her 
princely son! 

Madam, the Mayor and citizens of Bristow, 
In sign of love and duty to this presence. 
Present by me this traitor to the state, 
Spencer, the father to that wanton Spencer, 
That, like the lawless Catiline of Rome, « 
Reveled in England’s wealth and treasury. 
hab. We thank you all. 

Mor. Vour loving care in this 

Deserveth princely favors and rewards. 

But where’s the king and the other Spencer 
fled? 

Rice. Spencer the son, created Earl of 
Gloucester, 

Is with that smooth-tongued scholar Bal- 
dock gone, 

And shipped but late for Ireland with the 
king. 

Mor. Some whirlwind fetch them back or 
sink them all!— [Aside] 

They shall be started thence,* I doubt it 
not. 

Prince. Shall I not sec the king my father 
yc-t? 

Kent. Unhappy Edward, chased from 
England’s bounds. [A«Wel 

Sir J, Aladam, what rcsteth, why stand 
you in a muse? 

* Routed out from tlicre. 


hah. I rue my lord’s ill-fortune; but 
alas I 

Care of my country called me to this war. 
Mor. Madam, have done with care and 
sad complaint; 

Y'our king hath wronged your country and 
himself, 

And we must seek to right it as we may. 
Meanwhile, have hence this rebel to the 
block. 

Hugh. Rebel is he that fights against the 
prince; 

So fought not they that fought in Edward’s 
right. ao 

Mor. Take him away, he prates; 

[Exeunt Attendants with 
the Elder Spencer] 
You, Rice ap Howel, 
Shall do good scr\dco to her majesty. 
Being of countenance in your country here, 
To follow these rebellious runagates. 

Wo in meanwhile, madam, must take ad- 
vice, 

How Baldock, Spencer, and their complices, 
May in their fall be followed to their end. 

Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE VI] 

[The Abbey of Neath] 

Enter the Abbot, Monks, Edw.\rd, Spencer, 
and Baldock [f/ic three latter disguised] 

Abbot. Have you no doubt, my lord; 
have you no fear; 

As silent and us careful will we bo, 

To keep your royal person safe with us. 
Free from suspect, anil fell invasion 
Of such as have your majesty in chase, 
Yourself, anti those your chosen company, 
As danger of this stormy time requires. 
Edw. Father, thy face should harbor no 
deceit. 

01 hadst thou ever been a king, thy heart. 
Pierced deeply witli a sense of my distress. 
Could not but take compassion of my state. 
Stately and proud, in riclies and in train, i» 
Vhilom* I was, powerful and full of pomp: 
But wliat is ho whom rule and empery 
Have not in life or death made miserable? 
Come, Spencer; come, Bahlock, come, sit 
down by me; 

Make trial now of that philosophy, 

* Once. 
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That in our famous nurseries of arts 
Thou suck’dst from Plato and from Aris- 
totle. 

Father, this life contemplative is heaven. » 
0, that I might this life in quiet leadl 
But we, alas! are chased; and you, my 
friends, 

Your lives and my dishonor they pursue. 
Yet, gentle monks, for treasure, gold nor 
fee, 

Do you betray us and our company. 

Monk. Your grace may sit secure,* if 
none but we 
Do wot of your abode. 

Spen. Not one alive, but shrewdly I sus- 
pect 

A gloomy fellow in a mead * below, 

A* gave a long look after us, my lord; 

And all the land I know is up ia arms. 
Arms that pursue our lives with deadly hate. 

Bald. We were embarked for Ireland, 
wretched we! 

With awkward winds and sore tempests 
driven 

To fall on shore, and here to pine in fear 
Of Mortimer and his confederates. 

Edw. Mortimer! who talks of Mortimer? 
Who wounds me with the name of Morti- 
mer, 

That bloody man? Good father, on thy lap 
Lay I this head, laden with mickle care. *o 
0, might I never open these eyes again! 
Never again lift up this drooping head! 

0 never more lift up this dying heart! 

Spen. Look up, my lord. — Baldock, this 
drowsiness 

Betides no good; here even we are be- 
trayed. 

Enter, vnth Wehh hooks, Rice ap Howel, a 
Mower, and the Earl of Leicbstee 

Afou'. Upon my life, those be the men ye 
seek. 

Rice. Fellow, enough. — My lord, I pray 
be short, 

A fair commission warrants what we do. 

Leices. The queen’s commission, urged by 
Mortimer; 

What cannot gallant Mortimer with the 
queen? m 

Alas! see where he sits, and hopes unseen 

* In safety, * Meadow. • He. 


To escape their hands that seek to reave his 
life. 

Too true it is, Quem dies vidit veniens 
superbum, 

Ifunc dies vidit jugiens jacentem^ 

But, Leicester, leave to grow so passionate. 
Spencer and Baldock, by no other names, 

I do arrest you of high treason here. 

Stand not on titles, but obey the arrest; 

Tis in the name of Isabel the queen. 

My lord, why droop you thus? eo 

Edw. 0 day the last of all my bliss on 
earth ! 

Center of all misfortune ! 0 my stare, 

Why do you lour unkindly on a king? 
Comes Leicester, then, in Isabella’s name 
To take my life, my company from me? 
Here, man, rip up this panting breast of 
mine. 

And take my heart in rescue of my friends I 

Rice. Away with them! 

Spen. It may become thee yet 

To let us take our farewell of his grace. 

Abbot. My heart with pity earns* this 
sight, TO 

A king to bear these words and proud com- 
mands. [Aside} 

Edw. Spencer, ah, sweet Spencer, thus 
then must we part? 

Spen. We must, my lord, so will the 
angry heavens. 

Edw. Nay, so will hell and cruel Mor- 
timer; 

The gentle heavens have not to do in this. 

Bald. My lord, it is in vain to grieve or 
storm. 

Here humbly of your grace we take our 
leaves; 

Our lots are cast; I fear me, so is thine. 

Edw. In heaven we may, in earth ne’er 
shall wc meet; 

And, Leicester, say, what shall become of 
us? 80 

Leices. Your majesty must go to Killing- 
worth.* 

Edw. Must! it is somewhat hard, when 
kings must go. 

Leices. Here is a litter ready for your 
grace, 

That waits your pleasure, and the day 
grows old. 

^ He whom the dawn sees proud» the dying daj 
beholds prostrate. Seneca » Thyestes, 613. 

- Veams. * Kenilworth. 
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Rice. As good be gone, as stay and be be- 
nighted. 

Edw. A litter hjist thou? lay me in a 
hearse. 

And to the gates of liell convey me 
hence ; 

Let Pluto's bolls ring out my fatal knell, 
And hags howl for my death at Charon’s 
shore, 

For friends hath Edward none but these, » 
And these must die under a tyrant's sword. 
Rice. My lord, bo going; care not for 
these, 

For we shall sec them .shorter by the hea<ls. 
Edw. Well, that shall be, .'^hall bo: part 
we mtist! 

Swoot Spencer, gentle Baldock, part we 
must 1 

Hence feigned weeds!* unfeigned arc my 
"’OO-s; [Throws off his disguise] 

Father, farewell 1 Leicester, thou stay’st for 
mo, 

And go I must. Life, farewell, with my 
friends. 

Exeunt ICdw.vrd and Leict-:stwi 
Spen. 0! Is he gone? Is noble Edwanl 
gone? 

Parted from hence? never to see us more? 
Rend, .sphere of heaven! and, fire, forsake 
thy orb! 

Earth, melt to air! gone is my sovereign, 
Gone, gone, alas! never to make return. 
Bald. Spencer, I see our souls arc fleeting 
hence ; 

We are deprived the sunshine of our life: 
Make for a new life, man; tlirow up thy 
eyes, 

And heart and hands to heaven’s immortal 
throne; 

Pay nature’s debt with cheerful counte- 
nance ; 

Reduce we all our lessons unto this. 

To die, sweet Spencer, therefore live we all; 
Spencer, all live to die, and ri.se to fall, 

Rice. Come, come, keep these preach- 
ments till you come to the i)lacc appointed. 
^ ou, and such as you are, liave made wise 
work in England; will your lordships away? 

Mow. Your worship, I tnist, will remem- 
ber me? 

Rice. Remember thee, fellow 1 what else? 
Follow mo to the town. [Fjcunt] 

’ Cloths. 



[ACT V. SCENE I] 

[IFiV/im Kdlingworth Castle] 

Enter the King, Leicester, with the Bishop 
[oj Winchester, and Trussel] 
for the crown 


Leices. Be patient, good my lord, cease to 
lament. 

Imagine Killingworth Castle were your 
court, 

And that you lay for pleasure here a space, 
Not of cornptilsion or necessity. 

Edw. Leice>tcr, if gentle words might 
comfort me, 

Thy speeches long ago had eased my sor- 
row.s ; 

For kind and loving hast thou always been. 
Tlic griefs of private men are soon allayed, 
But not of kings. The forest deer, being 
stnick, 

Runs to an herb that closeth up the 
wounds; to 

But, when the imperial lion’s flesh is gored, 
He remls and tears it with his wrathful paw, 
And highly scorning that tlic lowly earth 
Should drink his blood, mounts up to the 
air. 


And so it fares with me, whose dauntless 
mind 

The ambitious Mortimer would seek to 
curb. 

And that unnatural queen, false Isabel, 

That thus hatli pent and mewed mo in a 
prison ; 

For such outrageous pas.'^ions cloy my soul. 

As* with tlie wings of rancor and disdain, » 

Full often am I soaring up to heaven, 

To plain* me (o the gods against them 
both. 

But, when I call to mind I am a king, 

Methinks I should re\'engc me of my 
wrongs. 


i iiai 


iMonimor and Isabel have done. 


But what are kings, when regiment " is gone. 
But perfect shadows in a sunsliine day? 
My nobles rule, I bear the name of king; 

I wear the crown, but am controlled by 
them, 

By Mortimer, and my uneonstant queen, w 
lio spots my nuptial bed with infamy; 


• Ttmt. 

’ Mako iny onirlalnt. 
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Whilst I am lodged within this cave of 
care, 

Where sorrow at my elbow stilD attends, 
To company* my heart with sad laments, 
That bleeds within me for this strange ex- 
change. 

But tell me, must I now resign my crown. 
To make usurping Mortimer a king? 

Winch. Your grace mistakes; it is for 
England’s good, 

And princely Edward’s right we crave the 
crown. 

Edw. No, ’tis for Mortimer, not Edward’s 
head ; 40 

For he’s a lamb, encompassed by wolves. 
Which in a moment will abridge his life. 
But if proud Mortimer do wear this crown. 
Heavens turn it to a blaze of quenchless 
firel 

Or like the snaky wreath of Tisiphon,* 
Engirt the temples of his hateful head; 

So shall not England’s vine be perished. 
But Edward’s name survives, though Ed- 
ward dies. 

Leices. My lord, why waste you thus the 
time away? 

They stay your answer ; will you yield your 
crown? 60 

Edw. Ah, Leicester, weigh how hardly I 
can brook 

To lose my crown and kingdom without 
cause ; 

To give ambitious Mortimer my right, 
That like a mountain overwhelms my bliss. 
In which extreme my mind here murdered 
is. 

But what the heavens appoint, I must obey 1 
Here, take my crown; the life of Edward 
too; 

Two kings in England cannot reign at once. 
But stay awhile, let me be king till night. 
That I may gaze upon this glittering crown; 
So shall my eyes receive their last content, 
My head, the latest honor due to it. 

And jointly both yield up their wished* 
right. 

Continue ever thou celestial sun; 

Let never silent night possess this clime: 
Stand still you watches of the element; 

All times and seasons, rest you at a stay. 
That Edward may be still fair England’s 
kingl 

‘ Ever. * Mneid, vi, 671. 

* Accompany. * Coveted. 


But day’s bright beams doth vanish fast 
away, 

And needs I must resign my wishM' crown. 

Inhuman creatures! nursed with tiger’s 
milk! 71 

Why gape you for your sovereign’s over- 
throw! 

My diadem I mean, and guiltless life. 

See, monsters, see, I’ll wear my crown again 1 

What, fear you not the fury of your king? 

But, hapless Edward, thou art fondly* led; 

They pass* not for thy frowns as late they 
did, 

But seeks to make a new-elected king; 

Which fills my mind with strange despair- 
ing thoughts. 

Which thoughts are martyred with endless 
torments, eo 

And in this torment comfort find I none, 

But that I feel the crown upon my head; 

And therefore let me wear it yet awhile. 

Trus. My lord, the parliament must have 
present news. 

And therefore say, will you resign or no? 

The Kino rageth 

Edw. I’ll not resign, but whilst I live be 
king. 

Traitors, be gone! and join you wth Morti- 
mer! 

Elect, conspire, install, do what you will — 

Their blood and yours shall seal these 
treacheries! 

Winch. This answer we’ll return, and so 
farewell. eo 

[Going with Trussel] 

Leices. Call them again, my lord, and 
speak them fair; 

For if they go, the prince shall lose his 
right. 

Edw. Call thou them back, I have no 
power to speak. 

Leices. My lord, the king is willing to 
resign. 

Winch. If he be not, let him choose. 

Edw. 0 would I might! but heavens and 
earth conspire 

To make me miserable! Here, receive my 
crown ; 

Receive it? no, these innocent hands of 
mine 

Shall not be guilty of so foul a crime. 

He of you all that most desires my blood, 100 

And will be called the murderer of a king, 

* Coveted. * Foolishly. • Care. 
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Take it. What, are you moved? pity you 
me? 

Then send for unrelenting ?rortiraer, 

And Isabel, wliose eyes, being turned to 
steel, 

Will sooner sparkle fire than shed a tear. 
Yet stay, for rather than I will look on 
them, 

Here, here! [Gircs the crouTi] 

Now, sweet God of heaven, 
Make me despise this transitory pomp, 
And sit for aye enthronized in heaven 1 
Como, death, and with thy fingers close my 
eyes, uo 

Or if I live, let mo forget myself. 

Winch. My lord — 

Edw. Call me not lord; away — out of my 
sight: 

Ah, pardon me: grief makes me lunatic 1 
Let not that Mortimer protect* my son; 
More safety is there in a tiger’s jaws. 

Than his embracements. Bear this to the 
queen, 

Wet with my tears, and dried again with 
sighs; [Gives a handkerchivl] 

If with the sight thereof slie be not moved. 
Return it back and dip it in my blood. 
Commend me to my son, and bid him rule 
Bettor than I. Yet how have I trans- 
gressed. 

Unless it be with too much clemency? 

Trus. And thus most humbly do we take 
our leave. 

Edw. Farewell; 

[Exeunt 

the Bishop of Winchestter and Trussel] 

I know the next news that they bring 
Will be my death; and welcome shall it be; 
To wretched men, death is felicity. 

Enter Berkeley,’ [iWm (fives a paper to 

Leicestei;] 

Leiccs. Another postl what news brings 
he? 

Edw. Such news as I expect — come, 
Berkeley, come. 

And toll thy message to my naked breast. 
Berk. My lord, think not a thought so 
villainous 

Can harbor in a man of noble birth. 

To do your highness service and devoir,’ 

* nminip ProtocUir. 

* q. niHls IlnrlU - y . 

* Duly. 


And save you from your foes, Berkeley 
would die. 

Lcices. My lord, the council of the queen 
commands 

That I resign my charge. 

Edw. And who must keep me now? 
Must you, my lord? 

Berk. Ay, my most gracious lord — so ’tis 
decreed. 

Edw. [taking the paper] By Mortimer, 
whose name is written herel 

Well may I rend his name that rends my 
heart 1 iw 

[Tears it] 

This poor revenge has something eased my 
mind. 

So may his limbs be torn, as is this paperl 

Hear me, immortal Jove, and grant it tool 

Berk. Your grace must hence with me to 
Berkeley straight. 

Edw. Whither you will; all places are 
alike. 

And every earth is fit for burial. 

Leiccs. Favor him, my lord, as much as 
lieth in you. 

Berk. Even so betide my soul as I use 
him. 

Edw. Mine enemy hath pitied my estate, 

And that’s the cause that I am now re- 
moved. lU 

Berk. And thinks your grace that Berke- 
ley will be cruel? 

Edw. I know not; but of this am I as- 
sured, 

That death ends all, and I can die but once. 

Leicester, farewell! 

Lcices. Not yet, my lord; I’ll bear you 
on j'our way. Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE II] 

[The Palace, London] 

Enter Mortimer and Queen Isabel 

Mor. Fair Isabel, now have we our de- 
sire; 

The proud corrupters of the light-brained 
king 

Have done their homage to the lofty gal- 
lows, 

And he himself lies in captivity. 

Be ruled by me, and wo will rule the realm. 

In any case take heed of childish fear, 
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For now we hold an old wolf* by the ears, 
That, if he slip, will seize upon us both, 
And gripe the sorer, being griped himself. 
Think therefore, madam, that* imports us 
much 10 

To erect your son* with all the speed we 
may, 

And that I be protector over him; 

For our behoof will bear the greater sway 
Whenas^ a king’s name shall be under writ. 

Isab. Sweet Mortimer, the life of Isabel, 
Be thou persuaded that I love thee well, 
And therefore, so the prince my son be safe, 
Whom I esteem as dear as these mine eyes, 
Conclude against his father what thou wilt. 
And I myself will willingly subscribe. » 

Mor. First would I hear news that he 
were deposed, 

And then let me alone to handle him. 

Enter Messenger 

Letters 1 from whence? 

Mess. From Killingworth, my lord. 

Isab. How fares my lord the king? 

Mess. In health, madam, but full of pen- 
siveness. 

Isab. Alas, poor soul, would I could ease 
his grief! 

Enter [the Bishop of] Winchester 

mth the crown 

Thanks, gentle Winchester. [To the Mes- 
senger] Sirrah, begone. 

[Exit Messenger] 

Winch. The king hath willingly resigned 
his crown. 

Isab. 0 happy news! send for the prince, 
my son. 

Winch. Further, or* this letter was 
sealed. Lord Berkeley came. to 

So that he now is gone from Killingworth ; 
And we have heard that Edmund laid a 
plot 

To set his brother free; no more but so. 

The lord of Berkeley is so* pitiful 
As Leicester that had charge of him before. 

Isab. Then let some other be his guar- 
dian. 

Afor. Let me alone, here is the privy seal. 
[Exit the Bishop of Winchester] 

* That is, the king. * When. 

That it. * Perhaps e’er. 

Crown him king. ^ As. 


Who’s there? — Call hither Gurney and 
Matrevis. 

To dash the heavy-headed Edmund’s drift,' 
Berkeley shall be discharged, the king re- 
moved, 40 

And none but we shall know where he lieth. 

Isab. But, Mortimer, as long as he sur- 
vives. 

What safety rests for us, or for my son? 

Mot. Speak, shall he presently be dis- 
patched and die? 

Isab. I would he were, so 'twere not by 
my means. 

Enter Matrevis aiid Gurney 

Mor. Enough. — 

Matrevis, write a letter presently 
Unto the lord of Berkeley from ourself 
That he resign the king to thee and Gur- 
ney ; 

And when ’tis done, we will subscribe our 
name. so 

Mat. It shall be done, ray lord. 

Mor. Gurney. 

Our. My lord. 

Mor. As thou intend’st to rise by Mor- 
timer, 

Who now makes Fortune’s wheel turn as he 
please. 

Seek all the means thou canst to make him 
droop. 

And neither give him kind word nor good 
look. 

Gur. I warrant you, my lord. 

Mor. And this above the rest: because 
we hear 

That Edmund casts * to work his liberty. 
Remove him still* from place to place by 
night. 

Till at the last he come to KilIing\vorth, « 
And then from thence to Berkeley back 
again; 

And by the way, to make him fret the more, 
Speak curstly to him; and in any case 
Let no man comfort him if he chance to 
weep, 

But amplify his grief with bitter words. 

Mat. Fear not, my lord, we’ll do as you 
command. 

Mor. So now away; post thitherwards 
amain. 

^ Plot. ^ Plot^* * CoDstantly* 
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Isnb. Whither goes this letter? to my lord 
the king? 

Commend me humbly to his majesty, 

And tell him that I labor all in vain « 
To ease his grief, and work his liberty; 
And bear him this as witness of my lovo. 

(Gives o rin^] 

Mat. I will, madam. 

Eicuni M.vtrevis and Gurney 
Mor. Finely dissembled. Do so still, 
sweet queen. 

Here comes the young prince with the Earl 
of Kent. 

Jsab. Something he whispers in his child- 
ish ears. 

Mor. If he have such access unto the 
prince, 

Our plots and stratagems will soon be 
dashed. 

Isab. Use Edmund friendly as if all were 
well. 

Enter the young Prince, and Kent talking 
vhth him. Mancnt Isabel and 

Mortimer 

Mor. How fares my honorable lord of 
Kent? so 

Kent. In health, sweet Mortimer: bow 
fares your grace? 

hab. Well, if my lord your brother 
were enlarged. 

Kent. I hear of late he hath deposed 
himself. 

Isnb. The more my grief. 

Mor. And mine. 

Kent. Ah, they do dissemble! [AsiVfr] 
hab. Sweet son, come hither, I must talk 
with thee. 

Mor. Thou being his uncle, and the next 
of blood. 

Do look to be protector over the prince. 
Kent. Not I, my lord; who should pro- 
tect the son. 

But she that gave him life? I mean the 
queen. 

Prince. Mother, persuade me not to wear 
the crown : m 

Let him be king — I am too young to reign. 
Isab. But be content, seeing it is his high- 
ness’ pleasure. 

Prince. Let me but sec him first, and 
then I will. 

Kent. Ay, do, sweet nephew. 


hab. Brother, you know it is impossible. 

Prince. Why, is he dead? 

hab. No. God forbid. 

Kent. I would those words proceeded 
from your heart. 

Mor. Inconstant Edmund, dost thou 
favor him, 

That wast a cause of his imprisonment? 

Kent. The more cause have I now to 
make amends. loo 

Mor. I tell thee, ’tis not meet that one 
so fah'^e 

Should come about the person of a prince. 

[Aside to Isabel] 

My lord, he hath betrayed the king his 
brother. 

And therefore tnist him not. 

Prince. But he repents, and sorrows for it 
now. 

hab. Come, son, and go with this gentle 
lord and me. 

Prince. With you I will, but not with 
Mortimer. 

Mor. Why, youngling, ’sdain’st thou so 
of Mortimer? 

Then I will carry thee by force away. 

Prince. Help, uncle Kent! Mortimer will 
wrong me. «o 

hab. Brother Edmund, strive not; we are 
his friends; 

Isabel is nearer than the Ear! of Kent. 

Kent. Sister, Edward is my charge, re- 
deem him. 

hab. Edward is my son, and I will keep 
him. 

Kent. Mortimer shall know that he hath 
wronged me! — 

Hence will I haste to Killingworth Castle, 

And rescue aged Edward from his foes. 

To be revenged on Mortimer and thee. 

[Aside] 
Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE III] 

[An Outhouse of KUlmgworth Castle] 

Enter Matuevis and Gurney [and Soldiers] 

with the Kino 

Mat. My lord, be not pensive, we are 
your friends; 

Men arc ordained to live in misery. 

Therefore come— dalliance dangereth our 
lives. 
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'Edw. Friends, whither must unhappy Ed- 
ward go? 

Will hateful Mortimer appoint no rest? 
Must I be vexM like the nightly bird, 
Whose sight is loathsome to all winged 
fowls? 

When will the fury of his mind assuage? 
When will his heart be satisfied with blood? 
If mine will serve, unbowel straight this 
breast, lo 

And give my heart to Isabel and him; 

It is the chiefest mark they level at/ 

Gur. Not so, my liege, the queen hath 
given this charge 
To keep your grace in safety; 

Your passions make your dolors to increase. 

Edw. This usage makes my misery to in- 
crease. 

But can my air of life * continue long 
When all my senses are annoyed with 
stench? 

Within a dungeon England’s king is kept, 
Where I am starved for want of sustenance. 
My daily diet is heart-breaking sobs, a 
That almost rents* the closet of my heart; 
Thus lives old Edward * not relieved by 
any, 

And so must die, though pitied by many. 
0, water, gentle friends, to cool ray thirst. 
And clear ray body from foul excrements! 

Mat. Here’s channel* water, as our 
charge is given; 

Sit down, for we’ll be barbers to your grace. 

Edw. Traitors, away! what, will you mur- 
der me, 

Or choke your sovereign with puddle- 
water? to 

Gur. No; but wash your face, and shave 
away your beard. 

Lest you be known and so be rescued. 

Mat. Why strive you thus? your labor is 
in vain! 

Edw. The wren may strive against the 
lion’s strength. 

But all in vain: so vainly do I strive 
To seek for mercy at a tyrant’s hand. 

They vxish him with 
pxMdle-water, and shave his beard away 
Immortal powers! that knows the painful 
cares 

That waits upon my poor distressed soul, 

' Aim at * Breath of life. * Rends. 

* Edward was forty-three, at this time. 

“ Gutter. 


0 level all your looks upon these daring 
men, 

That wrongs their liege and sovereign, Eng- 
land’s king! <0 

0 Gaveston, it is for thee that I am 
WTonged, 

For me. both thou and both the Spencers 
died! 

And for your sakes a thousand wongs I’ll 
take. 

The Spencers’ ghosts, wherever they remain, 

Wish well to mine; then tush, for them I’ll 
die. 

Mat. ’Twixt theirs and yours shall be no 
enmity. 

Come, come away; now put the torches out, 

We’ll enter in by darkness to Killingworth. 

Enter Kent 

Gur. How now, who comes there? 

Mat. Guard the king sure; it is the Earl 
of Kent. 60 

Edw. 0 gentle brother, help to rescue 
me! 

Mat. Keep them asunder; thrust in the 
king. 

Kent. Soldiers, let me but talk to him 
one word. 

Gut. Lay hands upon the earl for his 
assault. 

Kent. Lay down your weapons, traitors! 
yield the king! 

Mat. Edmund, yield thou thyself, or thou 
shalt die. 

Kent. Base villains, wherefore do you 
gripe me thus? 

Gur. Bind him and so convey him to the 
court. 

Kent. Where is the court but here? here 
is the king; 

And I will visit him; why stay you me? » 

Mat. The court is where Lord Mortimer 
remains; 

Thither shall your honor go; and so fare- 
well. 

Exeunt Matrevis and Gurney, vdth King 

Edward. Manent Kent and the Soldiers 

Kent. Oh, miserable is that commonweal. 

Where lords keep courts, and kings are 
locked in prison! 

Sol. Wherefore stay we? On, sirs, to the 
court ! 
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Kent. Ay, IpjicI me whither you will, even 
to my deatlj. 

Seeing that my brother cannot be released. 

Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE IV] 

[The Palace, London] 

Enter Mortimer alone 

Mor. The king must die, or Mortimer 
goes down ; 

The commons now begin to pity him: 
Yet lie that is the cause of Edw:ir<rs tieath. 
Is sure to pay for it when his son's of age; 
And therefore will I do it cunningly. 
This letter, written by a friend of ours, 
Contains his death, yet bids them save his 
life. 

“Edu'ardum occidcre nolite limerc, bonum 
cst. 

Fear not to kill the king, ’tis good ho die.” 
But read it thus, and that’s another sense: n> 
“Edwardum occidcre nolite, timere bonum 
cst. 

Kill not the king, ’tis good to fear the 
worst.” 

Unpointed as it is, thus shall it go, 

That, being dead,' if it chance to be found, 
Matrevis and the rest may bear the blame. 
And we bo quit that caused it to be done. 
Within this room is locked the messenger 
That shall convey it, and perform the rest: 
And by a secret token that he bears. 

Shall he be murdered when the deed is 
done. — so 

Lightborn, come forth I 

Enter Lightdorn 

Art thou so resolute as thou wast? 

Light. What else, my lord? and far more 
ro.sohite. 

Mor. And hast thou cast' how to accom- 
plish it? 

Light. Ay, ay, and none shall know which 
way he died. 

Mor. But at his looks, Lightborn, thou 
wilt relent. 

Light. Relent, ha I ha I I use much to re- 
lent. 

Mor. Well, do it bravely, and be secret. 

’ The king being dejuJ. * Arraiige«l. 


Light. You shall not need to give instruc- 
tions ; 

’Tis not the first time I have killed a man. so 
I learned in Naples how to poison flowers; 
To strangle with a lawn ' thrust down the 
throat; 

To pierce the windpipe with a needle’s 
point; 

Or whilst one is asleep, to take a quill 
And blow a little powder in his ears: 

Or open his mouth and pour quicksilver 
down. 

And yet I have a braver way than these. 

Mor. What’s that? 

Light. Nay, you shall pardon me; none 
shall know my tricks. 

Mor. I cure not how it is, so it be not 
spied. 40 

Deliver this to Gurney and Matrevis. 

[Gii’es letter] 

At every ten mile end thou hast a horse. 
Take this [Giecs money]: away! and never 
see me more. 

Light. No I 

Mot. No; unless thou bring me news of 
Edward’s death. 

Light. That will I quickly do. Farewell, 
my lord. 

Mor. The prince I rule, the queen do I 
command. 

And with a lowly conge to the ground, 
Tlie proudest lords salute me ns I pass; 

I seal, I cancel, I do what I will. to 

I’cared am I more than loved — let me be 
feared. 

And when I frown, make all the court look 
pale. 

I view the prince with Aristarchus’ eyes, 
Whose looks were as a breeching to a boy. 
They thrust upon mo the protectorship. 
And sue to me for that that I desire. 
While at the council-table, grave enough, 
And not unlike a bashful puritan. 

First I complain of imbecility,’ 

Saying it is onus quam graiyissimum » 
Till being internipted by my friends, 
Suscepi that provinciam* as they term it; 
And to conclude, I am Protector now. 

Now is all siire : the queen and Mortimer 
Shall rule the realm, the king; and none 
rules us. 

' Rag. 

= Pm-iiualnps-s to the task. 

* “A ver>- heavy burden.’* 

* *'1 have utulertakeii tliat ofBce.” 
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Mine enemies will I plague, my friends ad- 
vance; 

And what I list command who dare con- 
trol? 

Major sum quam cui possit jortuna nocere} 

And that this be the coronation day, 

It pleaseth me, and Isabel the queen. to 

The trumpets sound, I must go take my 
place. 

Enter the Young Kino, [Arch]bishop, 
Champion, Nobles, Queen 

Arch. Long live King Edward, by the 
grace of God, 

King of England and Lord of Ireland I 

Cham. If any Christian, Heathen, Turk, 
or Jew, 

Dare but aflBrm that Edward’s not true 
king, 

And will avouch his saying with the sword, 

I am the champion that will combat him. 

Mor. None comes, sound trumpets. 

Edu\ Third. Champion, here’s to thee. 

[C/tucs a pursed 

Isab. Lord Mortimer, now take him to 
your charge. 

Enter Soldiers, with the Earl of Kent 

prisoner 

Mor. What traitor have we there with 
blades and bills? so 

Sol. Edmund, the Earl of Kent. 

Edw. Third. What hath he done? 

Sol. A would have taken the king away 
perforce, 

As we were bringing him to Killingworth. 

Mor. Did you attempt his rescue, Ed- 
mund? speak. 

Kent. Mortimer, I did; he is our king, 

And thou compeli’st this prince to wear the 
crown. 

Afor. Strike off his head! He shall have 
martial law. 

Kent. Strike off my head! base traitor, 
I defy thee! 

Edw. Third. My lord, he is my uncle, and 
shall live. 

Mor. My lord, he is your enemy, and 
shall die. 

Kent. Stay, villains! 

* “I am too grreat for Portime to hurt me.” 

Ovid. Metamorphoses, vi. 195. 


Edw. Third. Sweet mother, if I cannot 
pardon him, 

Entreat my Lord Protector for his life. 

Isab. Son, be content; I dare not speak a 
word. 

Edw. Third. Nor I, and yet methinks I 
should command; 

But, seeing I cannot, I’ll entreat for him— 
My lord, if you will let my uncle live, 

I will requite it when I come to age. 

Mor. ’Tis for your highness’ good, and 
for the realm’s. — 

How often shall I bid you bear him hence? 

Kent. Art thou king? must I die at thy 
command? jui 

Mor. At our command. — Once more 
away with him. 

Kent. Let me but stay and speak; I will 
not go. 

Either my brother or his son is king. 

And none of both them ^ thirst for Ed- 
mund’s blood: 

And therefore, soldiers, whither will you 
hale me? 

They hale Kent away, and 
carry him to be beheaded 

Edw. Third. What safety may I look for 
at his hands. 

If that my uncle shall be murdered thus? 

Isab. Fear not, sweet boy, I’ll guard thee 
from thy foes; 

Had Edmund lived, he would have sought 
thy death • 110 

Come, son, we’ll ride a-hunting in the park. 

Edw. Third. And shall my uncle Edmund 
ride with us? 

Isab. He is a traitor; think not on him; 
come. Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE V] 

[Within Berkeley Castle] 

Enter Matr[evis] and Gurney 

Mat. Gurney, I wonder the king dies not, 
Being in a vault up to the knees in water. 
To which the channels* of the castle run. 
From whence a damp continually ariseth. 
That were enough to poison any man, 
Much more a king brought up so tenderly. 

Gur. And so do I, Matrevis: yesternight 
I opened but the door to throw him meat, 

^ Neither of them. * Drains. 
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And I was almost stifled with the savor. 

Mat. He Ijatli a borlv able to endure lo 

% 

More than we can inflict: and therefore 
now 

Let us assail his mind another while. 

Gur. Send for him out thence, and I will 
anger him. 

Mat. But stay, who’s this? 

Enlvr Lightborn 

Light. My Lord Protector greets you. 

[Gjrcs letter] 

Gur. What’s here? I know not how to 
construe it. 

Mat. Gumey, it was left unpointed for 
the nonce ; * 

“ Eduardum occidere nolile timcrc,” 

That’s his meaning, 

Light. Know ye this token? I must have 
the king. [Gtecs token] 

Mat. Ay, stay awhile, thou shalt have 
answer straight. so 

This villain’s .sent to make away the king. 

[A-fw/e] 

Gur. I thought as much. [/l.su/e] 

Mat. And when the murder’s done. 

Sec how he must be handled for lus labor. 
Pcrcat iste!^ Let him have the king. 

[Asic/cJ 

What else? Here is the key, this is the 
lock; ’ 

Do as you are commanded by my lord. 
Light. I know what I must do. Get you 
away. 

Yet be not far off, I .shall need your help; 
See that in the next room I have a fire, 

/\nd get me a spit, and let it bo red-hot. » 
Mat. Very well. 

Gur. Need you anything besides? 

Light. What else? A table and a feather- 
bed. 

Gur. That's all? 

Light. Ay, ay; so, when I call you, bring 
it in. 

Mat. Fear not you that. 

Gur. Here’s a light, to go into the dun- 
geon. 

fGtnr.^ a light, and 
then exit with M.atrevisI * 

Light. So, now 

' On piirpos<». 

Me imist die. 

* Q. TCiuU lahe, 

* .\ nirtain doulitlrss drawn, disclosing the king. 


Must I about this gear; ne’er was there any 
So finely handled as this king shall be. 

Foh, here’s a place indeed, with all my 
heart! «> 

Edw. Who’s there? what light is that? 
wherefore com’st thou? 

Light. To comfort you, and bring you 
joyful news. 

Edw. Small comfort finds poor Edward in 
thy looks. 

Villain, I know thou com’st to murder me. 

Light. To murder you, my most gracious 
lord ! 

Far is it from my heart to do you harm. 
The queen sent me to see how you were 
used, 

For she relents at this your misery: 

And what eyes can refrain from shedding 
tears, 

To sec a king in this most piteous state? w 

Edw. Weep’st thou already? list awhile 
to me. 

And then thy heart, were it as Gurney’s is, 
Or as Matrevis’, hewn from the Caucasus, 
Yet will it melt, ere I have done my tale. 
This dungeon where they keep me is the 
sink 

Wherein the filth of all the castle falls. 

Light. O villains! 

Edw. And there in mire and puddle have 
I stood 

This ten days’ space; and, lest that I should 
sleep, 

One plays continually upon a dnira, « 
They give me bread and water, being a 
king; 

So that, for want of sleep and sustenance, 
My mind's distempered, and my body’s 
numbed; 

And whether I have limbs or no I know not, 
0, would my blood dropped out from every 
vein, 

As doth this water from my tattered robes. 
Tell Isabel, the queen, I looked not thus, 
When for her sake I ran at tilt in France, 
And there unljorsed the Duke of Clcremont. 

Light. 0, speak no more, my lordl this 
breaks iny heart. » 

Lie on this bed, and rest yourself awhile. 

Edw. These looks of thine can harbor 
nought but death: 

I see my tragedy written in thy brows. 
Yet stay awhile; forbear thy bloody hand, 
And let mo see the stroke before it comes, 
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That even then when I shall lose my life, 

My mind may be more steadfast on my 
God. 

Light. What means your highness to mis- 
trust me thus? 

Edw. What mean’st thou to dissemble 
with me thus? 

Light. These hands were never stained 
with innocent blood, eo 

Nor shall they now be tainted with a 
king’s. 

Edw. Forgive my thought for having 
such a thought. 

One jewel have I left; receive thou this. 

[Giving jewels 

Still fear I, and I know not what’s the 
cause, 

But every joint shakes as I give it thee. 

0, if thou harborest murder in thy heart, 

Let this gift change thy mind, and save thy 
soul! 

Know that I am a king: 0, at that name 

I feel a hell of grief! where is my crown? 

Gone, gone! and do I still remain alive? » 

Light. You’re overwatched,* my lord; lie 
down and rest, 

Ed. But that grief keeps me waking, I 
should sleep; 

For not these ten days have these eyelids 
closed. 

Now as I speak they fall, and yet with fear 

Open again. 0, wherefore sitt’st thou here? 

Light. If you mistrust me, I’ll begone, 
ray lord. 

Edw. No, no, for if thou means’t to 
murder me. 

Thou wilt return again, and therefore stay. 

Light. He sleeps. 

Edw. [waking] 0 let me not die yet! 
0 stay a while! w 

Light. How now, my lord? 

Edw. Something stilP buzzeth in mine 
ears, 

And tells me if I sleep I never wake; 

This fear is that which makes me tremble 
thus. 

And therefore tell me, wherefore art thou 
come? 

Light. To rid thee of thy life. — Matrevis, 
come! 

' Worn out with waking. 

’ E\<?r. 


Enter Matrevis and Gurney 

Edw. 1 am too weak and feeble to re- 
sist— 

Assist me, sweet God, and receive my soul! 

Light. Run for the table. 

Edw. 0 spare me, or dispatch me in a 
trice. 110 

Light. So, lay the table down, and stamp 
on it, 

But not too hard, lest that you bruise his 
body. 

[Kino Edward is murdered] 

Mat. I fear me that this cry will raise 
the town. 

And therefore, let us take horse and away. 

Light. Tell me, sirs, was it not bravely 
done? 

Gur. Excellent well ; take this for thy re- 
ward. 

Then Gurney siabs Lichtborn 

Come, let us cast the body in the moat, 

And bear the king’s to Mortimer our lord: 

Away! Exeunt [with the bodies] 


[SCENE VI] 

[The Palace, London] 

Enter Mortimer and Matrevis 

Mor. Is’t done, Matrevis, and the mur- 
derer dead? 

Mat. Ay, my good lord; I would it were 
undone! 

Mor. Matrevis, if thou now growest peni- 
tent 

I’ll be thy ghostly father; therefore choose. 
Whether thou wilt be secret in this, 

Or else die by the hand of Mortimer. 

Mat. Gurney, my lord, is fled, and will, 
I fear, 

Betray us both, therefore let me fly. 

Mor. Fly to the savages! 

Mat. I humbly thank your honor. 

[Exit] 

Mor. As for myself, I stand as Jove’s 
huge tree,* w 

And others are but shrubs compared to me. 
All tremble at my name, and I fear none; 
Let’s see who dare impeach me for his 
death ! 

' The oak. 
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Enter the Queen 

Isab. Ah. Mortimer, the king my son 
hath news 

His father’s deacJ, and we have murdered 
him ! 

Mor. What if he have? the king is yet a 
child. 

Jsab. Ay, ay, but he tears his hair, and 
wrings his hands, 

And vows to be revenged upon us both. 

Into the council-chamber he is gone, 

To crave the aid and succor of his peers. » 

Ay me! see where he comes, and they with 
him ; 

Now, Mortimer, begins our tragedy. 

Enter the King with the Lords 

Lords. Fear not, my lord, know that you 
are a king. 

Edw. Third. Villain! 

Mor. How now, my lord! 

Edw. Third. Think not that I am friglited 
with thy words! 

My father’s murdered through thy treach- 
ery; 

And thou shalt die, and on his mournful 
hearse 

Thy hateful and accursed head shall lie. 

To witness to the world, that by thy means 

His kingly body was too soon interred, so 

hnb. Weep not, sweet son! 

Edw. Third. Forbid me not to weep; he 
was my father; 

And. had you loved him half so well as I, 

You could not bear his death thus patiently. 

But you, I fear, conspired with Mortimer. 

Lords. Why speak you not unto my lord 
the king? 

Mor. Because I think it scorn to be ac- 
cused. 

Who is the man dares say I murdered him? 

Edw. Third. Traitor! in me my loving 
father speaks, 

And plainly saith, ’twas thou that mur- 
der’dst him. 

Mot. But hath your grace no other proof 
than this? 

Edw. Third. Yes, if this be the hand of 
Mortimer. 

[5/ioiwnfir Iclicr} 

Mor. Fal.se Gurney hath betrayed me 
and himself. [Aside] 


Isab. I feared as much; murder cannot 
be hid. [Aside] 

Mor. It is my hand; what gather you by 
this? 

Edw. Third. That thither thou didst send 
a murderer. 

Mor. What murderer? Bring forth the 
man I sent. 

Edw. Third. Ah, Mortimer, thou knowest 
that he is slain; 

And so shalt thou be too. — Why stays he 
here? 

Bring him unto a hurdle,* drag him forth; ® 
Hang him, I saj\ and set his quarters up; 

But bring his head back presently * to me. 

Isab. For my sake, sweet son, pity Mor- \ 
timer. 

Mor. Madam, entreat not, I will rather 
die, 

Than sue for life unto a paltry boy. 

Edw. Third. Hence with the traitorl with 
the murderer! 

Mor. Base Fortune, now I see, that in 
thy wheel 

There is a point, to which when men aspire, 
They tumble headlong down: that point I 
touched. 

And, seeing there was no place to mount 
up higher, «» 

Why should I grieve at my declining fall?— 
Farewell, fair queen; weep not for Mor- 
timer, 

That scorns the world, and, ns a traveller, 

Goes to discover countries yet unknown. 

Edw. Third. What! suffer you the traitor 
to delay? 

[MonxiMER is taken aumi/] 

Isab. As thou rcceivedest thy life from 
me, 

Spill not the blood of gentle Mortimerl 

Edw. Third. This argues that you spilt 
my father's blood. 

Else would you not entreat for Mortimer. 

Isab. I spill his blood? no. w 

Edw. Third. Ay, madam, you; for so the 
rumor runs. 

Isab: That rumor is untnie; for loving 
thee, 

Is this report raised on poor Isabel. 

Edw. Third. I do not think her so un- 
natural. 

• A crate or l*oxing put about a criminal on bis 
ivuy to I'XcciiliuiL 

^ At once. 
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Lord. My lord, I fear me it will prove 
too true. 

Edw. Third. Mother, you are suspected 
for his death, 

And therefore we commit you to the Tower 

Till farther trial may be made thereof; 

If you be guilty, though I be your son. 

Think not to find me slack or pitiful. » 

hab. Nay, to my death, for too long have 
I lived, 

Whcnas ' my son thinks to abridge my days. 

Edw. Third. Away with her, her words 
enforce these tears, 

And I shall pity her if she speak again. 

Isab. Shall I not mourn for my beloved 
lord, 

And with the rest accompany him to his 
grave? 

Lord. Thus, madam, ’tis the king’s will 
you shall hence. 

Isab. He hath forgotten me; stay, I am 
his mother. 

Lords. That boots not; therefore, gentle 
madam, go. 


Isab. Then come, sweet death, and rid 
me of this grief. [Exit] w 

[Re-enter Lord, with the head of 

Mortimer] 

Lord. My lord, here is the head of Mor- 
timer. 

Edw. Third. Go fetch my father’s hearse, 
where it shall lie; 

And bring my funeral robes. 

Accursed head. 

Could I have ruled thee then, as I do now. 

Thou had’st not hatched this monstrous 
treachery I — 

Here comes the hearse; help me to mourn, 
my lords. 

[Enter Attendants with the hearse and 

funeral robes] 

Sweet father, here unto thy murdered ghost 

I offer up this wicked traitor’s head; 

And let these tears, distilling from mine 
eyes. 

Be witness of my grief and innocency. 

[Exeunt] 
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This popular play was printed in four quartos, 1600, 1603, 1622, and 1624, which 
differ little in text. The version which we have is clearly that which was dressed 
for court, doubtless not only by a new prologue and epilogue, but by the “additions” 
of the scenes in which Virtue and Vice appear. These, which, fine as they are, some- 
what mar the unity of the play, w'ere handsomely paid for by Henslowe, on his own 
statement, towards the end of 1599. The revised play was acted before the queen 
during the Christmas festivities of that year and registered for publication the fol- 
lowing February. As to the earlier version, Henslowe records the performance of 
The Whole History of Forlunatus by the Admiral’s men at the Rose in February, 
1596; and this ^vould seem to indicate a still earlier date for the original staging of 
the play: 1590 has been surmised. Dekkcr found his ultimate source for Old For- 
lunatus in the old German Volksbuck of the story, printed in 1509, but whether 
through some English intermediary, now lost, is not certain. Dekker was not un- 
acquainted with Dutch. The story is a universal one and of Eastern origin, and a 
dramatic version, which seems to have no touch with Dekker’s, had appeared in 
Germany by Hans Sachs in 1553. I have followed the text of the quarto of 1600. 

Thomas Dekker was born in London about 1572 and appears to have been of 
Dutch extraction. He is first heard of in Henslowe’s Diary as writing for the 
Admiral’s men in 1598, and may well have been at work for them three or four years 
earlier. Dekker was an exceedingly bu.^y collaborator up to 1602, writing for 
various companies and with several coadjutors. He took part in the “war of the 
theaters,” writing Satiromastix for the Chamberlain’s men and Paul’s boys in 1601. 
His after career is one of incessant writing for the stage and production of that species 
of ephemeral literature known as the pamphlet. An important later collaboration 
of Dekker w’as that with Middleton, in which he produced The Honest Whore, 
1605 and other plays. The Shoemakers* Holiday, 1599, is, with the play of the text, 
Dekker’s best effort. Other excellent works in which he shared are The Virgin 
Martyr with Massinger, The Sun’s Darling with Ford and The Witch of Edmonton 
with Ford and William Rowley. Dekker is lost sight of about 1632. 

Dekker’s plays have not been reprinted entire since the unsatisfactory Pearson 
Reprint, 4 vols., 1873. Several plays are reprinted by E. Rhys in the Mermaid Series, 
1887. 



[PERSONS IN THE PLAY 


Chorus 
Two Old Men 
Fortunatus, an Old Man 
Echo, a Voice 
Fortune, a Goddess 

A Shepherd, a Carter, a Tailor, a Monk; 
Four Kings 

Ampedo Qf Fortunatus 

ANDELOaAj 

Shadow, their Scrvaiil 

Vice J 
A Priest 

The Soldan of Babylon and his Nobles 
The Three Destinies 


A Company of Satyrs 
Orleans, o French Nobleman 
Galloway, a Scottish Noble 
A Boy 

The Prince of Cyprus 
Agripyne, a Princess, daughter of King 
AthelstaiiC 

CoRNWAixl^ iVobles 

Cih:stf.u j 

Longavillk. a French Noble 
Lincoln, an English Courtier 
Athei^tanb, King oj England 
Insultado, o Spanish Lord 
Attendants, Ladies 
Montrose, o Scottish courtier 


Scene: Cyprus, Babylon, England.] 


THE PROLOGUE AT COURT 

Enter Two Old Men 


1 Old. Are you then travelling to the temple of Eliza? 

2 Old. Even to her temple are my feeble limbs travelling. 
Some call her Pandora:^ some Gloriana, some Cynthia: some 
Delphoebe, some Astnea: all by several names to express several 
loves: yet all those names make but one celestial body, as all 
those loves meet to create but one soul. 

1 Old. I am one of her own country, and we adore her by the 
name of Eliza. 


2 Old. Blessed name, happy country: your Eliza makes your 
land Elysium: but what do you offer? ,o 

1 Old. That which all true subjects should: when I was young, 
an armed hand; now I am crooked, an upright heart: but what 
offer you? 

I Old. That which all strangers do: two eyes stnick blind with 
admiration: two lips proud to sound her glory: two hands held 
up full of prayers and praises: what not, that may express love? 
what not, that may make her beloved? 

1 Old. How long is’t since you last beheld her? 

2 Old. A just year: yet that year hath seemed to me but one 

day, because her glory hath been my hourly contemplation, » 
and yet that year hath seemed to me more than twice seven 
years, because so long I have been absent from her. Come there- 
fore, good father, let’s go faster, lest we come too late: for see, 
the tapers of the night are already lighted, and stand brightly 
burning in their starry candlesticks: see how gloriously the moon 
shines upon us. Both kneel 

1 Old. Peace, fool: tremble, and kneel: the moon, say’st thou? 
Our eyes are dazzled by Eliza’s beams. 

See (if at least thou dare see) where she sits: 

This is the great Pantheon of our goddess, u 

And all those faces which thine eyes thought stars, 

Are nymphs attending on her deity. 

Prithee begin, for I want power to speak. 

2 Old. No, no, speak thou, I want words to begin. Weepe 

1 Old. Alack, what shall I do? com'st thou with me. 

And weep’st now thou behold’st this majesty? 

2 Old. Great landlady of hearts,^ pardon me. 

Blame not mine eyes, good father; in these tears. 

My pure love shines, as thine doth in thy fears: 

I weep for joy to see so many heads 
Of prudent ladies, clothed in the livery 
Of silver-handed age, for serving you 
Whilst in your eyes youth’s glory doth renew: 
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' Lyly in The Woman tn the Moon. 

- A phrase already used by Greene, Tritameron, 
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I wGop for joy to see the sun look old, 

To see the moon mad at her often change, 

To see the stars only by night to shine, 

Whilst you are stilP bright, still one, still divine: 

I weep for joy to see the world decay, 

Yet see Eliza flourishing like May: 

O pardon me your pilgrim, I have measured » 

Many a mile to find you: and have brought 
Old Fortunatus and his family, 

With other Cypriots, my poor countrymen. 

To pay a whole year’s tribute: O vouchsafe, 

Dread Queen of Fairies, with your gracious eyes, 

T’accept theirs and our humble sacrifice. 

1 Old. Now I'll beg for thee too: and yet I need not: 

Her sacred hand hath evermore been known, 

As soon held out to strangers as her own. 

2 Old. Thou dost encourage me: I’ll fetch them in, « 

They have no princely gifts, we are all poor. 

Our offerings are true hearts, who can wish more? Exeunt 

THE PROLOGUE 

Of Love’s sweet war o\ir timorous Muse doth sing, 

And to the bosom of each gentle dear, 

Offers her artless tunes, borne on the wing 
Of sacred poesy. A benumbing fear, 

That your nice’ souls, cloyed with delicious sounds. 

Will loath her lowly notes, makes her pull in 
Her fainting pinions, and her spirit confounds. 

Before the weak voice of her song begin. 

Yet since within the circle of each eye, 

Being like so many stins in his ro\md sphere. 

No wrinkle yet is seen, she’ll dare to fly. 

Borne up with hopes, that as you oft do rear 
With your fair hands, those wlio would else sink dowTi, 

So some will deign to smile, where all might frown: 

And for’ this small circumference mu.st stand. 

For the imagined surface of much land. 

Of many kingdoms, and since many a mile 
Should here be measured out, our Muse entreats 
Your thoughts to help poor art, and to allow 
That I may serve as Chorus to her scenes; 

She begs your pardon, for she’ll send me* forth, 

Not when the laws of poesy do call. 

But as the story needs; your gracious eye 
Gives life to Fortunatus’ history. 

' Ever. 

^ Fast ill iouH. 

* Inasmuch as. 

♦ Lo., me, the prologue* 


to 


Exit 


THE COMEDY OF OLD FORTUNATUS 

Thomas Dekker 


[ACT I, SCENE [] 

[A Forest in Cyprus] 

Enter Fortunatus meanly attired; he taalks 
about, ere he speak, cracking nuts 

Fort. So, ho, ho, ho, ho. 

Echo [unthin] Ho, ho, ho, ho. 

Fort. There, boy. 

Echo. There, boy. 

Fort. An thou bee’st a good fellow, tell 
me how thou call’st this wood. 

Echo. This wood. 

Fort. Ay, this wood, and which is my 
best way out. 

Echo. Best way out. 

Fort. Ha, ha, ha, that’s true, my best 
way out is my best way out, but how lo 
that out will come in, by this maggot I 
know not. I see by this we are all worms’ 
meat. Well, I am very poor and very pa- 
tient; Patience is a virtue: would I were 
not virtuous, that’s to say, not poor, but 
full of vice, that’s to say, full of chinks.* 
Ha, ha, so I am, for I am so full of chinks, 
that a horse with one eye may look through 
and through me. I have sighed long, 
and that makes me windy; I have » 
fasted long, and that makes me chaste ; 
marry, I have prayed little, and that makes 
me* I still dance in this conjuring circle; 
I have wandered long, and that makes rne 
weary. But for my weariness, anon I’ll lie 
down, instead of fasting I’ll feed upon nuts, 
and instead of sighing will laugh and be 
lean, Sirrah Echo. 

Echo. Sirrah Echo. 

Fort. Here’s a nut. “ 

Echo. Here’s a nut. 

Fort. Crack it. 

Echo. Crack it. 

Fort. Hang thyself. 

Echo. Hang thyself. 

Fort. Th’art a knave, a knave. 

Echo. A knave, a knave. 

^ Money, lioles. * Supply that. 


Fort. Ha, ha, ha, hal 
Echo. Ha, ha, ha, hal 
Fort. Why so, two fools laugh at one « 
another, I at my tittle tattle gammer* 
Echo, and she at me. Shortly ther will 
creep out in print some filthy * book of the 
old hoary wandering knight, meaning me: 
would I were that book, for then I should 
be sure to creep out from hence. I should 
be a good soldier, for I traverse my ground 
rarely ; marry I see neither enemy nor 
friends, but popinjays,® and squirrels, and 
apes, and owls, and daws, and wagtails, » 
and the spite is that none of these grass- 
eaters can speak my language, but this fool 
that mocks me, and swears to have the last 
word, in spite of my teeth, ay, and she shall 
have it because she is a woman, which kind 
of cattle are indeed all echo, nothing but 
tongue, and are like the great bell of St. 
Michael’s in Cyprus, that keeps most rum- 
bling when men would most sleep. Echo, a 
pox on thee for mocking me. « 

Echo. A pox on thee for mocking me. 
Fort. Why so, snip snap, this war is at 
an end, but this wilderness is world without 
end. To see how travel can transform: 
my teeth are turned into nut-crackers, a 
thousand to one I break out shortly, for I 
am full of nothing but waxen kernels, my 
tongue speaks no language but an almond 
for [a] parrot, and crack me this nut.* If I 
hop three days more up and down this 
cage of cuckoos’ nests, I shall turn wild 
man sure, and be hired to throw squibs 
among the commonalty upon some terrible 
day. In the meantime, to tell truth, here 
will I lie. Farewell, fooll 
Echo. Farewell, fool. 

Fort. Are not these comfortable words to 
a wise man? All hail, signor tree, by your 
leave I’ll sleep under your leaves. I pray 
bow to me, and I’ll bend to you, for your 
back and my brows must, I doubt, have a 

^Gossip. * Wretched. •Parrots. 

* Popular titles of the moment. 
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game or two at noddy ere I wake again: 
down, great heart, down. Hey, ho, well, 
well. He lies doivn and sleeps 

Enter a Shephehd, a Carter, a Tailor,' and 
a Monk, all croiencd ; a Nymi’H with a 
globe, anotlur with Fortiwe’s wheel; 
then Forti xe. After her, jour Kings 
with broken crowns and scepters, 
chained in silrer gyres and led by her. 
The foremost come out singing. For- 
tune takes her chair, the Kings lyhig 
at Her feet, she treading on them as she 
goes up. 

The Song 


Fortune smiles, cry holiday. 

Dimples on her cheeks do dwell, 

Fortune frowns, cry welluday,* 

Her love is heaven, her hate is hell: 

Since heaven and hell obey her power. 
Tremble when her eyes do lower, » 

Since heaven and hell her power obey, 
When she smiles, cry holiday. 

Holiday with joy we cry 
And bend, and bend, and merrily 
Sing hymns to F'’ortunc’s deity, 

Sing hymns to Fortune’s deity. 

Let us sing, merrily, merrily, merrily. 
With our song let heaven resound. 
All. I Fortune’s hands our heads have 
crowned ; » 

[Let us sing merrily, merrily, merrily. 


1 King. AccursM Queen of Chance, what 
had we done. 

Who having sometimes like young Phaetons, 

Rid in the burnished chariot of the sun. 

And sometimes been thy minions, when thy 
fingers 

Weaved wanton love-nets in our curled 
hair,* 

And with SAveet juggling kisses warmed our 
cheeks : 

O how have we offended thy proud eyes. 

That thus we should be spurned and trod 
upon. 

Whilst those infected limbs of the sick 
world. 

Are fixed by thee for stars in that bright 
sphere, j»> 

Wherein our sun-like radiance did appear. 

' Qq. read a Onrth'ner, a Smith for Uicse two* 

* Alas. 

^ danditli'd fasliion. 


All the Kings. Accursed Queen of Chance, 
damned sorceress. 

Most powerful Queen of Chance, dread 
sovereigness. 

Fortune. No more: curse onl your cries 
to me are music. 

And fill the sjicred rondure ' of mine ears 
With tunes more sweet than moving of the 
spheres. 

Curse on; on our celestial brows do sit 
Unnumbered smiles, which then leaps from 
their throne. 

When they see peasants dance and mon- 
archs groan. 

Behold you not this globe, this golden bowl. 
This toy called world, at our imperial feet? 
This world is Fortune’s ball, wherewith she 
sports. 

Sometimes I strike it up into the air, 

And then create I emperors and kings; 
Sometimes I spurn it, at which spurn* 
crawls out 

That wild beast Multitude. Curse on, you 
fools, — 

’Tis I that tumble princes from their 
thrones, 

And gild false broivs with glittering diadems. 
’Tis I that tread on necks of conquerors, 
And when, like semi-gods, they have been 
drawn 

In ivory chariots to the capitol. 

Circled about with wonder of all eyes, 

The shouts of every tongue, love of all 
hearts. 

Being sAvollen with their OAvn greatness, I 
have pricked 

The bladder of their pride, and made them 

die, 

As water-bubbles, without memory. 

I thrust base cowards into Honor’s chair, 
Whilst the true-spirited soldier stands by 
Bare-headed, and all bare, whilst at his scars 
They scoff, that ne’er durst view the face of 
wars. 

I set an idiot’s cap* on Virtue’s head, 

Turn Learning out of doors, clothe Wit in 
rags, 

And paint ten thousand images of loam^ 
In gaudy silken colors. On the backs 
Of mules and asses I make asses ride, 

Only for sport, to see the apish world 

' Simiosity, * Tho coxcomb. 

^ Spuniiiig. * Brown clay. 
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Worship such beasts with sound' idolatry. 
This Fortune does, and when [all] this is 
done, 

She sits and smiles to hear some curse her 
name, 

And some with adoration crown her fame, iso 
Monk. True center of this wide circum- 
ference, 

Sacred commandress of the destinies, 

Our tongues shall only sound thy excellence. 
The Rest. Thy excellence our tongues 
shall only sound. 

2 King. Thou painted strumpet, that with 
honeyed smiles, 

Openest the gates of heaven and criest, 
“Come in”; 

Whose glories being seen, thou with one 
frown, 

In pride, lower than hell tumblest us down. 
All Kings. Ever, for ever, will we ban thy 
name. 

Fortune. How sweet your bowlings relish 
in mine ears! 

She comes down 
Stand by I now rise, — behold, here lies a 
wretch, 

To vex your souls, this beggar I’ll advance 
Beyond the sway of thought; take instru- 
ments, 

And let the raptures of choice harmony, 
Th[o]rough the hollow windings of his ear, 
Cany their sacred sounds, and wake each 
sense, 

To stand amazed at our bright eminence.* 

Music awhile and he waketh 
Fort. 0, how am I transported? Is this 
earth? 

Or blest Elysium? 

Fortune. Fortunatus, rise. 

Fort. Dread goddess, how should such a 
wretch as I 

Be known to such a glorious deity? 

0 pardon me: for to this place I come, 

Led by my fate, not folly; in this wood 
With weary sorrow have I wandered. 

And three times seen the sweating sun take 
rest. 

And three times frantic Cynthia naked ride 
About the rusty* highways of the skies 
Stuck full of burning stars, which lent her 
light 

To court her negro paramour grim Night, w 

* Profound. * Sublimity. * Russety. 


Fortune. This travel now expires: yet 
from this circle. 

Where I and these witli fairy troops abide. 
Thou canst not stir, unless I be thy guide. 

I the world’s empress am. Fortune my 
name, 

This hand hath written in thick leaves of 
steel 

An everlasting book of changeless fate. 
Showing who’s happy, who unfortunate. 

Fort. If eveiy' name, dread queen, be 
there writ down 

I am sure mine stands in characters of 
black; 

Though happiness herself lie in my name, loo 
I am Sorrow'’s heir, and eldest son to Shame. 

The Kings. No, we are sons to Shame, 
and Sorrow’s heirs. 

Fortune. Thou shalt be one of Fortune's 
minions: 

Behold these four chained like Tartarian 
slaves,' 

These I created emperors and kings. 

And these are now my basest underlings: 
This sometimes was a German emperor, 
Henry the Fifth,* who being first deposed. 
Was after thrust into a dungeon 
And thus in silver chains shall rot to death. 
This Frederick Barbarossa,® Emperor sot 
Of Almaine once: but by Pope Alexander 
Now spumed and trod on when he takes his 
horse, 

And in these fetters shall he die his slave. 
This wretch once wore the diadem of 
France, 

Lewis the meek,* but through his children’s 
pride, 

Thus have I caused him to be famished. 
Here stands the very soul of misery, 

Poor Bajazet,® old Turkish Emperor, 

And once the greatest monarch in the East; 
Fortune herself is sad to view thy fall, 

And grieves to see thee glad to lick up 
emmbs 

At the proud feet of that great Scythian 
swain. 

Fortune’s best minion, warlike Tambur- 
laine : 

Yet must thou in a cage of iron be drawn 

1 The giants who attempted the dethroning of 
Jupiter. 

* More likely Henry IV, dead in 1106. 

’ His grandson humiliated by Pope Alexander III. 

* Lewis I, .son of Charlemagne, 880. 

» Defeated by Tamburlaine (Timur) in 1402, and 
caged. 
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In triumpli at his heels, and there in grief 
Dash out thy brains. 

4 King. O miserable me! 

Forlunr. No tears can melt the heart of 
destiny : 

These liave I ruined anjl exalted those. ?-.'o 
These h;tn<ls ha\'c eoncjiiered Spain, these 
brows fill up 

The golden circle of ricli Portugal. — 

\*iriat ‘ a monarcli now, but born a sIh'j*- 
herd ; 

This Pritni.slaus,* a Hoheinian king. 

Last day a carter; this monk, (iregory," 
Now lifted to the Papal dignif\’; — 
Wretches,* wliy gnaw you not your ring('rs 
off. 

And tear your tongues out, seeing your- 
selves trofi down. 

And this Dutch botcluT* W('aring Munster's 
crown, 

John Leyden.* born in Holland poor and 
base, sw 

Now rich in empery anil Fortiine'.s grace? 

As the.se I liave a<lvane('d. so will I thee. 
Six gifts I .spend upon mortality, 

Wisdom, .strength, health, beauty, long life, 
and riches. 

Out of n>y bounty: one of these is thine, — 
Choo.se then which likes thee best. 

Fort. 0 most divine! 

Gi\’e me but letive to borrow wonder’s eye, 
To look amazed at thy l)right majestv! 
Wisdom, .strength, health, beauty, long life, 
and riclies. 

Forturu-. Before fiiy soul at tliLs deep lot- 
to rj' 

Draw forth her prize, ordained by destiny. 
Know that here's no recanting a (ir.st choice. 
Clioo.se then di.screelly for the laws of Fate, 
Being graven in .steel, must stand inviolate. 
Fort. Daughters of Jove and the unblem- 
ished Night, 

Most righteous Parcae,* guiilo my genius 
right I 

Wisdom, strength, health, beauty, long life, 
and riclies. 

Fortunp. Stay, Fortunatus, once more 
hear me .speak ; 


* An n>(‘rjan rtiicf of Il,(\ 

■ A Itolii’iiiiaii :irlvciihir<T. 
’(Jregory VII, Ilil.ii-bniiid, 
1080. 
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♦ to the Kiriics. 

•Tuilnr. 

« I..a<|f r (if ttie Anabaptists, .it Minister, d. l.aSO. 
' rtic Fat<'s. 
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If thou kiss Wisdom's check and make her 
thine. zco 

She'll breathe into thy lips divinity, 

.\n<l thou like Pherbus shalt speak oracle' 
Thy heaven-inspired soul, on Wisdom’s 
wings. 

Shall fly up to the Parliament of Jove, 
.\nd read tlie statutes of eternity, 

.\nd see what's past and learn what is to 
come. 

If thou lay claim to strength, armies shall 
rpiakc 

To .see thee frown: as kings at mine do lie, 
So shall thy feet trample on empcr>’.' 

Make heallli thine object, thou shalt be 
strong proof m 

'Gainst the deep searching darts of surfeit- 
ing, 

Re ever merr>’. ever revelling. 

Wish but for beauty, and within thine eyes 
Two naked Cupids amorously sliall swim. 
And im tliy clieeks I’ll mix such white and 
red, 

That Jove .sliall turn away young Gany- 
mede, 

And witli immortal arms .shall circle thee. 
.\re thy desires long life? — thy vital thread 
Shall bo stretclied out, thou .shall behold 
the change 

Of monarchie.s and .vee those children die *to 
\N hose great great grandsires now in cradles 
lie. 

If througli gohl’s sacred hunger thou dost 
pine, 

Iho.se gilded wantons whicli in swarms do 
run. 

To warm llu'ir ti'iidi'r’ bodii's in the sun, 
Shall staiul fur numlx'r of those golden 
pile.s, 

AViiieh in rich pride shall swell before thy 
feet ; 

As those are, so shall these be infinite. 
Awaken tlien thy soul's best faculties, 

And gladly kiss this bounteous hand of 
Fate, 

hii'li strives to bless tliy name of Fortu- 
niite. ’ MO 

7 Ac Kmgs. OKI man, take heed, her 
.smiles will munler thee. 

The Otlurit, OKI man. she’ll crown thcc 
with felicity. 

tort. 0, whither am I rapt beyond my- 
self? 

Mlraculurly. -Empire, * Q. .Wilder. 
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More violent conflicts fight in every 
thought, 

Than his whose fatal choice Troy’s downfall 
wrought.^ 

Shall I contract myself to wisdom’s love? 
Then I lose riches: and a wise man poor, 

Is like a sacred book that’s never read, — 
To himself he lives, and to all else seems 
dead. 

This age thinks better of a gilded fool, 

Than of a threadbare saint in wisdom’s 
school. 

I will be strong: then I refuse long life, 
And though mine arm should conquer 
twenty worlds, 

There’s a lean fellow beats all conquerors; 
The greatest strength expires with loss of 
breath ; 

The mightiest in one minute stoop to death. 
Then take long life, or health: should I do 
so 

I might grow ugly, and that tedious scroll 
Of months and years, much misery may 
enroll. 

Therefore I’ll beg for beauty; yet I will 
not, “o 

That fairest cheek hath oftentimes a soul 
Leprous as sin itself, than hell more foul. 
The wisdom of this world is idiotism,’ 
Strength a weak reed : health sickness’ 
enemy, 

And it at length will have the victory. 
Beauty is but a painting, and long life 
Is a long journey in December gone, 
Tedious and full of tribulation.® 

Therefore, dread sacred Empress, makes me 
rich, Kneel down 

My choice is store of gold; the rich are 
wise. 

He that upon his back rich garments wears, 
Is wise, though on his head grow Midas’ 
ears. 

Gold is the strength, the sinews of the 
world. 

The health, the soul, the beauty most 
divine, 

A mask of gold hides all deformities; 
Gold is heaven’s physic, life’s restorative, 
0 therefore make me rich : not as the 
wretch, 

That only serves lean banquets to his eye, 

* Paris and his “judgment'’ 

* Idiocy. , ^ , 

* Tediovs is disyllabic ; tribulation has five syl- 
lables. 


Has gold, yet stances, is famished .in his 
store : 

No, let me ever spend, be never poor. 3« 
Fort. Thy latest words confine ^ thy 
destiny, 

Thou shalt spend ever, and be never poor: 
For proof receive this purse: with it this 
virtue, 

Still® when thou thrusts thy hand into the 
same, 

Thou shalt draw forth ten pieces of bright 
gold. 

Current in any realm where then thou 
breathest ; 

If thou canst dribble out the sea by drops. 
Then shalt thou want: but that can ne’er 
be done. 

Nor this grow empty. 

Fort. Thanks, great deity. aso 

Fortune, ^he virtue ends when thou and 
thy sons end. 

This path leads thee to Cyprus, get thee 
hence; 

Farewell, vain covetous fool, thou wilt re- 
pent, 

That for the love of dross thou hast 
despised 

Wisdom’s divine embrace, she would have 
borne thee 

On the rich wings of immortality; 

But now go dwell with cares and quickly 
die. 

The Kings. We dwell with cares, yet can- 
not quickly die. 

Exeunt all singing, manet Fortunatus 
Fort. But now go dwell with cares and 
quickly die? How quickly? if I die to- mo 
morrow. I’ll be merry to-day: if next day, 
I’ll be merry to-morrow. Go dwell with 
cares? Where dwells Care? Hum ha, in 
what house dwells Care, that I may choose 
an honester neighbor? In princes’ courts? 
No. Among fair ladies? Neither: there’s 
no care dwells with them, but care how to 
be most gallant. Among gallants then? 
Fie, fie, no! Care is afraid sure of a gilt 
rapier, the scent of musk is her poison,® 3w 
tobacco chokes her, rich attire presseth her 
to death. Princes, fair ladies and gallants, 
have amongst you then, for this wet-eyed 
wench Care dwells with wretches: they are 
wretches that feel want, I shall feel none if 

> Determine. * Ever. * Q. reads prison. 
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I be never poor; therefore, Care, I cashier* 
you my company. I wonder what blind 
gossip this minx is that is so prodigal; she 
should be a good one by her open dealing: 
her name’s Fortune: it's no matter what aao 
she is, so she floes as she says. “Thou shalt 
spend ever, and be never poor.” Mass,* yet 
I feel nothing here to make mo rich; — 
here’s no sweet mu.sic with lier silver sound. 
Trj' deeper: ho God be here: ha, ha, one, 
two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, 
and ten, good, just ten. It’s gold sure, it’s 
eo heavy, try again, one, two. itc. Good 
again, just ten, and just ten. Ha, ha, ha, 
this is rare: a leather mint, admirable: a™ 
an Indian mine in a lamb’s skin, miracu- 
lous! I’ll fill three or four bags full for my 
sons, but keep this for myself. If that lean 
tawny face tobacconist Death, that turns 
all into smoke, must turn me so quickly into 
ashes, yet I will not inotim in ashes, but 
in nuisic, hey, old lad, be merry. Here’s 
riches, wisdom, strength, health, beauty, and 
long life — if I die not quickly. Sweet purse, 
I kiss thee; Fortune, I adore thee; Care, «« 
I despise thee; Death, I defy thee. 

Exit 

[SCENE II] 

[Outside the House of Fortunatus^ 

Enter Ampedo, Shadow after him, both sad: 

Andelocia after them 

Andel. ’Sheart,’ why how now: two 
knights of the post.* 

Shad. Ay, master, and wo are both for- 
sworn, as all such wooden knights be, for 
we both took an oath — marry it was not 
corporal, you may see by our cheeks— that 
we would not fast twenty-four hours to 
amend, and we have tasted no njcat since 
the clock told two dozen.® 

Andel. That lacks not much of twenty- i« 
four, but I wonder when that half-faced 
moon of thine will be at the full. 

Shad. The next quarter, not this, when 
the sign is in Taurus. 

Andel. Hoi that’s to say, when thou 
eat'st bull beef. But, Shadow, what day is 
to-duy? 

* Hanish. discharge. 

* By llie Mass. 

* (Jfxi's heurt. 

* Sharper.'!. 

* Tile ItJilian mode .stiJI of telling time. 



Shad. Fasting day. 

Andel. What day was yesterday? 

Shad. Fasting day too. » 

Andd. Will to-morrow be so too? 

Shad. Ay. and next day too. 

Andel. That will be rare, you slave: 

For a lean diet makes a fat wit. 

Shad. I had rather be a fool and wear a 
fat pair of cheeks. 

Andel. Now am I prouder of this pov- 
erty, which I know is mine own, than a 
waiting gentlewoman is of a frizzled groats- 
worth of hair, that never grew on her » 
head. Sirrah Shadow, now we can all three 
swt'ur like Puritans’ at one bare word: this 
want makes us like good bowlers, w • are 
able to nib* out and shift in every place. 

Shad. That’s not so, wc have shifted our- 
selves in no place this three months: marry, 
we rub out in every comer, but here fol- 
lows no amendment either of life or of 
liver>'. 

Andel. Why. brother Ampedo, art thou *> 
not yet tired with riding post?* Come, 
come, 'light from this loggerheaded jade, 
and walk afoot, and talk with your poor 
friends. 

Shad. Nay, by my troth, he is like me; 
if his belly be empty, his heart is full. 

Andel. The famine of gold gnaws his 
covetous stomach, more than the want of 
gootl victuals: thou hast looked verj’ devil- 
i.-^hly ever since the good angel* left w 
thee: come, come, leave these broad- 
brim® fashions; because the world frowns 
upon thee, wilt not thou smile upon us? 

Amp. Did but the bitterness of mine own 
fortunes 

Infect my taste, I could paint o’er my 
cheeks 

With ruddy-colored smiles: ’tis not the want 
Of costly diet or desire of gold 
Enforce this rupture in my wounded breast. 
O no. our father— if he live— <ioth lie 
Under the iron foot of misery, » 

,\nd, as a dove gripped in a falcon’s claw. 
There pantth for life being most assured 
of ileath. 

Brother, for him niy so\iI thus languisheth. 

^ Tlio Purit-in foreswore swcarltijr. 

* hull Iji'canse of the rub or unevcnne&d in the 
court, 

’ Ridinp fast nn<l also cheating. 

"The usual pun on the coin called 

^ Puritan. 
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Shad. Tis not for my old master that I 
languish. 

Amp. I am not enamored of this painted 
idol, 

This strumpet World; for her most beau- 
teous looks 

Are poisoned baits, hung upon golden 
hooks ; 

When fools do swim in wealth, her Cynthian 
beams 

Will wantonly dance on the silver streams; 
But when this squint-eyed age sees Virtue 
poor, w 

And by a little spark sits shivering. 
Begging at all, relieved at no man’s door, 
She smiles on her, as the sun shines on fire, 
To kill that little heat, and, with her frown. 
Is proud that she can tread poor Virtue 
down : 

Therefore her wrinkled brow makes not 
mine sour, 

Her gifts are toys, and I deride her power. 

Shad. Tis not the crab-tree faced World 
neither that makes mine sour. 

Andcl. Her gifts toys! Well, brother » 
Virtue, we have let slip the ripe pluck- 
ing of those toys so long, that we flourish 
like apple-trees in September, which, having 
the falling sickness,* bear neither fruit nor 
leaves. 

Shad. Nay, by my troth, master, none 
flourish in these withering times, but 
ancient-bearers* and trumpeters. 

Andel. Shadow, when thou provest a sub- 
stance, then the tree of virtue and hon- oo 
esty, and such fruit of heaven, shall flourish 
upon earth. 

Shad. True, or when the sun shines at 
midnight, or women fly — and yet they are 
light enough. 

Andel. Twas never merry world with us, 
since purses and bags were inv'ented, for 
now men set lime-twigs* to catch wealth: 
and gold, which riseth like the sun out of 
the East Indies, to shine upon every one, ia» 
is like a cony"* taken napping in a pursenet,* 
and suffers his glistening yellow-face deity 
to be lapped up in lambskins, as if the 
innocency of those leather prisons should 

* Anemia. 

* Eiisl^s. 

® method of trapping small birds. 

< Rabbit. 

® A net with a string to draw it close. 


dispense with the cheveril * consciences of 
the iron-hearted jailors. 

Shad. Snudges * may well be called 
jailors: for if a poor wretch steal but into 
a debt of ten pound, they lead him straight 
to execution. uo 

Andel. Doth it not vex thee, Shadow, to 
stalk up and down Cyprus, and to meet 
the outside of a man, lapped* all in damask, 
his head and beard as w'hite as milk, only 
with conjuring in the snowy circles of the 
field argent,* and his nose as red as scarlet, 
only with kissing the ruddy lips of angels, 
and such an image to wear on his thumb, 
three men’s livings in the shape of a seal 
ring, whilst my brother Virtue here, — 120 

Shad. And you his brother Vice! 

Andel. Most true, my little lean Iniquity 
— whilst we three, if we should starve, can- 
not borrow five shillings of him neither in 
word nor deed: does not this vex thee. 
Shadow? 

Shad. Not me; it vexes me no more to 
see such a picture, than to see an ass laden 
with riches, because I know when he can 
bear no longer, he must leave his burthen uo 
to some other beast. 

Andel. Art not thou mad, to see money 
on goldsmiths stalls, and none in our 
purses? 

Shad. It mads * not me, I thank the des- 
tinies. 

Andel. By my poverty, and that’s but a 
thread-bare oath, I am more than mad to 
see silks and velvets lie crowding together 
in mercers’ shops, as in prisons, only for i«> 
fear of the smell of wax — they cannot abide 
to see a man made out of wax,® for these 
satin commodities have such smooth con- 
sciences that they'll have no man give his 
word for them or stand bound for their 
coming forth, but vow to lie till they rot 
in those shop counters, except Monsieur 
Money bail them. Shadow, I am out of 
my little wits to see this. 

Shad. So is not Shadow: I am out of uo 
my wits, to see fat gluttons feed all day 
long, whilst I that am lean fast every day : 

I am out of my wits, to see our Famagosta 

' Kid skin used for gloves and easily stretched. 

* Misers. 

* Wrapped. 

‘Argent was in heraldry white; gold was red. 

® Angers. 

* I’ink of perfection. 
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fools turn half a shop of wares into a suit 
of gay apparel, only to make other idiots 
laugh, and wise men to cry, who’s the fool 
now? I am mad. to see soldiers beg. and 
cowards brave: ‘ I am mad, to see scholars 
in the broker’s shop, and dunces in the 
mercer’s: I am mad, to see men that i« 
have no more fashion in them than poor 
Shadow, yet must leap thrice a day into 
throe orders of fashions: I am mad, to see 
many things, but hom-mad,* that ray mouth 
feels nothing. 

Andel. Why now. Shadow, I see thou 
hast a substance: I am glad to sec thee thus 
mad. 

Amp. The sons of Fortunatus had not 
wont 

Thus to repine at others’ happiness: 

But fools have always this loose garment 
wore, 

Being poor themselves, they wish all others 
poor. 

Fie, brother Andelocia, hate this madness, 
Turn your eyes inward, and behold your 
soul, 

That wants more than your body ; burnish 
that 

With glittering virtue, and make idiots 
grieve 

To sec your beauteous mind in wisdom 
shine. 

As you at their rich poverty repine. 

Enter Fortunatus, gallant^ 

Andcl. Peace, good Virtue ; Shadow, here 
comes another shadow. 

Shad. It should be a chameleon: for he is 
all in colors. im 

Amp. 0, 'tis my father. With these tears 
of joy, 

My love and duty greet your fair return I 
A double gladness hath refreshed my soul ; 
One, that you live, and one, to see your fate 
Looks freshly howsoever poor in state. 
Andcl. My father Fortunatus, and thus 
brave? 

Shad. ’Tis no wonder to see a man brave, 
but a wonder how he comes brave. 
Fort. Dear Andelocia and son Ampedo, 
And my poor servant Shadow, plume your 
spirits 

' Woll 

* Oulniffooii.sly mad, 

^ Richly dressed. 


With light-winged mirth; for Fortunatus’ 
hand im> 

Can now pour golden showers into their 
laps 

That sometimes scorned him for his want of 
gold. 

Boys, I am rich, and you shall ne’er be 
poor; 

Wear gold, spend gold, we all in gold will 
feed. 

Now is your father Fortunate indeed. 

Andcl. Father, be not angry, if I set open 
the windows of my mind: I doubt for all 
your bragging, you’ll prove like most of our 
gallants in Famagosta, that have a rich 
outside and a beggarly inside, and like «o 
mules wear gay trappings, and good velvet 
foot-cloths ' on their backs, yet champ on 
the iron bit of penurj' — I mean, want coin. 
You gild our ears with a talk of gold, but 
I pray dazzle our eyes with the majesty of 
it. 

Fort. First will I wake your senses with 
the sound 

Of gold’s sweet music: tell me what you 
hear? 

Amp. Believe me, sir, I hear not any 
thing. 

Andel. Ha, ha, ha. ’Shcart, I thought n# 
as much; if I hear any jingling, but of the 
purse strings that go flip flap, flip flap, flip 
flap, would I were turned into a flip-flap,* 
and sold to the butchers! 

Fori. Shadow, I’ll try thine ears; hark, 
dost rattle? 

Shad. Yes, like three blue beans in a blue 
bladder, rattle bladder, rattle: your purse is 
like my belly, th' one's without money, th' 
other W'ithout meat. 

Fort. Bid your eyes blame the error of 
your ears; eo 

You misbelieving pagans, see, here’s gold — 
Ten golden pieces: take them, Ampedo. 
Hold, Andelocia, here are ten for thee. 

Amp. Shadow, there’s one for thee, pro- 
vide thee food. 

Fort. Stay, boy: hold. Shadow, here are 
ten for thee. 

Shad. Ten. master? then defiance to for- 
tune, and a fig for famine. 

Fort. Now tell me, wags, hath my purse 
gold or no? 

* TTonsingR for a horse. 

* A flap on the end of a slick for killing flies. 
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Andel. We the wags have gold, father; 
but I think there’s not one angel more wag- 
ging in this sacred temple. Why, this is 230 
rare: Shadow, five will serve thy turn, give 
me th’ other five. 

Shad. Nay, soft, master, liberality died 
long ago. I see some rich beggars are never 
well, but when they be craving: my ten 
ducats are like my ten fingers, they w'ill not 
jeopard^ a joint for you. I am yours, and 
these are mine; if I part from them, I shall 
never have part of them. 

Amp. Father, if heaven have blest you 
once again, 

Let not an open hand disperse that store, 
Which gone, life’s gone; for all tread down 
the poor. 

Fort. Peace, Ampedo, talk not of poverty. 
Disdain, my boys, to kiss the tawny cheeks 
Of lean Necessity: make not inquiry 
How I came rich ; I am rich, let that suffice. 
There are four leathern bags trussed full of 
gold: 

Those spent, I’ll fill you more. Go, lads, 
be gallant: 

Shine in the streets of Cyprus like two stars, 
And make them bow their knees that once 
did spurn you; 

For, to effect such wonders, gold can turn 
you. 

Brave it in Famagosta, or elsewhere; 

I’ll travel to the Turkish Emperor, 

And then I’ll revel it with Prester John,* 
Or banquet with great Cham * of Tartary, 
And try what frolic court the Soldan keeps. 
I’ll leave you presently.^ Tear off these 
rags; 

Glitter, my boys, like angels,® that the world 
May, whilst our life in pleasure’s circle 


roams. 

Wonder at Fortunatus and his sons. 

Andel. Come, Shadow, now we’ll feast it 
royally. 

Shad. Do, master, but take heed of beg- 
t/firv Exeunt 


[SCENE III] 


[A Wood in Cyprus] 

Music sounds. Enter Vice with a gilded 
jace, and horns on her heed; her gar- 

' Risk. . . 

»The supposed Christian king of a vast eastern 

empire. 

* Khan. * At once. • Gold pieces. 



ments long, painted before with silver 
half-moons, increasing by little and 
little till they come to the full; in the 
midst of them, in capital letters, this 
written, “Crescit Eundo”; her garment 
painted behind with fools’ faces and 
devils’ 'heads; and underneath it, in the 
7 nidst, this uritlen, ‘‘Ha, Ha, He." She, 
and others wearing gilded vizards and 
attired like devils, bring out a fair tree 
of gold with apples on it. After her 
comes Virtue, a coxcomb on her head, 
all in white before, and this written 
about the middle, "Sibi sapit’’*; her 
attire behind painted with crowns and 
laurel garlands, stuck full of stars held 
out by hands thrust out of bright clouds, 
and among them written, ‘‘Dominabitur 
astris.”* She ajid other nymphs, all in 
white with coxcombs on their heads, 
bring a tree with green and withered 
leaves mingled together, and little 
fruit on it; after her Fortune, one 
bearing her wheel, another her globe; 
and last, the Priest 

Fortune. You ministers of Virtue, Vice, 
and Fortune, 

Tear off this upper garment of the earth. 

And in her naked bosom stick these trees. 

Virtue. How many kingdoms have I 
measured. 

Only to find a climate, apt to cherish 

These withering branches? But no ground 
can prove 

So happy; ay me, none do Virtue love. 

I’ll try this soil; if here I likewise fade. 

To heaven I’ll fly, from whence I took my 
birth, 

And tell the gods, I am banished from the 
earth. 

Vice. Virtue, I am sworn thy foe: if there 
thou plant, 

Here, opposite to thine, my tree shall 
flourish, 

And as the running wood-bine spreads her 
arms, 

To choke thy withering boughs in their em- 
brace, 

ril drive thee from this world: were Virtue 
fled, 

Vice as an angel should be honored. 

» Know thyself. * Be ruled by the stars. 
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Fortune. Sen'ants of this bright devil and 
that poor saint, 

Apply your task whilst you are laboring: 
To make your pains seem short our priest 
shall sing. 

The song: whilst he 
sings, the rest set the trees into the earth 

Virtue’s branches wither, Virtue pines, » 
0 pity, pity, and alack the time, 

Vice doth flourish, Vice in glory shines, 
Her gilded boughs above the cedar climb. 
Vice hath golden cheeks, 0 pity, pity. 

She in every land doth monarchize. 
Virtue is exiled from every city. 

Virtue is a fool, Vice only wise. 

O pity, pity. Virtue weeping dies. 

Vice laughs to see her faint, — alack the 
time. 

This sinks; with painted wings the other 
flies: so 

Alack that best should fall, and bad 
should climb. 

O pity, pity, pity, mourn, not sing, 

Vice is a saint, Virtue an underling. 

Vice doth flourish, Vice in glory shines, 
Virtue’s branches wither. Virtue pines. 

Fortune. Flourish or wither. Fortune cares 
not which. 

In either’s fall or height our eminence 
Shines equal to the sun : the Queen of 
chance 

Both virtuous souls and vicious doth ad- 
vance 

These shadows of yourselves shall, like your- 
selves, 40 

Strive to make men enamored of their 
beauties; 

This grove shall be our temple, and hence- 
forth 

Be consecrated to our deities. 

Virtue. How few will come and kneel at 
Virtue’s shrine? 

Vice. This contents Virtue, that she is 
called divine. 

Fortune. Poor Virtue, Fortune grieves to 
see thy looks 

Want cunning to entice: why hang these 
leaves, 

As loose as autumn’s hair which every wind 
In mockery blows from his rotten brows? 
Why like a dnmkard art thou pointed at? w 


Why is this motley-scorn' set on thy head? 
Why stands thy court wide open, but none 
in it? 

Why are the crystal pavements of thy 
temple. 

Not worn, not trod upon? AH is for this, 
Because thy pride is to wear base attire. 
Because thine eyes flame not with amorous 
fire. 

Virtue. Virtue is fairest in a poor array. 

Fortune. Poor fool, 'tis not this badge of 
purity, 

Nor Sibi sapit, painted on thy breast, 
Allures mortality to seek thy love. « 
No: now the great wheel of thy globe hath 
run 

And met this first point of creation. 

On cnitches went this world but yesterday, 
Now it lies bod-rid, and is grown so old. 
That it’s grown young; for ’tis a child again, 
A childish soul it hath, ’tis a mere fool: 
And fools and children are well pleased 
with toys. 

So must this world, with shows it must be 
pleased. 

Then, Virtue, buy a golden face like Vice, 
And hang thy bosom full of silver moons, to 
T o tell the credulous world. As those in- 
crease. 

As the bright moon swells in her pearled 
sphere, 

So wealth and pleasures them to heaven 
shall rear. 

\irtue. Virtue abhors to wear a borrowed 
face. 

Vice. Why hast thou borrowed, then, 
that idiot’s hood? 

Virtue. Fools placed it on my head that 
know me not. 

And I am proud to wear the scorn of fools. 

Fortune. Mo\irn in that pride and die, all 
the world hates thee. 

Virtue. Not all. I’ll wander once more 
through the world: 

Wisdom I know hath with her blessfed 
wings 10 

Fled to some bosom : if I meet that breast. 
There I'll erect my temple, and there rest. 
Fortune nor Vice shall then e’er have the 
power 

By their loose eyes to entice my paramour. 
Then will I cast off this deformity, 

And shine in glory, and triumph to see 

* Cojcomb. 
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You conquered at my feet, that tread on 
me. 

Fortune. Virtue begins to quarrel: Vice, 
farewell. 

Vice. Stay, Fortune, whilst within this 
grove we dwell, 

If my angelical and saint-like form » 

Can win some amorous fool to wanton here, 
And taste the fruit of this alluring tree, 
Thus shall his saucy brows adorned be, 

To make us laugh. Makes horns 

Fortune. It will be rare: adieu. 

Virtue. Foul, hell-bred fiend, Virtue shall 
strive with you. 

If any be enamored of thine eyes. 

Their love must needs beget deformities. 
Men are transformed to beasts, feasting 
with sin; 

But if in spite of thee their souls I win, 

To taste this fruit, though thou disguise 
their head, 

Their shapes shall be re-metamorphosM. 
Vice. I dare thee do thy worst. 

Virtue. My best I'll try. 

Fori. Fortune shall judge who wins the 
sovereignty. Exeunt 

[ACT II] 

Enter Chorus 

Chorus. The world to the circumference 
of heaven 

Is as a staall point in geometry. 

Whose greatness is so little, that a less 
Cannot be made: into that narrow room. 
Your quick imaginations we must charm, 
To turn that world: and turned, again to 
part it 

Into large kingdoms, and within one 
moment 

To carry Fortunatus on the wings 
Of active thought, many a thousand miles. 
Suppose then, since you last beheld him 
here. 

That you have sailed with him upon the 
seas, 

And leapt with him upon the Asian shores, 
Been feasted with him in the Tartar s pal- 
ace. 

And all the courts of each barbarian king . 
From whence, being called by some unlucky 
star, — 

For happiness never continues long, — 


Help me to bring him back to Arragon, 
Where for his pride — riches make all men 
proud — 

On slight quarrel, by a covetous Earl 
Fortune’s dear minion is imprisoned, » 
There think you see him sit with folded 
arms. 

Tears dropping down his cheeks, his white 
hairs tom. 

His legs in rusty fetters, and his tongue 
Bitterly cursing that his squint-eyed soul 
Did not make choice of wisdom’s sacred 
lore.^ 

Fortune, to triumph in inconstancy. 

From prison bails him: liberty is wild. 

For being set free, he like a lusty eagle 
Cuts with his vent’rous feathers through the 
sky, 

And lights * not till he find the Turkish 
court. “ 

Thither transport your eyes, and there be- 
hold him, 

Reveling with the Emperor of the East, 
From whence, through fear, for safeguard 
of his life, 

Flying into the arms of ugly Night, 
Suppose you see him brought to Babylon; 
And that the sun clothed all in fire hath rid 
One quarter of his hot celestial way 
With the bright morning, and that in this 
instant. 

He and the Soldan meet, but what they say. 
Listen you — the talk of kings none dare 
bewray. «« 

Exit 

[SCENE I] 

[The Court at Babylon'l 

Enter the Soldan, his Noblemen, and 

Fortunatus 

Sold. Art thou that Fortunatus, whose 
great name, 

Being carried in the chariot of the winds. 
Hast filled the courts of all our Asian kings 
With love and envy, whose dear presence 
ties 

The eyes of admiration to thine eyes? 

Art thou that Jove that in a shower of gold 
Appeared’st before the Turkish Emperor? 

Fort. I am that Fortunatus, mighty 
Soldan. 

1 Q. love. * Alights. 
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Sold. Where is that purse which threw 
abroad such trca.sure? 

Fort. I gave it to the Turkish Soliman, lo 
A second I bestowed on Prester John,* 

A third the great Tartarian Cham received: 
For with these monarchs have I banqueted, 
And rid with them in triumph through their 
courts. 

In crystal chariots drawn by unicorns. 
England, France, Spain, and wealthy Belgia, 
And all the rest of Europe's blessed daugh- 
ters, 

Have made my covetous eye rich in th’ 
embrace 

Of their celestial beauties; now I come 
To see the glory of fair Babylon. » 

Is Fortunatus welcome to the Soldan? 

For I am like the sun, if Jove once chide, 
My gilded brows from amorous heaven I 
hide. 

Sold. Most welcome, and most happy arc 
mine arms 

In circling such an earthly deity; 

But w’ill not Fortunatus make me blessed 
By sight of such a purse? 

Fort. Ere I depart. 

The Soldan shall receive one at my hands: 
For I must spend some time in framing it, m 
A nd then some time to breathe that vir- 
tuous spirit 

Into the heart thereof, all which is done 
By a mo.st sacred inspiration. 

Sold. Welcome, most welcome to the Sol- 
dan’s court ; 

Stay here and be the King of Babylon: 
Stay here, and I will more amaze thine 
eyes 

With wondrous sights, than can all Asia. 
Behold yon tower, tljorc stands mine 
armory, 

In which arc corselets forged of beaten gold, 
To arm ten hundred thousand fighting men! 
Whose glittering squadrons when the sun 
beholds, 

They seem like to ten hundred thousand 
Joves, 

When Jove on the proud back of thunder 
rides, 

Trapped all in lightning flames: there can I 
.show thee 

The ball of gold that set all Troy on fire; * 

‘ Sec above, I, it, 254. 

* The apple of AW. 


There shalt thou see the scarf of Cupid’s 
mother, 

Snatched from the soft moist ivory of her 
arm, 

To wrap about Adonis’ wounded thigh; 
There shalt thou see a wheel of Titian’s 
car,’ 

Which dropped from heaven when Phaeton 
fired the world: u 

I’ll give thee, if thou wilt, two silver doves 
Composed by magic to divide’ the air, 
Who. as they fly, shall clap their silver 
wings, 

And give strange music to the elements; 

I'll give thee else the fan of Proserpine, 
Which in reward for a sweet Thracian song 
The black-browed empress threw to 
Orpheus, 

Being come to fetch Eurydice from hell. 

Fort. Hath ever mortal eye beheld these 
wonders? 

Sold. Thine shall behold them, and make 
choice of any, w 

So thou wilt give the Soldan such a purse. 

Fort. By Fortune’s blessed hand, who 
christened me. 

The mighty Soldan shall have such a purse, 
Provided I may see these priceless wonders. 

Sold. Leave us alone: never was mortal 

Exeunt Nobles 

Acquainted with the virtue of a jewel, 
Which now I'll show, out-valuing all the 
rest. 

Fort. It is impossible. 

Sold. Behold this casket, 

Draw a curtain 
Fettered in golden chains, the lock pure 
gold, TO 

The key of solid gold, which myself keep, 
And here’s the treasure that’s contained in it. 

Takes out the hat 

Fort. A coarse felt hat? is this the 
precious jewel? 

Sold. I’ll not exchange this for ten dia- 
dems. 

On pain of death, none listen to our talk. 

Fort. What needs this solemn conjura- 
tion ! 

Sold. O, yes, for none shall understand 
the worth 

Of this inestimable ornament, 

But you : and yet not you, but that you 
swear 

' Q. care. 
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By her white hand, that lent you such a 

name, “ 

To leave a wondrous purse in Babylon. 

Fort. What I have sworn, I will not vio- 
late, 

But now uncover the virtues of this hat. 
Sold. I think none listen; if they do, 
they die. 

Fort. None listen: tell, what needs this 
jealousy? ‘ 

Sold. You see ’tis poor in show: did I 
want jewels. 

Gold could beget them, but the wide world’s 
wealth 

Buys not this hat: this clapped upon my 
head, 

I, only with a wish, am through the air 
Transported in a moment over seas «• 
And over lands to any secret place; 

By this I steal to every prince’s court. 

And hear their private counsels and pre- 
vent * 

All dangers which to Babylon are meant; 

By help of this I oft see armies join, 
Though when the dreadful alvarado 
sounds, 

I am distant from the place a thousand 
leagues. 

0, had I such a purse and such a hat. 

The Soldan were, of all, most fortunate. 
Fort. 0, had I such a hat, then were I 
brave. 

Where’s he that made it? 

Sold. Dead, and the whole world 
Yields not a workman that can frame the 
like. 

Fort. No, does?*— By what trick shall I 
make this mine? Aside 

Methinks, methinks, when you are borne 
o’er seas, 

And over lands, the heaviness thereof 
Should weigh you down, drown you, or 
break your neck. 

Sold. No, ’tis more light than any hat be- 
side: 

Your hand shall peise* it. 

Fort. 0, ’tis wondrous heavy. 

Sold. Fie, y’are deceived: try it upon 

your head. 

' Suspicion. 

* Anticipate. 

> Call to battle. , . . • 

♦Fortunatus breaks off m what he is saying to 
think, in the aside, how to get the hat 
® Weigh, poise. 


Fort. Would I were now in Cyprus with 
my sons. Frit 

Sold. Stayl Fortunatus, stayl I am un- 
done. 

Treason, lords, treason, get me wings, I’ll fly 
After this damned traitor through the air. 

[Re-]entcr Nobles 

Nobles. Who wTongs the mighty King of 
Babylon? 

Sold. This Fortunatus, this fiend, wrongs 
your king. 

Nobles. Lock the court gates, where is the 
devil hid? 

Sold. No gates, no grates of iron imprison 
him, 

Like a magician breaks he through the 
clouds, 120 

Bearing my soul with him, for that jewel 
gone, 

I am dead, and all is dross in Babylon. 

Fly after him! — ’tis vain: on the wind’s 
wings. 

He’ll ride through all the courts of earthly 
kings. 

Nobles. What is the jewel that your grace 
hath lost? 

Sold. He dies that troubles me: call me 
not king; 

For I’ll consume ray life in sorrowing. 

[Exeunt] 

[SCENE II] 

[Outside the House oj Fortunatus] 
Enter Andelocta, very gallant^ and Shadow 

Andel. Shadow? what have I lost to-day 
at dice? 

Shad. More than you will wn again in 
a month. 

Andel. Why, sir, how much comes it to? 
Shad. It comes to nothing, sir, for you 
have lost your wits; and when a man’s wits 
are lost, the man is like twenty pounds’ 
worth of tobacco, which mounts into th’ 
air, and proves nothing but one thing. w 
Andel. And what thing is that, you ass? 
Shad. Marry, sir, that he is an ass that 
melts so much money in smoke. 

Andel. ’Twere a charitable deed to hang 
thee a smoking. 

1 Handsomely dressed. 
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Shad. I shoulcl never make good bacon, 

bfT;iu5e I am not fat. 

Andcl. I’ll be sworn tliy wit is lean. 

Shad. It’s happy I liave a lean wit: but, 

master, you have none; for wlien your » 

money tripped awa>'. tluat went after it, 

and ever since vou have been mad. Here 

% 

comes your brother. 

Enter Ampedo 

Borrow a dram of him, if liis be not mouldv: 

for men’s wits in these davs arc like the 

% 

cuckoo, bald once a year, and that makes 
motley so dear, and fools so good cheap.* 
Andcl. Brother, all hail. 

Shad. There’s a rattling salutation. 

Andcl. You must lend me some more m 
money. Nay, never look so strange, and 
you will come off, so; if you will bar me 
from square play, do. Come, come, when 
the old traveller rny father comes home, like 
a young ape, full of fantastic tricks, or a 
painted parrot stuck full of outlandish 
feathers, he’ll lead the world in a string, and 
then like a hot shot I’ll charge and dis- 
charge all. 

Shad. I would be loth, master, to see «o 
that day: for he leads the world in a string 
that goes to hanging. 

Andcl. Take heed I turn not that head 
into the world, and lead you so. 

Brother wilt be? Ha’ ye any ends of gold 
or silver? 

Amp. Thus wanton revelling breeds beg- 
gary. 

Brother, ’twcrc better that you still lived 
poor. 

Want would make wisdom rich: but when 
your colTers 

Swell to the brim, then riot sets up sails, w 
And like a desperate unskilled mariner 
Drives your unsteady fortunes on the point 
Of wreck inevitable. Of all the wealth 
Loft by our father, when he loft us last, 
This little is unspent, and this being wasted, 
Your riot ends; therefore consume it all. 

I’ll live, or dying, fiml some burial. 

Andcl. Thanks for my crowns.* Shadow. 

I am villainous hungry, to hear one of the 
seven wise masters talk thus emptily. «o 
Shad. I am a villain, master, if I am not 
hungry. 

* Vrry < heap. 

' Q. nssijjris those wonis to Ampc^Io. 


Andcl. Because I’ll save this gold, sirrah 
Shadow, we 'll feed ourselves with paradoxes. 

Shad. O rare: what meat's that? 

Andcl. Meat, you gull; ’tis no meat: a 
dish of paradoxes is a feast of strange opin- 
ion. 'tis an ordinary* that our greatest gal- 
lants haunt nowadays, because they would 
be held for statesmen. ■» 

Shad. I shall never fill my belly with 
opinions. 

Andcl. In despite of sway-bellies,* glut- 
tons, and sweet-mouthed epicures. I'll have 
thee maintain a paradox in commendations 
of hunger. 

Shad. I shall never have the stomach* to 
do’t. 

Andcl. See’st thou this crusado? * do it, 
and turn this into a feast. n 

Shad. Covetousness and lechery are two 
devils, they’ll tempt a man to wade through 
deep matters: I’ll do’t though good cheer 
conspire my death, for speaking treason 
against l>er. 

Andcl. Fall to it then with a full mouth. 

Shad. 0 famine, inspire me with thy 
miserable reasons. I begin, master. 

Amp. 0 miserable invocation. 

Andcl. Silence! » 

Shad. There’s no man but loves one of 
these three beasts, a horse, a hound, or a 
whore; the horse by his goodwill has 
his head ever in the manger; the whore with 
your ill will has her hand ever in your 
purse; and a hungry dog eats dirty pud- 
dings. 

Andcl. This is profound; forward: the 
conclusion of this now. 

Shad. The conclusion is plain: for w 
since all men love one of these three mon- 
sters, being such terrible caters, therefore 
all men love hunger. 

Amp. A ver>’ lean argument. 

Shati. I can make it no fatter. 

Andcl. Proceed, good Shadow; this fats 
me. 

Shad. Hunger is made of gunpowder. 

Andcl. Give fire to tluit opinion. 

Shad. Stand by, lest it blow you up. 
Hunger is nuule of g\mpowder, or gim- 
pow<ier of hunger, for tliey both eat through 

* Katintr houso. 

* IN>thollios. 

^ Phiyin^f iiptin tlu' two nppottto and 

* A Piirfuffucsc ctMn worth ftlxnit 2s. 6d. 
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stone walls; hunger is a grindstone, it 
sharpens wit; hunger is fuller of love than 
Cupid, for it- makes a man eat himself; 
hunger was the first that ever opened a 
cook-shop; cooks the first that ever made 
sauce, sauce being liquorish, licks up good 
meat; good meat preserves life: hunger 

therefore preserves life. 

Amp. By my consent thou shouldst still 

live by hunger. 

Shadow. Not so, hunger makes no man 
mortal: hunger is an excellent physician, 
for he dares kill any body. Hunger is one 
of the seven liberal sciences. 

Andel. 0 learned! Which of the seven? 
Shad. Music, for she’ll make a man leap 
at a crust; but as few care for her six sis- 
tei"S, so none love to dance after her pipe, im 
H unger, master, is hungry and covetous; 

therefore the crusado. 

Andcl. But hast thou no sharper reasons i 

than this? 

Shad. Yes, one : the dagger in Cypnis had 
never stabbed out such six penny pies, but 
for hunger. 

Andel. Why, you dolt, these pies* are 

but in their minority. 

Shad. My belly and my purse have iw 
been twenty times at dagger's drawing, with 
parting the little urchins. 

’Enter Fortunatus 

Amp. Peace, idiot, peace, my father is re- 
turned. 

Fort. Touch me not, boys, I am nothing 
but air; let none speak to me, till you 

have marked me well. 

Shad. (Chalking Fortunatus’ back) Now 

speak your mind. 

Amp. Villain, why hast thou chalked 
my father’s back? 

Shad. Only to mark him, and to try what 

color air is of. .11 

Fort. Regard him not, Ampedo: Andel- 

ocia, Shadow, view me, am I as you are, or 

am I transformed? 

Andel. I thought travel would turn my 

father madman or fool. 

Amp. How should you be transformed.' 

I see no change. . 

Shad. If your wits be not planet stneken, 

if your brains lie in their right place, you 

' Q. reads pipes. 


are well enough; for your body is little 
mended by your fetching * vagaries. 

Andel. Methinks, father, you look as you 
did, only your face is more withered. 

Fort. That’s not my fault; age is like 

love, it cannot be hid. 

Shad. Or like gunpowder a-fire, or like a 
fool, or like a young novice new come to jto 
his lands: for all these will show of what 
house they come. Now, sir, you may 
amplify. 

Fort. Shadow, turn thy tongue to a 
shadow, be silent! Boys, be proud, your 
father hath the whole world in this compass, 

I am all felicity, up to the brims. In a 
minute am I come from Babylon, I have 
been this half-hour in Famagosta. 

Andel. How? in a minute, father? Ha, 
ha, I see travellers must lie. 

Shad. Tis their destiny: the Fates do 

so conspire. 

Fort. I have cut through the air like a 
falcon ; I would have it seem strange to you. 
Shad. So it does, sir. 

Fort. But ’tis true. I would not have you 
believe it neither. 

Shad. No more we do not, sir. 

Fort. But ’tis miraculous and true. im 
D esire to see you, brought me to Cyprus. 
I’ll leave you more gold, and go visit more 

countries. 

Shad. Leave us gold enough, and well 
make all countries come visit us. 

Amp. The frosty hand of age now nips 

your blood, 

And strews her sno^vy flowers upon your 
head. 

And gives you warning that within few 
years. 

Death needs must marry you: those short- 
lived* minutes. 

That dribble out your life, must needs be 
spent 

In peace, not travel: rest in Cyprus then. 
Could you survey ten worlds, yet you must 
die ; 

And bitter is the sweet that’s reaped there- 
by. 

Andel. Faith, father, what pleasure have 
you met by walking your stations?* 

Fort. What pleasure, boy? I have rev- 
elled with kings, danced with queens, dal- 
lied with ladies, worn strange attires, seen 

> Wandering. * Q. lines. * Journeying about 
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fantasticos,* conversed with humorists,’ been 
ravished with divine raptures of Doric, 210 
Lydian and Phr\-Kian harmonies’ I have 
spent, the day in triumphs, and the night 
in banqueting. 

Andcl. O rare: this was heavenly. 

Shad. Methinks ’twas horrible. 

Andcl. He that would not be an Arabian 
pheenix* to burn in these sweet fires, let 
him live like an owl for the world to won- 
der at. 

Amp. Why, brother, are not all these 
vanities? 

Fori. Vanities? Ampedo, thy soul is 
made of lead, too dull, too pomlcrous to 
mount up to the incomprehensible glorj' 
that travel lifts men to. 

Shad. My old master's soul is cork and 
feathers, and being so light doth easily 
mount up. 

Andcl. Sweeten mine cars, good father, 
with some more. &.> 

Fort. When in the warmth of mine own 
country’s arms 

Wo yawned like sluggards, when this small 
horizon 

Imprisoned up my body, then mine eyes 
Worshipped these clouds as brightest; but, 
my boys, 

The glistVing beams which do abroad appear 
In other heavens, — fire is not half so clear. 
Shad. Why, sir, are there other heavens 
in other cotintries? 

Andcl. Peace; interrupt him not upon thy 
life. 

Fort. For still in all the regions I have 
seen, 

I scorned to crowd among tlic muddy “ 
throng 2,0 

Of the rank multitude, whose thickened 
breath. 

Like to conden.sed fogs, do choke tliat 
beauty, 

Which else would dwell in every kingdom’.s 
cheek. 

No, I still boldly stept into their courts. 

For there to live 'tis rare, O 'tis divine; 
There shall you see faces angelical. 

There shall you see troops of chaste god- 
desses, 

’ natKJic*s. MVits. 

* 'Hu* Tariuus scales on which CJreek nmsic was* 
written. 

* It live«l uiip.nnillehHl .'iOO yours aiul dyitifc out of 

its uslics cuiiie tin* new |Bhocnix. ^(’oiumoii. 


Whose star-like eyes have power, might 
they still shine, 

To make night day, and day more crystal- 
line. 

Near these you shall behold great heroes,’ sm 
W hite-headed counsellors and jovial spirits, 
Standing like lierj’ cherubims to guard 
The monarcli, who in god-like glory sits 
In midst of these, as if this deity 
Had with a look created a new world, 

The standers-by being the fair workman- 
ship. 

Andcl. O, how my soul is rapt to a tliird 
heaven. 

I'll travel sure, and live W’ith none but 
kings. 

Shad. Then Shadow must die among 
knaves; anti yet why so? In a bunch of a» 
cards, knaves wait upon tlie kings. 

Aridcl. When I turn king, then shall 
tliou wait on me. 

Shad. Well, there’s nothing impossible: 
a dog has his day, and so have you. 

Amp. Hut t<‘ll me, father, have you in all 
courts 

Bolield such glorj’, so majcstical 
In all perfection, no way blemished? 

Fort. In some courts shall you see ambi- 
tion 

Sit piecing Dedalus’ old waxen wings, m 
But being clappeil on, and they about to 
fly, 

Even when tlioir hopes are busied in the 
clouds, 

They melt against the sun of majesty, 

And down tl>ey tumble to destruction: 

For since tl»e heaven’s strong arms teach 
kings to stand. 

Angels are placed about their glorious 
throne. 

To guard it from the strokes of trait’rous 
liands. 

By travel, boys, I have seen all these things. 
Fantastic compliment stalks up and down. 
Tricked in outlandish feathers, all his words, 
His looks, his oaths, arc all ridiculous, m 
All aj'ish, childish, and Italianate.* 

Enter FonTrxE fm the background]: after 

her [The] TiiimE Destinies,’ working 

Shad. I know a medicine* for that mal- 
adj". 

* TrIsylliUite. » Fates, 

’ .^ffi-c'teil. • Di&syllobie. 
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Fort. By travel, boys, I have seen all 
these things. 

Andel. And these are sights for none but 
gods and kings. 

Shad. Yes, and for Christian creatures, if 
they be not blind. 

Fort. In these two hands do I grip all the 
world. 

This leather purse, and this bald woollen 
hat 

Make me a monarch. Here’s my cro\vn and 
scepter! 

In progress will I now go through the world. 
I’ll crack your shoulders, boys, with bags of 
gold 

Ere I depart; on Fortune’s wings I ride, 
And now sit in the height of human pride. 

Fortune. [Coming jorward} Now! fool, 
thou best; where thy proud feet do 
tread, 

These shall throw down thy cold and 
breathless head. 

Fort. 0 sacred deity, what sin is done, 
That Death’s iron fist should wrestle with 
thy son? All kneel 

Fortune. Thou art no son of Fortune, but 
her slave: 

Thy cedar hath aspired ‘ to his * full height. 
Thy sun-like glory hath advanced herself *» 
Into the top of pride’s meridian, 

And down amain it comes. From beggary 
I plumed thee like an ostrich, like that 
ostrich 

Thou hast eaten metals, and abused my 
gifts, _ 

Hast played the ruffian, wasted that m riots 
Which as a blessing I bestowed on thee. 

Fort. Forgive me, I will be more provi- 
dent. 

Fortune. No, endless follies follow endless 
wealth. 

Thou hadst thy fancy, I must have thy fate, 
Which is, to die when th’art most fortu- 
nate. 

This inky thread, thy ugly sins have spun, 
Black life, black death; faster! that it were 
done. 

Forf. 0, let me live, but till I can redeem. 

Fortune. The Destinies deny thee longer 
life. 

Fort. I am but now lifted to happiness. 

Fortune. And now take I most pride to 
cast thee down. 

* Grown. 


Hadst thou chosen wisdom, this black had 
been white, 

And Death’s stern brow could not thy soul 
affright. 

Fort. Take this again! [Offering the 
purse] Give wisdom to my sons. 
Fortune. No, fool, ’tis now too late: as 
death strikes thee, aso 

So shall their ends sudden and WTetched be. 
Jove’s daughters — righteous Destinies — make 
haste ! 

His life hath wasteful been, and let it waste. 
Exeunt [Fortune ajid The Three Destinies] 
Andel. Why the pox dost tJiou sweat so? 
Shad. For anger to see any of God’s 
creatures have such filthy* faces as these 
sempsters* had that went hence. 

Andel. Sempsters? why, you ass, they are 
Destinies. 

Shad. Indeed, if it be one’s destiny to 3 m 
have a filthy* face, I know no remedy but 
to go masked and cry “Woe worth the 
Fates.” 

Arnp. Why droops my father? these are 
only shadows. 

Raised by the malice of some enemy. 

To fright your life, o’er which they have no 
power. 

Shad. Shadows? I defy their kindred.'* 
Fort. 0 Ampedo, I faint ; help me, my sons. 
Andel. Shadow, I pray thee run and 
call more help. 

Shad. If that desperate Don Dego Death 
hath ta’en up the cudgels once, here’s never 
a fencer in Cyprus dare take my old mas- 
ter’s part. 

Andel. Run, villain, call more help. 
Shad. Bid him thank the Destinies for 
this. Exit 

Fort. Let me ® shrink down, and die be- 
tween your arms. 

Help comes in vain. No hand can conquer 
fate, »o 

This instant is the last of my life’s date. 
This goddess, if at least she be a goddess. 
Names herself Fortune: wand’ring in a 
wood. 

Half famished, her I met. I have, quoth 
she, 

Six gifts to spend upon mortality, 

* Ugly. 

* Seamstresses, 
a Ugly 

♦Possibly: Shadows, I defy; they’ra kindred. 

® Q. him. 
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Wisdom, strength, health, beauty, long life 
and riches. 

Out of my bounty one of these is thine. 
Amp. What benefit did from your choice 
arise? 

Fori. Listen, ray sonsl in this small com- 
pass lies 

Infinite treasure: this she gave to me, mo 
A nd gave to this,* this virtue, Take, quoth 
she, 

So often as from hence thou draw’st thy 
han<l. 

Ten golden pieces of that kingdom's coin, 
Where'er thou liv’st; which plenteous sure 
shall last. 

After thy death, till thy son.s’ lives do waste. 
Andrl. Father, your choice was rare, the 
gift divine. 

Fort. If had been so, if wisdom ’ had 
been mine. 

Amp. But hath this golden virtue never 
failed? 

Fort. Never. 

Atidel. 0 admirable: here’s a fire aTo 
Hath power to thaw’ the very heart of 
death. 

And give stones life; by this most sacred 
breath,* 

Sec brother, here’s all India in my hand. 
Fort. Inherit you, my sons, that golden 
land. 

This hat I brought away from Babylon, 

I robbed the Soldan of it, ’tis a prize, 
Worth, twenty empires* in this jewel lies. 

Andel. How, father? jewel? call you this 
a jewel? it's coar.«^e wool, a bald fashion, 
and greasy to the brim; I have bought a 
better felt for a French crown forty times: 
of what virtuous block* is this hat. I pray? 
Fort. See it upon thy head, and with a 
wish. 

Thou in the moment, on the wind’s swift 
wings, 

Shalt be transported into any place. 

Andcl. A wislnng hat, and a goklen mine? 
Fort. 0 Andelocia. Ampedo! now Death 
Sound.s his third summons. I must hcncol 
These jewels 

To both I do bequeath; divide them not. 
But use them equally: never bewray 3 » 

* In a«l«lition to this. 

* Q. rirA/'.«. 

* Q. misprints death. 

* Tlie worlli of twenty empires, 

® Vuluohle shape. 


What virtues are in them ; for if you do. 
Much shame, much grief, much danger fol- 
lows you. 

Peruse this book; farewell! behold in me 
The rotten strength of proud mortality. 

Diei 

Atnp. His soul is wandering to the 
Elysian shades. 

Andid. Tlio flower that’s fresh at noon, at 
sunset fades. 

Brother, clo.se you down his eyes, because 
you were his eldest ; and with them close up 
your tears, whilst I, as all younger brothers 
do, shift for myself: let us mourn, be- «o 
cause he’s dead, but mourn the less, because 
he cannot revive. The honor we can do him, 
is to bury him royally; let’s about it then, 
for I’ll not melt myself to death with scald- 
ing .sighs, nor drop my soul out at mine 
eyes, were my father an emperor. 

Amp. Hence, hence, thou stop’st the tide 
of my tnie tears. 

True grief is dumb, though it hath open 
ears. 

AruUd. Yet God send my grief a tongue, 
that I may ha\e good utterance for it: «io 
.sob on, brother mine, whilst you sigh there. 
I'll sit and read what story my father has 
written hero. 

They both fall asleep. Fortune and a 
company of Satyrs enter with music, and, 
playing about Fortunatus’ body, take him 
away. They gone. Shadow etiters running 

Shad. I can get none, I can find none; 
where arc you. master? Have I ta’cn you 
napping? and you too? I see sorrow’s eye- 
lids are made of n dormouse skin, they 
seldom open, or of a miser’s purse, that’s 
always shut. So ho, master.* 

Andel. Shadow, why how now? what’s **> 
the matter? 

Shad. I can get none, sir, ’tis impossible. 

Amp. What is impossible? what canst 
not get? 

Shad. No help for my old master. 

Andcl. Hast tlioxi been all this while call- 
ing for help? 

Shad. Yes, sir: he scorned all Famagosta 
when he was in his liufiing,* and now he 
lies pufEng for wind, they say they scorn *» 
him. 


’ The cr3’ of the hunter 
» SwiigRcring prosperity. 
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Amp. The poison of their scorn infects 
not him; 

He wants no help. See where he breathless 
lies: 

Brother, to what place have you borne his 
body ? 

Andel. I bear it? I touched it not. 

Amp. Nor I: a leaden slumber pressed 
mine eyes. 

Shad. Whether it were lead or latten' 
that hasped down those winking casements, 
I know not, but I found you both snorting. 

Amp. And in that sleep, methought, I 
heard the tunes 

Of sullen passions apt for funerals, 

And saw my father’s lifeless body borne 
By Satyrs; 0 I fear that deity 
Hath stolen him hence! — that snudge,^ his 
destiny. 

Andel. I fear he’s risen again; didst not 
thou meet him? 

Shad. I, sir? do you think this white and 
red durst have kissed ray sweet cheeks, if 
if they had seen a ghost? But, master, if 
the Destinies, or Fortune, or the Fates, ««» 
or the Fairies have stolen him, never indict 
them for the felony: for by this means the 
charges of a tomb is saved, and you being 
his heirs, may do as many rich executors 
do, put that money in your purses, and 
give out he died a beggar. 

Andel. Away, you rogue, my father die a 
beggar! 

I’ll build a tomb for him of massy gold. 

Shad. Methinks, master, it were better 
to let the memory of him shine in his *«<> 
own virtues, if he had any, than in ala- 
baster.* 

Andel. I shall mangle that alabaster face, 
you whoreson virtuous vice. 

Shad. He has a marble heart, that can 
mangle a face of alabaster. 

Andel. Brother, come, come, mourn not; 
our father- is but stepped to agree with 
Charon for his boat hire to Elysium. See, 
here’s a story of all his travels; this book 470 
shall come out with a new addition: I’ll 
tread after my father’s steps; I’ll go meas- 
ure the world, therefore let’s share these 
jewels, take this, or this! 

Amp. Will you then violate our father’s 
will? 

' A base metal. * 

* Material used for the images on tombs. 


Andel. A Puritan! — keep a dead man’s 
will? Indeed in the old time, when men 
were buried in soft churchyards, that their 
ghosts might rise, it was good; but, 4t«> 
brother, now they are imprisoned in strong 
brick and marble, they are fast. Fear not: 
away, away, these are fooleries, gulleries, 
trumperies: here’s this or this, or I am 
gone with both! 

Amp. Do as you please, the sin shall not 
be mine. 

Fools call those things profane that are 
divine. 

Andel. Are you content to wear the 
jewels by turns? I’ll have the purse for a 
year, you the hat, and as much gold as 400 
you’ll ask; and when my pursership ends, 
I'll resign, and cap you. 

Amp. 1 am content to bear all discon- 
tents. Exit 

Andel. I should serve this bearing ass 
rarely now, if I should load him, but I will 
not. Though conscience be, like physic, 
seldom used, for so it does least hurt, yet 
I'll take a dram of it. This for him, and 
some gold: this for me; for having this bw 
mint about me, I shall want no wishing 
cap. Gold is an eagle, that can fly to any 
place, and, like death, that dares enter all 
places. Shadow, wilt thou travel with me? 

Shad. I shall never fadge * with the 
humor because I cannot lie. 

Andel. Thou dolt, we’ll visit all the 
kings’ courts in the world. 

Shad. So we may, and return dolts home, 
but what shall we learn by travel? no 

Andel. Fashions.* 

Shad. That’s a beastly disease: methinks 
it’s better staying in your own country. 

Andel. How? In my own country — like 
a cage-bird, and see nothing? 

Shad. Nothing? yes, you may see things 
enough, for what can you see abroad that 
is not at home? The same sun calls you 
up in the morning, and the same man in the 
moon lights you to bed at night; our oao 
fields are as green as theirs in summer, and 
their frosts will nip us more in winter: our 
birds sing as sweetly and our women are as 
fair: in other countries you shall have one 
drink to you; whilst you kiss your hand, 

* Agree. 

* Popularly used for farcy, a disease of horses. 
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and duck,* he’ll poison you: I confess you 
shall meet more fools, and asses, and 
knaves abroad than at home, yet God be 
thanked we have pretty store of all, but for 
punks,* we put them down. mo 

Andvl. Prepare thy spirits, for thou shalt 
go with me. 

To England shall our stars direct our 
course ; 

Tliither the Prince of Cyprus, our king’s son, 
Is gone to see the lovely Agripyne. 

Shadow, we’ll gaze upon that lOnglish dame. 
And try what virtue gold Itas to inflame. 
First to my brother, then away let’s fly; 
Shadow must be a courtier ere he die. 

Exit 

Shad. If I must, the Fates shall be 
served ; I have seen many clowns wo 
courtiers, then why not Shadow? Fortune, 
I am for thee. Exit 

[ACT III, SCENE I] 

[London. The Court of /Mhclstane] 

Enter Orle.a.n's melancholic, G.xlloway urith 
him; a Boy after them with a lute 

Orle. Begone: leave that with me, and 
leave me to myself; if the king ask for me. 
swear to him I am sick, and thou shalt 
not lie; pray thee leave me. 

Boy. I am gone, sir. Exit 

Orle. This music makes me but more out 
of tune. 

0, Agripyna, 

Gall. Gentle friend, no more. 

Thou sayest love is a madness, hate it then, 
Even for the name's sake. lo 

Orle. 0, I love that madness, 

Even for the name's sake. 

Gall. Let me tame this frenzy, 

By telling thee thou art a prisoner here, 

By telling thee sho’.s daughter to a king, 

By tolling thee the King of Cyprus’ sou 
Shines like a sun, between her looks and 
thine. 

Whilst thou seem'st but a star to Agri- 
pyne: 

He love.s her. 

Orle. If he do: why so do I. •> 

Gall. Love is ambitious, and loves maj- 
esty. 

* Ito'v. a Dissolute women. 


Orle. Dear friend, thou art deceived, 
love's voice doth sing 
As sweetly in a beggar as a king. 

Gall. Dear friend, thou art deceived: 0 
bid thy soul 

Lift up her intellectual eyes to heaven, 
And in this ample book of wonders read, 

Of what celestial mould, what sacred es- 
sence. 

Herself is formed, the search whereof will 
drive 

Sound.s musical among the jarring spirits, 
And in sweet tune set that which none in- 
herits. 10 

Orle. I’ll gaze on heaven if Agripyne be 
there: 

If not: fa, la, la, sol. la, etc. 

Gall. 0, call this madness in; see, from 
the windows 

Of every eye derision thrusts out cheeks, 
Wrinkled with idiot laughter; every finger 
Is like a dart shot from the hand of scorn, 
By which thy name is hurt, thine honor 
torn. 

Orle. Laugh they at me, sweet Galloway? 

Gall. Even at thee. 

Orle. Hn, ha, I laugh at them, are not 
they mad to 

That let my true true sorrow make them 
ghul? 

I dance and sing only to anger Grief, 

Tiiat in that anger, he might smite life 
down 

With his iron fist. Good heart, it seemeth 
then. 

They laugh to see grief kill me: O. fond' 
men, 

You laugh at others’ tears; when others 
smile. 

You tear yourselves in pieces: vile, vile, 
vile! 

Ha, ha, when I behold a swarm of fools, 
Crowding together to be counteitl wise, 

I laugh because sweet Agripyne’s not there, 
But weep because she is not anywhere, m 
.‘\ ntl weep because whether she be or not, 
My love was ever, and is still, forgot: 
Forgot, forgot, torgot. 

Gall. Draw’ back this stream, why should 
my Orleans mourn? 

Orle. Look yonder, Galloway, dost thou 
see that sun? 

* Foolish. 
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Nay, good friend, stare upon it, mark it 
well, 

Ere he be two hours elder, all that glorj' 

Is banished heaven, and then for grief this 
sky, 

That’s DOW so jocund,* will mourn all in 
black. 

And shall not Orleans mourn? Alack, alack 1 
0 what a savage tyranny it were «> 

T’enforce Care laugh, and Woe not shed a 
tear! 

Dead is my love, I am buried in her scorn, 
That is my sunset, and shall I not mourn? 
Yes, by my troth I will. 

Gall. Dear friend, forbear, 

Beauty, like sorrow', dwelleth evcowvherc. 
Rase out this strong idea * of her face, 

As fair as hers shineth in any place. 

Orle. Thou art a traitor to that white 
and red, ’ ™ 

Which, sitting on her cheeks, being Cupid’s 
throne, 

Is my heart’s sovereign: 0, when she is 
dead, 

This wonder, beauty, shall be found in 
none. 

Now Agripyne’s not mine, I vow to be 
In love with nothing but deformity. 

0 fair Deformity, I muse® all eyes 
Are not enamored of thee: thou didst never 
Murder men’s hearts, or let them pine like 
wax. 

Melting against the sun of destiny;* 

Thou art a faithful nurse to chastity; «> 
Thy beauty is not like to Agripyne’s, 

For cares, and age, and sickness hers deface, 
But thine’s eternal. 0 Deformity, ^ 

Thy fairness is not like to Agripyne’s, 

For, dead,” her beauty w'ill no beauty have, 
But thy face looks most lovely in the 
grave. 

Enter [the] Prince of Cyprus and 

Agripyne 

Gall. See where they come together, hand 
in hand. 

Orle. O watch, sweet Gallow'ay, when 
their hands do part, 

Between them shalt thou find my murdered 
heart. 

* Joyous. * Image. * Wonder. 

* Swinburne suggests thy disdain. 

* Q. dread. 


Cypr. B}' this then it seems a thing w 
impossible, to know when an English lady 
loves trul}'.* 

Agrip. Not so, for when her soul steals 
into her heart, and her heart leaps up to 
her eyes, and her eyes drop into her hands, 
then if she say, Here’s my hand! she’s your 
own, — else never. 

Cypr. Here’s a pair of your prisoners, 
let’s try their opinion. 

Agrip. My kind prisoners, well cn- joo 
countered; the Prince of Cyprus here and 
myself have been wrangling about a ques- 
tion of love: my lord of Orleans, you look 
lean, and likest a lover — Whether is it more 
torment to love a lady and never enjoy her, 
or always to enjoy a lady W'hom you can- 
not choose but hate? 

Orle. To hold her ever in mine arms 
whom I loath in my heart, were some 
plague,® yet the punishment w’cre no no 
more than to be enjoined to keep poison 
in my hand, yet never to taste it. 

Agrip. But say you should be compelled 
to swallow the poison? 

Orle. Then a speedy death would end a 
speeding misery. But to love a lady and 
never enjoy her, 0, it is not death, but 
worse than damnation; ’tis hell, ’tis 

Agrip. No more, no more, good Orleans; 
nay, then, I see my prisoner is in love 120 
too. 

Cypr. Methinks, soldiers cannot fall into 
the fashion of love. 

Agrip. Methinks a soldier is the most 
faithful lover of all men else; for his af- 
fection stands not upon compliment. His 
wooing is plain home-spun stuff; there’s no 
outlandish thread in it, no rhetoric. A 
soldier casts no figures® to get his mistress’ 
heart; his love is like his valor in the 130 
field, when he pays downright blows. 

Gall. True, madam, but would you re- 
ceive such payment? 

Agrip. No, but I mean, I love a soldier 

best for his plain dealing. 

Cypr. That’s as good as the first. 

Agrip. Be it so, that goodness I like: for 
what lady can abide to love a spmee silken- 
face courtier, that stands every morning 
two or three hours learning how to look mo 

1 Note the drop into prose. 

2 Something of a plague. 

3 Makes no astrological calculations. 
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by his glass, how to speak by his glass, how 
to sigh by liis glass, how to court his mis- 
tress by his glass? I would wish him no 
other plagtie, but to have a mistress as 
brittle as ghuss. 

Gall. And that were as bad as the horn 
plague.* 

Cypr. Are any lovers possessed with this 
madness? 

Agrip. What madmen are not pos- ico 
sessed with this love? Yet by my troth, 
we poor women do but smile in our sleeves 
to see all this foppery: yet we all desire to 
see our lovers attired gallantly, to hear 
them sing sweetly, to behold them dance 
comely and such like. But this apish mon- 
key fashion of efTcminate niccness,* out 
upon it I 0, I hate it worse than to be 
counted a scold. 

Cypr. Indeed, men arc most regarded, 
when they least regard themselves. 

Gall. And women mo.st honored, when 
they show most mercy to their lovers. 

Orle. But is’t not a miserable tyranny, 
to see a lady triumph in the passions of 
a soul languishing through her cruelty? 
Cypr. Methinks it is. 

Gall. Methink.s ’tis more than tyranny. 
Agrip. So think not I; for as there is no 
reason to hate any that love us, so it ko 
were madness to love all that do not hate 
us; w’omcn arc created beautiful, only be- 
cause men should woo them; for ’twere 
miserable tyranny to enjoin poor women to 
woo men: I would not hear of a woman 
in love, for my father’s kingdom. 

Cypr. I never hoard of any woman that 
hated love. 

Agrip. Nor I: but wc had all rather die 
than confe.ss we love; our glory is to iw 
hear men sigh whilst we smile, to kill them 
with a frown, to strike them dead with a 
sharp eye, to make you this day wear a 
feather, and to-morrow a sick nightcap. 0, 
why this is rare! there’s a certain deity in 
this, when a lady by the magic of Iier 
looks, can turn a man into twenty shapes. 

Orlc. Sweet friend, she speaks this but 
to torture me. 

Gall. I’ll teach thee how to plague w 
her: love her not. 

Agrip. Poor Orleans how lamentably he 
looks: if he stay, he’ll make me surely love 


* Jcaloiisy. 


* FasMtlioiisness. 


him for pure pity. I must send him hence, 
for of all sorts of love, I hate the French; 
I pray thee, sweet prisoner, entreat Lord 
Longaville to come to me presently. 

Orle. I will, and esteem myself more than 
happy, that you will employ me. Exit 

Agrip. Watch him, watch him for no 
God’s sake, if he sigh not or look not back. 

Cypr. He does both; but what mystery 
lies in this? 

Agrip. Nay, no myster>', 'tis as plain as 
Cupid’s forehead: why this is as it should 
be.— 'And esteem myself more than happy, 
that you will employ me.’ My French 
prisoner is in love over head and ears. 

Cypr. It’s wonder how he scapes drown- 

no 

Gall. With whom, think you? 

Agrip. With his keeper, for a good wager: 
Ah, how glad he is to obey! And how 
proud am I to command in this empire of 
affection! Over him and such spongy- 
livered youths, that lie soaking in love, I 
triumph more with mine eye, than ever he 
did over a soldier with his sword. Is’t not 
a gallant victor>' for me to subdue my 
father’s enemy with a look? Prince of *» 
Cyprus, you were best take heed, how you 
encounter an English lady. 

Cypr. God bless me from loving any of 
you, if all be so cruel. 

Agrip. God bless me from suffering you 
to love me. if you bo not so formuble.* 

Cypr. \V ill you command me any service, 
as you have done Orleans? 

Agrip. No other sendee but this, that, as 
Orleans, you love me, for no other w> 
reav'^on, but that I may torment you. 

Cypr. I will: conditionally, that in all 
company I may call you my tormentor. 

Agrip. \ ou sluill: conditionallv, that you 
never beg for mercy. Como, my Lord of 
Galloway. 

Gall. Como, sweet madam. 

Exeunt, mnnet [the PiuNCE of) Cyprus 

Cypr. The ruby-colored portals of her 
speech 

Were closed by mercy: but upon her eye, 
Attired in frowns, sat murdering cnielty. «o 

[7?c-]fn/er Aqripyxe and listens 

She’s angry, that I durst so high aspire. 

0, ^hc disdains that any stranger’s breast 

' ('oiiforninble, 
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Should be a temple for her deity: 

She’s full of beauty, full of bitterness. 

Till now, I did but * dally with love’s fire : 
And when I thought to try his flames in- 
deed, 

I humt me even to cinders. 0, my stars, 
Why from my native shore did your beams 
guide me, 

To make me dote on her that doth deride 
me ? 2 ** 

[Aorifyne] kneels: [Cyprus] vxilks musing 
Agrip. Hold him in this mind, sweet 
Cupid, I conjure thee. 0, what music these 
hey-hos make! I was about to cast my 
little self into a great love-trance for him, 
fearing his heart had been flint: but since 
I see ’tis pure virgin wax, he shall melt his 
bellyful: for now I know how to temper 
him. 

Exit; [os she goes, Cyprus] spies her 
Cypr. Never beg mercy? yet be my tor- 
mentor. 

I hope she heard me not i doubtless she did, 
And now will she insult upon my passions,* 
And vex my constant love with mockeries. 
Nay, then, I’ll be mine own physician, 

And outface love, and make her think that 
I 

Mourned thus, because I saw her standing 
by. 

Enter Cornwall 

What news, my Lord of Cornwall? 

Com. This fair prince, 

One of your countrymen, is come to court, 

A lusty gallant brave, in Cyprus’ isle, 

With fifty bard * horses, prancing at his 
heels 

Backed by as many strong-limbed Cypriots, 
All whom he keeps in pay : whose offered 
service, ^ 

Our king with arms of gladness hath em- 
braced. 

Cyf^. Bom in the isle of Cyprus? what’s 
his name? 

Com. His servants call him Fortunatus 
son. 

Cypr. Rich Fortunatus’ son! Is he ar- 
rived? 

19 - 

® Feelings. 

* Richly comparisoned, originally armored. 


Enter Longaville, Galloway, and Chester 

with jewels 

Long. This he bestowed on me. 

Chest. And this on me. 

Gall. And this his bounteous hand en- 
forced me take. 

Long. I prize this jewel at a hundred 
marks,* 

Yet would he needs bestow this gift on me. 

Cypr. My lords, whose hand hath been 
thus prodigal? ssi 

Gall. Your countryman, my lord, a 
Cypriot. 

Long. The gallant sure is all compact* of 
gold, 

To every lady hath he given rich jewels. 
And sent to every servant in the court 
Twenty fair English angels.* 

Cypr. This is rare. 

Enter Linc»ln 

Line. My Lords, prepare yourselves for 
revelling, 

’Tis the king’s pleasure that this day be 
spent 

In royal pastimes, that this golden lord, 2 «o 
For so all that behold him, christen him. 
May taste the pleasures of our English 
court. 

Here comes the gallant, shining like the 
sun. 

Trumpets sound 

Enter Athelstane, Andelocia, Agripyne, 

OrlK'NNS, Ladies, and Other Attendants. 
Insultado, o Spanish Lord. Music 
sounds within 

Andel. For these your royal favors done 
to me. 

Being a poor stranger, my best powers shall 
prove. 

By acts of worth, the soundness of my love. 

Athel. Herein your love shall best set out 
itself, 

By staying with us: if our English isle 
Hold any object welcome to your eyes, 

Do but make choice, and claim it as your 
prize. 

* A considerable sum ; a mark was about 13s. 4d. 
but varied. No English coin was so called. 

* Mad'- up 

» Ah. . 
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Andel. I thank your grace. {The Kino 
and CvPKUs confer a^ide] Would he 
durst keep lii.s word, 

I know what I would claim. Tush, man, bo 
bold, 

Were she a saint, slie may be won with 
gold. 

Cypr. Tis strange, I must confess, but 
in this pride 

His father Fortunatus, if he live. 

Consumes his life in Cyprus: still he 
spend.s. 

And still his coffers with abundance swell. 

But how he gets these riclics none can tell. 

The Kinu and Agripy.ve confer aside 
Alhel. Hold him in talk: come hither, 
Agripyne. 

Cypr. But what enticed young Andelo- 
cia’s soul 310 

To wander hither? 

AtuIcI. That which did allure 

My sovereign’s son, tlie wonder of the place. 
Agrip. This curious heap of wonders, 
whicli an Empress 

Gave liirn. he gave me. and by Venus' hand, 

The warlike Amorato needs would swear, 

He loft his country Cyprus for my love. 
Athel. If by the sovereign magic of thine 
eye. 

Thou canst enchant his looks to keep the 
circles 

Of thy fair cheeks, be bold to try their 
charms, 8.0 

Feed him with hopes, and find the royal 
vein, 

That leads this Cypriot to his golden mine. 

Here’s mu.sic spent in vain, lords, fall to 
dancing. 

Cypr. My fair tormentor, will you lend a 
hand? 

Agrip. I'll try this stranger's cunning* in 
a dance. 

Andel.^ My cunning is but small, yet 
who’ll not prove 

To shame himself for such a lady’s love? 

Orle. These Cypriots are the devils that 
torture me. 

He courts her, and she smiles, but I am 
born 

To be her beauty’s slave, and her love’s 
scorn. ^ 

Andrl. I shall never have the face to ask 
the question twice. 

• Skill. 


Agrip. What’s the reason? Cowardliness 
or pride? 

Andel. Neither: but ’tis the fashion of us 
Cypriots, both men and women, to yield at 
first assault, and we expect others should 
do the like. 

Agrip. It’s a sign, that either your women 
arc very black.* and arc glad to be sped,* 
or your men very fond,* and will take no 
denial. mo 

Andel. Indeed our ladies are not so fair 
as you. 

Agrip. But your men more venturous at 
a breach than you, or else they arc all das- 
tardly soldiers. 

Andel. He that fights under these sweet 
colors, and yet turns coward, let him be 
.shot to death with the terrible arrows of 
fair ladies’ eyes. 

Athel. Nay, Insultudo, you must not m 
deny us. 

Insul. ^fi corazon es inuy pesado, mi 
anima muy atormcniada. Xo,porlosC{elos! 
LI pie ({/<■) vtipahol no hacc musica en tierra 
inglc.^ia].* 

Cypr. Sweet Insultado, let us see you 
dunce. 

I have licard the Spanish dance is full of 
state. 

In.'iul. Verdad, schor: la danza espaiiola 
es muy alia, majc.dica y para monarcas: 
ruc.stra inglesa, boja, fanlastica, y muy *•> 
humilde .* 

Agrip. Doth iny Spanish prisoner deny 
to dance? He has sworn to mo by the cross 
of his pure Toh'do,® to be my servant: by 
that oath, my Ca.stilian prisoner, I conjure 
you to show your cunning; though all your 
body be not Irec, I am sure your heels are 
at liberty, 

Insul. Xo lo quicro contradecir: vuesiro 
0)0 hare eouquisto o sii pnsionero! w 
Oircis la jHivana^ cspauola; sea vuesira 
mtutica y gravidad, y mafeslad: Tafe dame 
tabaco, toma mi capo, y mi espada. Mas 

* Dark in complexion. 

* Holr»)llic(l. 

* Fnolisli. 

* “My heart i.s heavy, my spirit much vexed. No, 
by heaven, a Sp.uiisli fuot makes no music on English 
KOll.” 

*‘'In triiMi, sir, the Spanisli Uunce ia very digni- 
fied, iiiajesitie, ancl therefore Miitable for monar5»3J 

vtiur hnglish (danct*) is vulgar, fantastic, and very 
humble.” 

* By the hill .)f his Toledo blade. 

’ .\ stately daiuv. 
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alta, mas alia: Dcsviaos, dcsviaos, com- 
paneros, mas alta, vids alta. 

He dances 

Athel. Thanks, Insultado. 

Cypr. ’Tis most excellent. 

Agrip. The Spaniard’s dance is as his 
deeds be, full of pride. 

Athel. The day grows old, and what re- 
mains unspent, sso 

Shall be consumed in banquets. Agripyne, 
Leave us awhile, if Andelocia please, 

Go bear our beauteous daughter company. 
And. Fortune, I thank thee: now thou 
smil’st on me. 

Exeunt Agripyne, Andeloci.^, and Ladies 
Athel. This Cypriot bears a gallant 
princely mind. 

My lord, of what birth is your countryman? 
Think not, sweet prince, that I propound 
this question 

To WTong you in your love to Agripyne: 
Our favors grace him to another end. 

Nor let the wings of your affection droop. 
Because she seems to shun love’s gentle 
lure. 

Believe it on our word, her beauty’s prize 
Only shall yield a conquest to your eyes. 
But tell me what’s this Fortunatus’ son? 
Cypr, Of honorable blood, and more re- 
nowned 

In foreign kingdoms, whither his proud 
spirit, 

Plumed with ambitious feathers, carries 
him, 

Than in his native country ; but last day * 
The father and the sons were, through their 
riots, 

Poor and disdained of all, but now they 
glister «« 

More bright than Midas ; ® if some damned 
fiend 

Ped not his bags, this golden pride w’ould 
end. 

Athel. His pride we’ll somewhat tame, 
and curb the head 
Of his rebellious prodigality: 

He hath invited us, and all our peers, 

' “I do not desire to refuse it ; your eye has con- 
quered your prisoner. You shall hear the Spanish 
pavan, but for that purpose lot your music be slow 
and majestic. Page, gi%'e me tobacco ; take my 
loak and my sword. Higher, higher; make way, 
make way, friends, higher, higher.” It seems un- 
necessary here to record the several misprints of the 

quartos. 

* But the other day. 


To feast with him to-morrow; his pro- 
vision, 

I understand, may entertain three kings. 
But Lincoln. let our subjects secretly 
Bo chargctl on pain of life that not a man 
Sell any kind of fuel to his servants. 410 
Cypr. This policy shall clip his golden 
wings, 

And teach his pride what ’tis to strive with 
kings. 

Athel. Withdraw awhile:: 

Exeunt, manct Athelstane 
None filled his hands with gold, for we set 
spies, 

To watch who fed his prodigality: 

He hung the marble bosom of our court, 

As thick with glist’ring spangles of pure 
gold, 

As e’er the spring hath stuck the earth with 
flowers. 

Unless he melt himself to liquid gold, 

Or be some god, some devil, or can trans- 
port 420 

A mint about him, by enchanted power, 

He cannot rain such showers. With his own 
hands 

He threw more wealth abroad in every 
street, 

Than could be thrust into a chariot. 

He’s a magician sure, and to some fiend. 
His soul by infernal covenants has he sold, 
Always to swim up to the chin in gold. 

Be what he can be, if those doting fires, 
Wherein he burns for Agripyna’s love, 

Want power to melt from him this endless 
mine, 

Then like a slave we’ll chain him in our 
T ower, 

Where tortures shall compel his sweating 
hands 

To cast rich heaps into our treasury. 

Exit 

[SCENE II] 

[The Samel 

Music sounding still; a curtain bein^ 
drawn, where Andelocia lies sleeping in 
Agbipynb’s lap; she has his purse, and 
herself and another lady tie another 
like it in the place, and then rise 
from him. [Enter Athelstane] 

Agrip. I have found the sacred spring 
that never ebbs. 


5 Gold. 
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Leave us: {Exit Lady] But I’ll not show’t 
your majesty 

Till you have sworn by England’s royal 
crown, 

To let me keep it. 

Athcl. By my cro\vn I swear, 

None but fair Agripyne the gem shall wear. 
Agrip. Then is this mine; see, father, 
here’s the fire 

Whose gilded beams still bum, this is the 
sun 

That ever shines, the tree that never dies. 
Here grows the Gar<len of Hesperides; lo 
The outside mocks you, makes you think 
’tis poor. 

But entering it, you find eternal store. 
Alhcl. Art sure of this? How didst thou 
drive it out? * 

Agrip. Fear not his waking yet, I made 
him drink 

That soporiferous juice which was composed 
To make the queen, my mother, relish sleep, 
When her last sickness summoned her to 
heaven. 

He sleeps profoundly: when his amorous 
eyes 

Had singed their wings in Cupid’s wanton 
flames, 

I set him all on fire, and promised love, » 
In pride whereof, he drew me forth this 
purse, 

And swore, by this ho multiplied his gold. 

I tried and found it true; and secretly 
Commanded music with her silver tongue, 

To chime soft lullabies into his soul. 

And whilst my fingers wantoned with his 
hair, 

T’entice the sleepy juice to charm his eyes, 
In all points was there made a purse, like 
his, 

Which counterfeit is hung in place of this. 
Athcl. More than a second kingdom hast 
thou won. ao 

Leave him, that when he wakes he may 
suspect, 

Some else* has robbed Iiim; come, dear 
Agripyne, 

If this strange purse his* sacred virtues^ i 
hold. 

We’ll circle England with a wall of gold." 

Exeunt 

* Find It out. * U^. 

' Somodue ^Qualitirs. 

® Vi, The wnil of brass in Faus^tu^f and Frinr Bacon, 


Music still: Enter Shadow very gallant, 

reading a bill, with empty bags in his 

hand, singing 

Shad. These English occupies are mad 
Trojans:* let a man pay them never so 
much, they’ll give him nothing but the bag. 
Since my master created me steward over 
his fifty men, and his one-and-fifty horse, I 
have rid over much business, yet never « 
was galled, I thank the Destinies. Music? 

0 delicate warble: O these courtiers are 
most sweet triumphant creaturesi Seignior, 
sir, monsieur, sweet seignior: this is the 
language of the accomplishment. 0 de- 
licious strings; these heavenly wire-drawers 
have stretched my master even out at 
length: yet at length he must wake. 
Master? 

Andel. Wake me not yet, my gentle 
Agripyne. n 

Shad. One word, sir, for the billets, and 

1 vanish. 

Andel. There’s heaven in these times: 
throw the musicians 

A bounteous largesse of three hundred angels. 

Andexocia starts up 

Shad. Why, sir, I have but ten pound 
left. 

Andel. Ha, Shadow? where’s the Princess 
Agripyne? 

Shad. I am not Apollo, I cannot reveal. 

Andel. Was not the princess here, • 
when thou cam’st in? 

Shad. Here was no princess but my 
princely self. 

Andel. In faith? 

Shad. No, in faith, sir. 

Andel. Where arc you hid? whore stand 
you wantoning?" Not here? gone, i’faith? 
have you given me the slip? Well, ’tis but 
an amorous trick, and so I embi'ace it: my 
horse. Shadow, how fares my horse? » 

Shad. Upon the best oats my under- 
steward can buy. 

Andel. I mean, are they lusty, sprightly, 
gallant, wanton, fiery? 

Shad. They arc ns all horses are, cater- 
pillars to the commonwealth, they are ever 
munching: but, sir, for these billets," and 
these fagots and bavins?" 

‘ Tlio English were supposed descendants of Troy, 
of wood. 

* Bundles of twigs. 
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Andel. S’heart, what billets, what fagots? 
dost make me a woodmonger? » 

Shad, No, sweet seignior, but you have 
bid the king and his peers to dinner, and 
he has commanded that no woodmonger 
sell you a stick of wood, and that no collier 
shall cozen you of your measure, but must 
tie up the mouth of their sacks, lest their 
coals kindle your choler.^ 

Andel. Is’t possible? is’t true, or hast 
thou learnt of the English gallants to gull? * 

Shad. He’s a gull® that w’ould be » 
taught by such gulls. 

Andel. Not a stick of wood? Some child 
of envy has buzzed this stratagem into the 
king’s ear, of purpose to disgrace me. I 
have invited his majesty, and though it cost 
me a million, I’ll feast him. Shadow, thou 
shalt hire a hundred or two of carts, with 
them post to all the grocers in London, buy 
up all the cinnamon, cloves, nutmegs, 
licorish and all other spices, that have i<» 
any strong heart,* and with them make 
fires to prepare our cookery. 

Ere Fortunatus’ son look red with shame. 
He’ll dress a king’s feast in a spiced flame. 

Shad. This device, sir, will be somewhat 
akin to Lady Pride, ’twill ask cost. 

Andel. Fetch twenty porters. I’ll lade all 
with gold. 

Shad. First, master, fill these bags. 

Andel. Come then, hold up. How no 
now? tricks, new crotchets. Madame For- 
tune? Dry as an eel-skin? Shadow, take 
thou my gold out. 

Shad. Why, sir, here’s none in. 

Andel. Ha, let me see: 0 here’s a bas- 
tard cheek,® 

I see now ’tis not mine; ’tis counterfeit, 
’Tis sol Slave, thou hast robbed thy master. 

Shad. Not of a penny, I have been as 
true a steward — 

Andel. Vengeance on thee and on thy 
stewardship 1 

Yet wherefore curse I thee? thy leaden soul 
Had never power to mount up to the 
knowledge 

Of the rich mystery closed in my purse, 

0 no. I’ll curse myself, mine eyes I’ll curse, 
They have betrayed me; I will curse my 
tongue, 


That hath betrayed me; I’ll curse Agri- 
pyne. 

She hath betrayed me. Sirens, cease to sing, 
Your charms have ta’en effect, for now I 
see. 

All your enchantments were, to cozen me. 

Music cease th 

Shad. What shall I do with this ten 
pound, sir? 

Andel. Go buy with it a chain and hang 
thyself. 130 

Now think I on my father’s prophecy. 

Tell none, quoth he, the virtue; if you do, 
Much shame, much grief, much danger fol- 
lows you. 

With tears I credit his divinity. 

0 fingers, were you upright justices. 

You would tear out mine eyes I had not 
they gazed 

On the frail color of a painted cheek, 

None had betrayed me: henceforth I’ll defy 
All beauty, and will call a lovely eye, 

A sun whose scorching beams burn up our 
j oys, uo 

Or turn them black like Ethiopians. 

0 women, wherefore are you born men’s 

woe, 

Why are your faces framed angelical? 
Your hearts of sponges, soft and smooth in 
show. 

But touched, with poison they do overflow, 
Had sacred wisdom been my father's fate. 
He had died happy, I lived fortunate. 
Shadow, bear this to beauteous Agripyne, 
With it this message, tell her. I’ll reprove 
Her covetous sin the less, because for gold, 

1 see that most men’s souls too cheap arc 

sold. iM 

Shad. Shall I buy these spices to-day or 
to-morrow? 

Andel. To-morrow? ay, to-morrow thou 
shalt buy them. 

To-morrow tell the princess I will love her. 
To-morrow tell the king I’ll banquet him. 
To-morrow, Shadow, will I give thee gold; 
To-morrow pride goes bare and lust a-cold. 
To-morrow will the rich man feed the poor, 
And vice to-morrow virtue will adore. 
To-morrow beggars shall be crowned kings, 
This no-time, morrow’s-time, no sweetness 
sings: loi 

I pray thee hence; bear that to Agripyne. 

Shad. I’ll go hence, because you send me; 
but I’ll go w’eeping hence, for grief that I 


* A {requent pun. 

* Cheat. 

* Fool. 


* Flavor. 

B A false outside. 
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niu?t. turn villain as many do, and loave you 
when you are up to the oars in advorsitv. 

Exit 

Andcl. She hath robbe<l me, and now I'll 
play the thief. 

Ay, steal from lienee to Cyprus, for black 
shame 

Here, throunli my riots, brands my lofty 
name. 

I’ll sell this pride for help to bear me 
thither, jtu 

So pride and bejufary shall walk together. 
This world is but a sehool of villainy. 
Therefore I'll roll my biother, not of pohl, 
Nor of his virtues, virtue none will steal — 
but, if I can. I’ll steal his wishinp-hat. 

And wifli that, waiulerinp round about the 
world. 

I'll search all corners to find Misery, 

And where she dwells, I'll dwell, languish 
and die. Exit 

[ACT IVl 


C/iorw5. Gentles, if e’er you have beheld 
the passions. 

The combats of his soul, who bcinp a king, 
I'y .«omo u.surping hand hath been d<‘posed 
rorn all his royaltii's; even such a soul, 
.’-uch eyes, such heart swol'n big with sighs 
and tears, 

The .star-crossed son of Fortunatus weal's. 
His thoughts crowned him a monarch in the 
morn. 


Vet now he’s bandie«l by the .seas in scorn 
I’rorn wave to wave: his golden treasur<‘’a 
spoil 

Makes him in desperate language to entreat 
TliG winds to .spcuid their fury on his life: n 
Hut they, being mild in tyranny, or scorning 
To triumph in a wretch’s funeral. 

Toss him to Cyprus. O. what treachery 
Cannot thi.s seipent gold entice us to? 

He robs his brother of the Soldan’s pnze. 
And having got liis wish, the wi.'^hing hat, 
He (Iocs not, as he vowed, S(‘ek misery. 
But hopes by that to win liis purse again; 
And in that iiope from Cyprus is he (led. 

If your swift tlioughts clap on their wonted 
wings 

In Genoa may you take this fugitive, 
Where having cozened’ many jewellers, 


‘ Ch.-af. .!. 


To England back he comes; step but to 
court, 

And there disguised you find him bargaining 
For jewels with the beauteous Agripyne, 
W’ho wearing at her side the virtuous purse, 
He clasps her in Ids arms, and as a raven, 
Griping the tender-hearted nightingale, 

So flies he with her, wishing in the air ao 
To be transported to some wilderness: 
Imagine this the place; see, here they 
cornel 

Since they themselves have tongues, mine 
shall be dumb. Exit 

[SCENE I] 

[A Df&iTi Placed 

Enter Andelocia u'Hh the wishing hat on, 
[and dragging m] Agiupyne m his hand 

Agrip. W’liat devil art thou that af- 
fright’st me tlius, 

Haling a princess from her father’s court, 
To .spoil* lier in this savage wilderness? 

Andel. Indeed the devil and the pick- 
purse should always fly together, for they 
arc sworn brothers: b\it Madam Covetous- 
nc.ss, I am iieitlicr a devil as you call mo, 
nor a jew('IIer as I call myself; no, nor a 
juggler. — yet ere you and I part, wc’ll Imve 
.sonic h'gerdemain togetlicr. Do you w 
know me? 

Agrip. I am betrayed: this is the Cypriot. 
Forgive me, ’twas not I that changed thy 
purse, 

But Allielstanc my father; send me home, 
And here’s tliy purse again: hero are thy 
jewels. 

And I in .'Satisfaction of all wrongs— 

Andil, Talk not you of s:itisfaction, this 
is some recompense, that I have you. Tis 
not the purse I regard: put it oflf. and I’ll 
mince it as small as pie meat. The to 
purse? hang tlio pui^se: wore that gone, I 
can make anotlier. and anotlior, and an- 
other, ay, a!ul another: ’tis not the purse I 
care for, but the inirscu-. you. ay you. Is’t 
not a shame that a king’s daughter, a fair 
lady, a lady not for lords, but for monarchs, 
.should for gold sell her love, and when 
.she has her own asking, ami that there 
stands nothing between, tlicn to cheat your 

' Hrspoil. 
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sweetheart? 0 fie. fie. a she cony- 30 
catcher? ^ You must be dealt soundly with. 

Agrip. Enjoin what pains thou wilt, aiul 
I’ll endure them, 

So thou wilt send me to my father’s court. 

Andcl. Nay God’s lid, y’are not gone so: 
set your heart at rest, for I have set up 
my rest,^ that except you can run swifter 
than a hart, home you go not. What pains 
shall I lay upon you? Let me see: I could 
serve you now but a slippery touch: I 
could get a young king or two, or three, « 
of you, and then send you home, and bid 
their grandsire king nurse them: I could 
pepper 3'ou, but I will not. 

Agrip. 0, do not violate my chastity. 

Andel. No, why I tell you I am not given 
to the flesh, though I savor in your nose* 
a little of the devil, I could run away else, 
and stai^’e you here. 

Agrip. If I must die, doom me some 
easier death. " 

Andel. Or transform you, because you 
love picking,^ into a squirrel, and make you 
pick out a poor living here among the nut 
trees: but I will not neither. 

Agrip. What will my gentle Andelocia 
do? 

Andel. 0, now you come to your old bias 
of cogging.* 

Agrip. I pray thee, Andelocia, let me go: 
Send me to England, and by heaven I 
swear, “ 

Thou from all kings on earth my love shalt 
bear. 

Andel. Shall I in faith? 

Agrip. In faith, in faith thou shalt. 

Andel. Hear, God a mercy: now thou 
shalt not go. 

Agrip. 0 God. 

Andel. Nay, do you hear, lady? Cry not, 
y’are best; no, nor curse me not. If you 
think but a crabbed thought of me, the 
spirit that carried you in mine arms "c 
through the air, will tell me all ; therefore 
set your Sunday face" upon’t. Since you 11 
love me. I’ll love you, I’ll marry you, and 
lie with you, and beget little jugglers: 
marry, home you get not. England, you 11 
say, is yours: but, Agripyne, love me, and 
I’ll make the whole world thine. 

* Tliieving. 

« Habit to cajole. 

* Put your best face on. 


Agrip. I care not for the world, thou 
murd’rest me; 

Between my sorrow, and the scalding sun 
I faint, and quickly will my life be done, 
My mouth is like a furnace, and dry heat 8i 
Drinks up my blood. 0 God, my heart will 
burst, 

I die, unless some moisture quench my 
thirst. 

Andel. ’Sheart, now I am worse than ere 
I was before: 

For half the world I would not have her die. 
Here’s neither spring nor ditch, nor rain, 
nor dew, 

Nor bread nor drink: My lovely Agnp)'ne, 
Be comforted, see here are apple trees. 

Agrip. Climb up for God’s sake, read) 
me some of them. 

Andel. Look up, which of these apples 
likes thee best? w 

Agrip. This hath a withered face, ’tis 
some sweet fruit. 

Not that, my sorrows are too sour alread.v. 

Andcl. Come hither, here, [here] arc 
apples like gold. 

Agrip. 0, ay, for God’s sake gather some 
of these. 

Ay me, would God I were at home again! 

Andcl. Stand farther, lest I cliance to fall 
on thee. Climbs up 

0 here be rare apples, rare red-cheeked 
apples that cry come kiss me: apples, hold 
your peace, I’ll teach you to cr>’. 

Eats one 

Agrip. 0 England, shall I ne’er behold 
thee more? iw> 

Andel. Agripyna, ’tis a most sugared de- 
licious taste in one’s moiith, but when ’tis 
down, ’tis as bitter as gall. 

Agrip. Vet gather some of them. 0, that 
a princess 

Should pine for food: were I at home again, 

1 should disdain to stand thus and com- 

plain. 

Andcl. Here’s one apple that grows high- 
est, Agripyne; an’ I could reach that, I'll 
come down. 

He stands fishing vrilk his girdle for it 

Agrip. Make haste, for the hot sun doth 
scald my cheeks. no 

Andel. The sun kiss thee? hold, catch, 
put on my hat, 

I will have yonder highest apple, though I 
die for’t. 


'Woman sharper. 

* Decided. 

* Smack. 
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A(jrip. I had not wont be sun-burnt, 
wretched me. 

0 England would I wore again in thee! 

Exit 

[Andelooi.\] leaps down 

Andcl. 'Swounds. Agripyna, stay, 0, I am 
undone ! 

Sweet Agripyna. if fliou hcarVt my voice. 
Take pity of me. and return again. 

She flies like lightning: O she hears me not! 

1 wish myself into a wilderness. 

And now I shall turn wild: here I shall 
famish, iso 

Here die. here cursing die, here raving die, 
And thus will wound my breast, and rend 
mine hair. 

What hills of flint are grown upon my 
brows ; 

0 me, two forked horns. I am turned beast. 

1 have abused two blessings, wealth and 

knowledge, 

Wealth in my purse, and knowledge in ray 
hat, 

By which being borne into the courts of 
kings, 

I might have seen the wondrous works of 
Jove, 

Acquired experience, learning, wisdom, 
truth, 120 

But I in wildness* tottered out my youth. 
And therefore must turn wild, must be a 
beast, 

An ugly beast: my body horns must bear. 
Because my soul deformity doth wear. 
Lives none within this wood? If none but I 
Live here, — thanks heaven! for here none 
else shall die. 

He lies down and sleeps under the tree 

Enter FonTUNE, Vice, Virtue, the Priest; 
Satyrs with numc, playing as they 
come in before Fortune. They 
play awhile 

Fortune. See where my new-turned devil 
has built his hell. 

Vice. Virtue, who conquers now? the fool 
is ta’cn. 

Virtue. 0 sleepy sin. 

Vice. Sweet tunes, wake him again. 

Music awhile, and then cease 
Fortune. Vice sits too heavy on his 
drowsy soul, uo 

* Q. xvHtU rne^^s. 


Music’s sweet concord cannot pierce his ear. 
Sing, and amongst your songs mix bitter 
scorn. 

Virtue. Those that tear Virtue, must by 
Vice be tom. 

The Sono 

Virtue, stand aside : the fool is caught. 
Laugh to see him, laugh aloud to wake 
him; 

Folly’s nets are wide, and neatly wrought, 
Mock his horns, and laugh to see Vice take 
him. 

Quire. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in 
scorn. 

Who’s the fool? the fool, he wears a horn. 

Andelocia ivakens and stands up 

Virtue, stand aside, mock him, mock him, 
mock him, im 

Laugh aloud to see him, call him fool. 
Error gave him suck, now Sorrows rock 
him 

Send the riotous beast to madness’ school. 

Quire. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in 
scorn. 

Who’s the fool? the fool, he wears a horn. 
Virtue, stand aside: your school he hates. 
Laugh aloud to see him, mock, mock, mock 
him. 

Vanity and hell keep open gates, 

He’s in, and a new nurse, Despair, must 
rock him. 

Quire. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in 
scorn. , 

Fool, fool, fool, fool, fool, wear still the 
horn. 

When they have done 
singing, VicB and Virtue hold apples out to 
[ANDELoa.\], Vice laughing. Virtue grieving 

Andcl. 0 me, what hell is this? fiends, 
tempt me not. 

Thou glorious devil, hence. 0 now I see, 
This fruit is thine, thou hast deformed me: 
Idiot, avoid, thy gifts I loathe to taste. 
Away: since I am entered madness’ school. 
As good to be a beast, as be a fool. 
Away, why tempt you me? some powerful 
grace 

Come and redeem me from this hideous 
place. 

Fortune. To her hath Andelocia all his 
life 
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Sworn fealty ; would’st thou forsake her 
now? 

Andel. Whose blessed tongue names 
Andelocia? 

Fortune. Hers, w’ho, attended on by Des- 
tinies, 

Shortened thy father’s life, and lengthens 
thine. 

Andel. (Kneels) 0 sacred Queen of 
Chance, now shorten mine, 

Else let thy deity take off this shame. 

Fortune. Woo her, ’tw’as she that set it 
on thy head. 

Andel. She laughs to see me meta- 
morphosed. Rises 

Virtue. Woo me, and I’ll take off this 
ugly scorn. 

Vice. Woo me, and I’ll clap on another 
horn. 160 

Andel. I am beset with anguish, shame 
and death. 

0 bid the Fates work fast, and stop my 
breath. 

Fortune. No, Andelocia, thou must live 
to see 

Worse torments, for thy follies, light on 
thee. 

This golden tree, which did thine eyes en- 
tice, 

Was planted here by Vice: lo, here stands 
Vice: 

How often hast thou sued to win her grace? 

Andel. Till now, I never did behold her 
face. 

Fortune. Thou didst behold her at thy 
father’s death, 

When thou in scorn didst violate his will ; 

Thou didst behold her, \vhen thy stretched- 
out arm 

Catched at the highest bough, the loftiest 
vice. 

The fairest apple, but the foulest price; 

Thou didst behold her, when thy liquorish 
eye 

Fed on the beauty of fair Agripyne; 

Because th’ hadst gold, thou thought’st all 
women thine. 

When look’st thou off from her? for they 
whose souls 

Still revel in the nights of vanity. 

On the fair cheeks of Vice still fix their eye. 

Because her face doth shine, and all her 
bosom 


Bears silver moons, thou wast enamored 
of her. 

But hadst thou upward looked, and seen 
the.se shames, 

Or viewed her round about, and in this glass 
Seen idiots’ faces, heads of devils and hell. 
And read this 7/a, ha, he,’ this merry 
story. 

Thou wouldst have loathed her: where, by 
loving her, 

Thou bear’st this face, and wear’st this ugly 
head. 

And if she once can bring thee to this place. 
Loud sounds these 7/a, ha, /icf’is]’ she’ll 
laugh apace. sn 

Andel. 0, re-transform me to a glorious 
shape, 

And I will learn how I may love to hate her. 

Fortune. I cannot re-transform thee, woo 
this woman. 

Andel. This woman? wretched is my 
state, when I, 

To find out wisdom, to a fool must fly. 

Fortune. Fool, clear thine eyes, this is 
bright Arete, ^ 

This is poor Virtue, care not how the world 
Doth crown her head, the world laughs her 
to scorn, 

Yet ‘Sihl sapit,’ Virtue knows her worth. 
Run after her, she’ll give thee these and 
these, 219 

Crowns and bay-garlands, honors, victories: 
Serve her, and she will fetch thee pay from 
heaven, 

Or give thee some bright office in the stars. 

Andel. Immortal Arete, Virtue divine: 

Kneels 

0 smile on me, and I will still be thine. 

Virtue. Smile thou on me, and I will still 
be thine: 

Though I am jealous^ of thy apostasy, 

I’ll entertain thee: here, come taste this 
tree, 

Here’s physic for thy sick deformity. 

Andel. ’Tis bitter: this fruit I shall ne’er 
digest. 

Virtue. Try once again, the bitterness 
soon dies. ^ 

Vice. Mine’s sweet, taste mine. 

Virtue. But being down ’tis sour, 

And mine being down has a delicious taste. 
The path that leads to Virtue’s court is 

narrow, 

1 Virtue. * Suspicious. 
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Tliorny and up a liill, a bitter journey, 
But being gone tlirough, you find all heav- 
enly sweets. 

The entrance is all flinty, but at th’ end, 
To towers of pearl an<l crystal you ascend. 
Andcl. O delicate, O sweet Ambrosian * 
relish, 230 

And sec, my ugliness drops from my brows, 
Thanks, beauteous Arete: O had I now 
My hat and purse again, how I would shine, 
And gild my soul with none but thoughts 
divine. 

Fortune. That shall be tried, take fruit 
from both these trees. 

By help of them, win both thy purse and 
hat, 

I will instruct thee how, for on my wings 
To England shalt thou ride; thy virtuous 
brother 

Is, with that Shadow who attends on thee; 
In Lonrlon, there I’ll set thee presently. 

But if thou lose our favors once again, »o 
To taste her sweets, those sweets must 
prove thy banc. 

Virtue. Vice, who shall now bo crowned 
with victory? 

Vice. She that triumphs at last, and that 
must I. Exeunt 

[SCENE II] 

[London. The Court of Alhchlanc] 

Enter Atiiki.st.\ne. Lincoln with Acni- 
PVNE, Cvpiirs. G,\i,i>ow.\v. Cornw.\ll, 
Chester, Long.wh.le and Montrose 

Athel. Lincoln, how set’st thou her at 
liberty? 

Line. No other prison held her but your 
court. 

There in her chamber hath she hid herself 
Tliese two days; only to shake off that fear, 
Which her late violent rapture’ cast upon 
her. 

Cypr. Where hath the beauteous Agri- 
pyna been? 

Agrip. In heaven or hell, in or without 
the world, 

I know not which, for as I oft have seen, 
When angry Thamesis’ hath curled her 
locks, 

A whirlwind come, and from her frizzled 
brows, 10 

‘Ambrosial. 'Carrying off. ‘Thames. 


Snatch up a handful of those sweaty pearls, 
That stood upon her forehead, which awhile, 
Being by the bois’trous wind hung in the 
air. 

At length have flung them down and raised 
a storm, — 

Even with such fury was I wherried up, 

And by such force held prisoner in the 
clouds, 

And thrown by such a tempest down again. 
Corn. Some soul is damned in hell for 
this black deed. 

Agrip. I have the purse safe, and anon 
your grace 

Shall hear this wondrous history at full. » 
Cypr. Toll mo, tormentor, shall fair 
Agripync, 

Without more difTcrence* be now christened 
mine I 

Agrip. M3’ clioice must be my father’s fair 
consent. 

Athcl. Then shall thy choice end in this 
Cyprus prince. 

Before the sun shall six times more arise, 
Mis royal marriage will we solemnise. 
Proclaim this honored match 1 Come, Agri- 
Pyne, 

I am glad th’ art here, more glad the purse 
is mine. 

As they all arc going in, enter 
Andei/Ocia and Sha4,o\v, like Irish cosfer- 
mongers. Agripyne. Lonoavillk. and Mon- 
trose slay listening to them, the rest cjcwnt 
Both. Bu 3’ any apples, feenc apples of 
Tamasco,’ feenc Tnimisco peepins: peeps •> 
fccne,’ bu3’ Tainasco peepins. 

Agrip. Dnmasco apples? good my Lord 
Montrose, 

Call yonder follows. 

Mont. Sirrah coster-monger. 

Shad. Who calls: peeps of Tamasco, 
fecno peeps: Ay, fat 'tis de sweetest apple 
in dc world, ’tis better den de Pomewater, 
or apple John.* 

Andel. By my trat,® madam, ’tis reet 
Tamjusco peepins, look here els. « 

Shad. I dare not s^iv, as de Irishman my 
countiyman sa3', taste de goodness of de 
fruit: no. fnyt, ’tis farie tecre, mistriss, b3' 
Saint Patrick’s hand ’tis tecre Tamasco 
apple. 

' Discussion. • VArietics of Apples* 

* Daninscus, « Troth. 

* Pippins fine. 
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Agrip. The fairest fruit that ever I be- 
held. 

Damasco apples, wherefore are they good? 

Long. What is your price of half a score 
of these? 

Both. Half a score, half a score? dat is w 
does many,' mester. 

Long. Ay, ay, ten, half a score, that’s five 
and five. 

Andel. Feeve and feeve? By my trat and 
as Creeze save me la, I cannot tell wat be 
de price of feeve and feeve, but ’tis tree 
crown for one peepin, dat is de prez if you 
take ’em. 

Shad. Ay fat,“ ’tis no less for Tamasco. 

Agrip. Three crowns for one? what « 
wondrous virtues have they? 

Shad. 0, ’tis feene Tamasco apple, and 
shall make you a great teal wise, and make 
you no fool, and make feene memor>'. 

Andel. And make dis fash^ be more fair 
and amiable, and make dis eyes look always 
lovely, and make all de court and country 
burn in desire to kiss di none sweet counte- 
nance. 

Mont. Apples to make a lady beauti- « 
ful? Madam, that’s excellent. 

Agrip. These Irishmen, 

Some say, are great dissemblers, and I fear 
These two the badge of their own country 
wear. 

Andel. By my trat, and by Saint Pat- 
rick’s hand, and as Creez save me la, ’tis 
no dissembler: de Irishman now and den 
cut di countryman’s throat, but yet in fayt 
he love di countryman, ’tis no dissembler: 
dis feene Tamasco apple can make di » 
sweet countenance, but I can take no less 
but three crowns for one, I wear out my 
naked legs and my foots, and my tods,* 
and run bidder and didder to Tamasco for 
dem. 

Shad. As Creez save me la, he speaks 
true: Peeps feene. 

Agrip. I’ll try what power lies in Damasco 
fruit. 

Here are ten crowms for three. So fare you 
well. 

Mont. Lord Longaville, buy some. 

Long. I buy? not I: 

* Too many. 

* Faith. 

* . f 

^ * Explained as stockings, and clothes, why no 
toes? 


Hung them, they are toys; come, madam, 
let us go. 

Exeunt 

[Agripyxe. Loxg.aville and Montrose] 
Both. Saint Patrick and Saint Peter, and 
all de holy angels look upon dat fash and 
make it fair. 


[Re-]cnter Montrose softly 


Shad. Ha, ha, ha! she’s sped. I warrant. 
Andel. Peace, Shadow, buy any peepins, 
buy. 

Both. Peeps feene, feene Tamasco apples. 
Mont. Came not Lord Longaville to loo 
buy some fruit? 

Andel. No fat,' master, here came no 
lords nor ladies, but di none sweet self. 
Mont. 'Tis well, say nothing, here’s six 
crowns for two: 

You say the virtues are to make one strong. 

Both. Yes fat, and make sweet counte- 
nance and strong too. 

Mont. Tis excellent: here! farewell! if 
these prove, 

I’ll conquer men by strength, women by 
love. Fa'ii 

Andel. Ha, ha, ha! why this is rare, no 


[ReAenter Longaville 

Shad. Peace, master, here comes another 
fool. 

Both. Peepes feene, buy any peepes of 
Tamasco? 

Long. Did not the Lord Montrose re- 
turn to you? 

Both. No fat, sweet master, no lord did 

turn to us: peepes feene! 

Long. I am glad of it; here are nine 

crowns for three. no 

What are the virtues besides making fair? 
Andel. O. ’twill make thee wondrous wise. 
Shad. And dow shall be no more a fool, 

but sweet face and wise. 

Long. ’Tis rare, farewell. I never yet durst 

woo. 

None loves me: now I’ll try what these 
can do. Exit 

Andel. Ha, ha, ha. So, this is admirable, 
Shadow, here end my torments in Saint 
Patrick’s Purgatory, but thine shall con- 
tinue longer. 

» Faith. 
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Shad. Did I not clap on a good false w 
Irish face? 

Andcl. It became thee rarely. 

Shad. Yet that’s lamentable, that a false 

face should become anv man. 

% 

Andcl. Thou art a gull,’ tis all the fashion 
now, which fashion because we’ll keep, step 
thou abroad, let. not the world want fools; 
whilst thou art commencing thy knavery 
there, I’ll precede Dr. Dodipoll * here: that 
done, thou. Shadow, and I will fat* our n-* 
selves to behold the transformation of these 
fools; go fly. 

Shad. I fear nothing, but that whilst we 
strive to make others fools, we shall wear 
the cock’s combs ourselves. Pips fine, etc. 

Exit Sh.\dow 

Enter Ampedo 

Andel. ’Sheart, here’s my brother whom I 
have abused : 

His presence makes me blush, it strikes me 
dead, 

To think how I am metamorphosed. 

Feene peepins of Tamasco. etc. 

Amp. For shame cast off this mask. im 
Andcl. Wilt thou buy Jiny pips? 

Amp. Mock me no longer 
With idle apparitions: many a land 
Have I with weary feet and a sick soul 
Mea.sured to find thee; and when thou art 
found, 

My greatest grief is that thou art not lost. 
Vet lost thou art, thy fame, thy wealth are 
lost, 

Thy wits are lo.st, and thou hast in their 
stead, 

With shame and cares, and misery crowned 
thy head. 

That Shadow that pursues thee, filled mine 
oars loo 

With sad relation of thy wretchedness, 
Where is the purse, and where my wishing- 
hat ? 

Andcl. Where, and where? are you cre- 
atecl constable? ^’ou stand so much upon 
interrogatories. The purse is gone, let that 
fret you, and the hat is gone. let that mad* 
you: I run thus through all trades to over- 
take them, if you bo quiet, follow me, 

* Fool. 

* Thore \\i\s n contiinponiry pliiy of that title, but 
the per8on;ij(o wnn proverbial before that. 

* Feast. 

* Madden. 
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and help, if not, fly from me, and hang 
yourself. Wilt thou buy any pippins? it* 

Exit 

Amp. 0. how I grieve, to see him thus 
transformed? 

Yet from the circles of my jealous eyes 
Ho shall not start, till he have repossessed 
Those virtuous’ jewels, which found once 
again, 

More cause they ne’er shall give me to 
complain. 

Their worth shall be consumed in murdering 
flames, 

And end my grief, his riot, and our shames. 

Exit 

[ACT V, SCENE I] 

[London. The Court of Athehlane] 

Enter Athelst.ane, followed by Agripynb, 

Montrose, and Lono.aville with horns; 
then Lincoln and Cornwall 

Athol. In spite of sorcery try once again, 
Trj’ once more in contempt of all damned 
spells. 

Agrip. Your majesty fights with no mor* 
tal power. 

Shame, and not conquest, hangs upon [t]his 
strife. 

0, touch me not, you add but pain to pain, 
The more you cut, the more they grow 
again. 

Lmc. Is there no art to conjure down this 
scorn? 

I ne’er knew physic yet against the horn. 

Enter Cyprus 

Athcl. See, Prince of Cyprus, thy fair 
Agripyne 

Hath turned her beauty to deformity. *<* 

Cypr. Then I defy thee, love; vain 
hopes. aditMi, 

You have mocked mo long; in scorn I'll 
now mock you. 

I came to see how the Lord Longaville 
Was turned into a monster, and I find 
An object, which both strikes me dumb and 
blind. 

To-morrow should have been our marriage 
morn, 

> Valuable. 
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But now my bride is shame, thj' bridegroom 
scorn. 

0 tell me yet, is there no art, no charms, 
No desperate physic for this desperate 

wound? 

Athel. All means are tried, but no means 
can be found. 

Cypr. Then, England, farewell: hapless 
maid, thy stai*s. 

Through spiteful influence ' set our hearts at 
wars. 

1 am enforced to leave thee, and resign 
My love to grief. 

Enter Orleans and Galloway 

Agrip. All grief to Agripyne. 

Cypr. Adieu, I would say more, had I a 
tongue 

Able to help his master: mighty king, 

I humbly take my leave; to Cyprus I; 

My father’s son must all such shame defy. 

Exit 

Orle. So doth not Orleans; I defy all 
those w 

That love not Agripyne, and him defy, 
That dares but love her half so well as I. 

0 pardon me! I have in sorrow’s jail 
Been long tormented, long this mangled 

bosom 

Hath bled, and never durst expose her 
wounds, 

Till now, till now, when at thy beauteous 
feet 

1 offer love and life. 0, cast an eye 
Of mercy on me, this deformed face 
Cannot affright my soul from loving thee. 

Agrip. Talk not of love, good Orleans, 
but of hate. 

Orle. What sentence will my love pro- 
nounce on me? 

Gall. Will Orleans then be mad? 0 gentle 
friend. 

Orle. 0 gentle, gentle friend, I am not 
mad: 

He’s mad, whose eyes on painted cheeks do 
doat, 

0 Galloway, such read beauty’s book by 
rote. 

He’s mad, that pines for want of a gay 
flower, 

Which fades when grief doth blast, or sick- 
ness lower, 

^ The usual astrological word. 


Which heat doth wither, and white age’s 
frost 

Nips dead: such fairness, when ’tis found, 
’tis lost. 

I am not mad, for loving Agripyne, w 
My love looks on her eyes with eyes divine; 
I doat on the rich brightness of her mind, 
That sacred beauty strikes all other blind. 

0 make me happy then, since my de.sires 
Are set a-burning by love’s purest fires. 

Athcl. So thou wilt bear her far from 
England’s sight. 

Enjoy thy wishes. 

Agrip. Lock me in some cave. 

Where staring wonder’s eye shall not be 
guilty 

To my abhorred looks, and I will die « 
To thee, as full of love as misery. 

Athel. I am amazed and mad, some 
speckled soul 

Lies pawned for this in hell, without re- 
demption. 

Some fiend deludes us all. 

Corn. 0 unjust Fates, 

Why do you hide from us this mystery? 

Line. My Lord Montrose, how long have 
your brows worn 

This fashion? these two feather springs of 
horn? 

Mont. An Irish kerne ‘ sold me Damasco 
apples 

Some two hours since, and like a credulous 
fool — « 

He swearing to me that they had this power 
To make me strong in body, rich in mind— 

1 did believe his words, tasted his fruit. 
And since have been attired in this disguise. 

Long. I fear that villain hath beguiled 
me too. 

Com. Nay before God he hath not 
cozened you, 

You have it soundly. 

Long. Me he made believe, 

One apple of Damasco would inspire 
My thoughts with wisdom, and upon my 
cheeks “ 

Would cast such beauty that each lady’s 
eye, 

Which looked on me, should love me pres- 
ently. 

Agrip. Desire to look more fair, makes 
me more foul. 

* Peaeant soldier. 
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Those npples did entice my wandering eye, 
I'o be enamored of deformity. 

AthcL This proves that true, which oft I 
liave heard in schools, 

Tlio.-^c that would seem most wise, do turn 
most fools. 

Line. Here's your best hope, none needs 
to hide his face, 

For horned foreheads swarm in every place. 

Enter Chester with Andeixxta disguised as 

a French Doctor 

Athcl. Now, Chester, what physicians 
hast thou found? » 

Chest. Many, my liege, but none tluit 
have true skill 

To tamo sucli wild di.^enses: yet here’s one, 
A <loctor an<l a Frenchman, whom report 
Of Agripyne's* grief hath drawn to court. 
Athcl. Cure her, and England’s treasur>' 
shall stand, 

As free for thee to use, as rain from 
heaven. 

Mont. Cure me, and to thy coffers I will 
send 

More gold from Scotland than thy life can 
spend. 

Long. Cure Longaville, and all his wealth 
is thine. 

Andel. Ho Monsieur Long-villain, gra tno 
tanck you: Gra tunck your ma.die.'<ty a great 
teal artely by my trat : where be dis 
Madam Princeza dat be so mush tormenta? 
0 Jc.‘<hu: one, two: an tree, four an five, 
seez horn: Ha, ha, ha, pardona moy, prea 
wid al mine art, for by my trat, me can 
no point shosc but laugh, Ha, ha, ha, to 
mark how like tree bul-beggera, dey stand. 
0, by my trat and fat, di divela bo 
whoreson, scurvy, paltr>*, il favore knave no 
to mock do madam, and gentill-homc so: 
Ha, ha, ha, ha.’ 

Line. This doctor comes to mock your 
majesty. 

Andel. No, by my trat la, but me lova 
musha mu.«ha merymant: come, madam, 
preartely stand still, and letia me feel you. 
Dis horn, 0 ’tis pretty horn, dis bo facile, 
easy for pull de vey; but, ma<lam, dis O 
be grand, grand horn, difficil, and very 

• Porlinp?? for the meter’s Riikc Afjripjfna^s. 

^ This ••foreijrn” wtiieh \v;*is popular on tho 

of tlic tnoniont — witness Ilvnry V and The 
Alcrri/ of [rj*n<f^or^^iiccds no tluc illation. 
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deep; ’tis perilous, a grand laroone.’ But, 
madam, prea be patient, we shall take it 
off veil. 

Athcl. Thrice have we pared them off, 
but with fresh pain. 

In compass of a thouglit they rise again. 

Andel. It’s true, ’tis no easy mattra, to 
pull horn off, 'tis easy to pull on, but hard 
for pull off; some horn be so good fellow, 
he will still inhabit in de man’s pate, but 
'tis all one for tat, I shall snap away all i» 
dis. Madam, trust dis down into your little 
belly, 

Agrip. Father, I am in fear to taste his 
physic. 

First let him work experiments on those. 

Andel. I’ll savjcc you for your infidelity. 
In no place can I spy ray wishing-hat. 

Aside 

Long. Thou learned Frenchman, try thy 
skill on ino. 

More ugly than I am, I cannot be. 

Mont. Cure me, and Montrose wealth 
shall ail be thine. 

Andel. ’Tis all one for dat! Shall do i«> 
presently, madam, proa mark mo. Mon- 
sieur, shamp dis in your two shaps, so, now 
Monsieur Long-villain; dis so; now dis; 
fear noting, ’tis esheicnt medicine! so, now 
cram dis into your guts, and belly; so, now 
snap away dis whoreson four divela; Ha, 
ha, is no point good? 

Pulls Longaville’s* ^orn« off 
Athcl. This is most strange. 

Was’t painful, Longaville? 

Long. Ease took them off, and there re- 
mains no pain. » 

Agrip. O try thy .sacred physic on me. 
Andel. No. by my trat, ’tis no possibla, 
’tis no possibla. al de mattra, all de ting, 
nil do substance, all dc medicine, be among 
his and his belly: ’tis no possibla, till me 
prepare more. 

Athcl. Prepare it then, and thou shalt 
have more gold 

From England's coffers, than thy life can 
waste. 

Ayidcl, I must buy many costly tings, dat 
grow in Arabia, in Asia, ami America, by 
my trat, 'tis no possibla till anoder time, no 
point. 

Agrip. There’s nothing in the world, but 
may for gold 

‘ Uascal. a Q. Puls GoUou'Ciy’#. 
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Be bought in England; hold your lap, I’ll 
rain 

A shower of angels. 

Andel. Fie, fie, fie, fie, you no credit le 
docature? Ha, but vel, ’tis all one for tat: 
’tis no matter., for gold! vel, vel, vel, vel, 
vel, me have some more, prea say noting, 
shall be presently prepara for your horns, it® 
{aside) She has my purse, and yonder lies 
my hat. 

Work, brains, and once more make me for- 
tunate. — 

Vel, vel, vel, vel, be patient, madam, 
presently, presently! Be patient, me have 
two, three, four and five medicines for de 
horn: presently, madam, stand you der, 
prea wid all mine art, stand you all der, and 
say noting, — so! nor look noting dis vey. 
So presently, presently, madam, snip dis 
horn off wid the rushes and anoder ting jso 
by and by, by and by, by and by. Prea 
look none dis vey, and say noting. 

Gets his hat up 
Athel. Let no man speak, or look, upon 
his life. 

Doctor, none here shall rob thee of thy 
skill, 

Andel. So, taka dis hand: winck now, 
prea artely with you two nyes: why so. 
Would I were with my brother Ampedo! 

Exit with [Agripyne] 
Agrip. Help, father, help, I am hurried 
hence perforce. 

Athel. Draw weapons, where’s the prin- 
cess? follow him, 

Stay the French doctor, stay the doctor 
there. 

Cornwall and some other run 
out, and [re-lenter presently 
Com. Stay him! 'sheart, who dare stay 
him? ’tis the devil 

In likeness of a Frenchman, of a doctor. 
Look how a rascal kite having swept up 
A chicken in his claws, so flies this hell- 
hound 

In th’ air with Agripyne in his arms, 

OWe. Mount every man upon his swiftest 
horse. 

Fly several ways, he cannot bear her far. 
Gall. These paths we’ll beat. 

Exeunt Galloway and Orleans 
Lino. And this way shall be mine. 

[Exit] 


Corn. This way, my liege. I’ll ride. 

[Exit] 

Athel. And this way I: 200 

No matter which way, to seek misery. 

Exit Athel. 

Long. I can ride no way, to out-run my 
shame. 

Mont. Yes, Longaville, let’s gallop after 
too; 

Doubtless this doctor was that Irish devil, 
That cozened us, the medicine which he 
gave us 

Tasted like his Damasco villany. 

To horse, to horse, if we can catch this 
fiend, 

Our forked shame shall in his heart blood 
end. 

Long. 0 how this mads me, that all 
tongues in scorn, 

Which way soe’er I ride, cry, ’ware the 
horn ! 

Exeunt 

[SCENE II] 

[An open Space near London: a Prison and 
a Pair 0} Stocks in the background] 

Enter Andelocia unth Agripyne, Ampedo 
and Shadow [follomng] 

Agrip. 0 gentle Andelocia, pity me, 
Take off this infamy, or take my life. 

Andel. Your life? you think then that I 
am a true doctor indeed, that tie up my 
living in the knots of winding sheets; your 
life? no, keep your life, but deliver your 
purse: you know the thief’s salutation, — 
“Stand and deliver.” So, this is mine, and 
these yours: I'll teach you to live by the 
sweat of other men’s brows. w 

Shad. And to strive to be fairer than 

God made her. 

Andel Right, Shadow: therefore vanish, 
you have made me turn juggler, and cry 
“hey-pass,” ‘ but your horns shall not 

repass.* 

Agrip. 0 gentle Andelocia. 

Andel Andelocia is a nettle: if you touch 

him gently, he’ll sting you. 

Shad. Or a rose; if you pull his sweet » 

stalk he’ll prick you. 

1 Terms used in a children’s game, the point being 
to discover in which hand some small object is hid- 
den. Rhys. 
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Andd. Therefore not a word; go, trudge 
to your father. Sigh not for your purse, 
money may be got by you. as well as by the 
little Wel.^hwoinan in Cyprus, that had but 
one horn in her head; * you have two, and 
perhap.s you shall cast^ both. As you use 
me. mark those words well, “as you use 
me," nay, y’nrc best fly. I'll not endure 
one word more. Yet stay too, because 30 
you entreat me so gently, and that I'll 
make some amends to yoiir father, — al- 
though I care not for any king in Christen- 
dom, yet hold you, take this apple, eat it 
os you go to court, and your horns shall 
play the cowards and fall from you. 

Agrip. O gentle Andelocia. 

Andel. Nay, away, not a word. 

Shad. Ha, ha, ha! ’Ware horns I 

Exit Agripyne, weeping 
Andd. Whj’ dost thou laugh. Shadow? *0 
Shad. To see what a horn plague follows 
covetousness and pride. 

Amp. Brother, what mysteries lie in all 
this? 

Andel. Tricks, Ampedo, tricks, devices, 
and mad hieroglyphics, mirth, mirth, and 
melody. 0, there’s more music in this, than 
all the gamut airs, and so, fa res,'* in the 
world; here’s the purse, and here's the hat. 
because you shall be sure I'll not .start, m 
wear you this, you know its virtue. If 
danger beset you, fly and away: a sort of 
broken-shinned limping-legged jades run 
hobbling to seek us. Shadow, we’ll for all 
this have one fit of mirth more, to make 
us laugh and be fat. 

Shad. And when we are fat, master, we’ll 
do as all gluttons do, laugh and lie down. 

Andel. Hie thee to my chamber, make 
ready my richest attire. I’ll to court « 
presently. 

Shad. I’ll go to court in this attire, for 
apparel is but the shadow of a man, but 
shadow is the substance of his apparel. 

Exit Sn.ADOW 

Andd. Away, away, and meet me pres- 
ently.* 

Aynp. I had more need to cry away to 
thee. 

Away, away, with this wild lunacy, 

Away with riots. 

' A cont( ni|)<*rar>* pamphlet describes a Welsh* 
woman, thus afUictcd. 

^ LofiO. 

^ Airs uf the scale nnd songs. ♦ Directly, 


Andel. Awa/ with your purity,* brother, 
y’are an ass. Why doth this pui'se spit out to 
gold but to be spent? why lives a man in 
this world, to dwell in the suburbs of it, as 
you do? Away, foreign simplicity, away: 
are not eyes made to see fair ladies? hearts 
to love them? tongues to court them, and 
hands to feel them? Out, you stock, you 
stone, j'ou log’s end: Are not legs made to 
dance, and shall mine limp up and down 
the world after your cloth-stocking-heels?* 
You have the hat, keep it. .Anon I’ll visit » 
your virtuous countenance again; adieu 1 
Pleasure is my sweet mistress, I wear her 
love in my hat, and her soul in my heart: 
I have sworn to be merry, and in spite of 
Fortune and the black-browed Destinies, 
I’ll never be sad. Exit 

Amp. Go, fool; in spite of mirth, thou 
shalt bo sad. 

I’ll bury half thy pleasures in a grave 
Of hungry flames; this fire I did ordain 
To burn both pui-sc and hat: [Bums the 
hat] as this doth perish, » 

So shall the other; count what good and bad 
They both have wrought, the good is to the 
ill 

As a small pebble to n mighty hill. 

Thy glory and thy mischiefs here shall bum; 
Good gifts abused to man's confusion turn. 

Enter Longaville and Montrose inih 

Soldiers 

Long. This is his brother: soldiers, bind 
his arms. 

Mont. Bind arms and legs, and hale the 
fiend away. 

Amp. Uncivil: wherefore must I taste 
your spite? 

Long. Art thou not one of Fortunatus* 
sons? 

Amp. I am, b\it he did never do you 
wrong. too 

Long. The devil thy brother has; villain, 
look here. 

Mont. Where is the beauteous purse and 
wishing hat? 

Aynp. My brother Andelocia has the 
purse, 

This way he’ll come anon to pass to court 
Alas, that sin should make men's hearts so 
bold, 

* Puritunisni. ‘Common stockingii. 
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To kill their souls for the base thirst of 
gold. 

The wishing hat is burnt. 

Mont. Burnt? Soldiers, bind him. 

Tortures shall wring both hat and purse 
from you. 

Villain, I'll be revenged for that base scorn 
Thy hell-hound brother clapped upon my 
head. 

Long. And so will Longaville. 

Away with him! 

Mont. Drag him to yonder tower, there 
shackle him, 

And in a pair of stocks lock up his heels, 
And bid your wishing cap deliver you. 

[They put Ampedo in the stock.s] 
Give us the purse and hat, we’ll set thee 
free, 

Else rot to death and starve. 

Amp. 0 tyranny, 

You need not scorn the badge which you 
did bear; 

Beasts would you be, though horns you did 
not wear. 

Mont. Drag hence the cur: come, noble 
Longaville, 

One’s sure, and were the other fiend as fast. 
Their pride should cost their lives: their 
purse and hat 

Shall be both ours, we’ll share them equally. 
Long. That will be some amends for 
[h] arming me. 

Enter Andelocia, and Shadow after him 

Mont. Peace, Longaville, yonder the gal- 
lant comes. 

Long. Y’are well encountered. 

Andel. Thanks, Lord Longaville. 

Long. The king expects your presence at 
the court. 

Andel. And thither am I going. 

Shad. Pips fine, fine apples of Tamasco, 
ha, ha, ha! 

Mont. Wert thou that Irishman that 
cozened us? 

Shad. Pips fine, ha, ha, ha! no not I; not 
Shadow. 

Andel. Were not your apples delicate and 
rare? 

Long. The worst that e’er you sold; sirs, 
bind him fast. 

Andel. What, will you murder me? help, 
help, some help! 


Shad. Help, help, help! Exit Shadow 

Mont. Follow that dog, and stop his 
bawling throat. 

Andel. Villains, what means this barba- 
rous treachery? i*® 

Long. We mean to be revenged for our 
disgrace. 

Mont. And stop the golden current of thy 
waste. 

Andel. Murder! they murder me, 0 call 
for help. . 

Long. Thy voice is spent in vain; come, 
come, this purse. 

This well-spring of your prodigality. 

Andel. Are you appointed by the king 
to this? 

Mont. No, no; rise, spurn him upl [They 
put Andeloha in the stocks] know you 
who’s this? 

Afidel. My brother Ampedo? Alas, what 


fate 

iath made thy virtues so unfortunate? 
Amp. Thy riot and the wrong of these 

two lords, 

Iho causeless thus do starve me in this 
prison. 

Long. Strive not y’are best, villains, lift 
in his legs. 

Andel. Traitors to honor, what do you in- 
tend? 

Long. That riot shall in wretchedness 

have end. , 

luestion thy brother with what cost hes 

fed, 

md so assure thou shalt be banqueted. 

Exeunt ' [Longaville and Montrose] 
Amp. In want, in misery-, in woe and care, 
*oor Ampedo his fill hath surfeited . 
dy want is famine, bolts my miseiy. 

Ay care and woe should be thy portion. 
Andel. Give me that portion, for I have a 

heart 

lhall spend it freely, and make bank[e]rout 
"'he proudest woe that ever wet mans ^yes. 
iare, with a mischief! wherefore should I 

C£ir6? 

lave I rid side by side by mighty kings, 
fet be thus bridled now? I’ll tear these 

fsttBrs 

Vlurderl cry murder! Ampedo, aloud, 
ro bear this scorn our fortunes are too 

proud. 

» Q. They two. 
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Amp. O folly, thou hast power to make 
flesh plad, 

When the rich soul in wretchedness is clad. 
Andcl. Peace, fool, am not I fortune’s 
minion? iti 

These bands are but one wrinkle of her 
frown, 

This is her evening mask, her next mom’s 
eye 

Shall overshine the sun in majesty. 

Amp. But this sad night will make an 
end of me. 

Brother, farewell; grief, famine, sorrow, 
want, 

Have made an end of wretched Ampedo. 
Andcl. Where is the wishing-hat? 

Amp. Consumed in fire. 

Andcl. Accursed be those hands that did 
destroy it; ,» 

That would redeem us, did we now enjoy it. 
Amp. Wanton, farewell! I faint. Death’s 
frozen hand 

Congeals life’s little river in my breast. 

No man before his end is tnily blest. 

Dies 

Andcl. 0 miserable, miserable soul! 

Thus a foul life makes death to look more 
foul. 

[Rc-]cntcr Lonoavillb and Montrose urith 

a halter 

Long. Thus shall this golden purse 
divided be, 

One day for you, another day for mo. 
Mont. Of days anon, say, what determine 
you. 

Shall they have liberty, or shall they die? iw 
Long. Dio sure: and sec, I think the 
elder’s dead. 

Andcl. Ay, murderers, he is dead. 0 
sacred Wisdom, 

Had Fortunatus been enamoured 
Of thy celestial beauty, his two sons 
Had shined like two bright suns. 

Long. Pull hard, Montrose. 

Andcl. Come you to strangle me? are 
you the hangman? 

Hell-hounds, y'arc damned for this impiety. 
Fortune, forgive me! I deserve thy hate; 
Myself have made myself a reprobate. aw 
Virtue, forgive me! for I have transgressed 
Against thy laws; my vows are quite forgot, 


And therefore shame is fallen to my sin’s 
lot. 

Riches and knowledge are two gifts divine. 

They that abuse them both as I have done, 

To shame, to beggary, to hell must run. 

O conscience, hold thy sting, cease to afflict 
me. 

Be quick, tormentors, I desire to die; 

No death is equal to my miserj'. 

Cypnis, vain world and vanity, farewell, m 

Who builds his heaven on earth, is sure of 
hell. Dies 

Long. He’s dead: in some deep vault let’s 
throw their bodies. 

Mont. First let us see the purse. Lord 
Longaville. 

Long. Here 'tis, by this we’ll fill this 
tower with gold. 

Mont. Frenchman, this purse is counter- 
feit. 

Long. Thou Host. 

Scot, thou hast cozened me, give me the 
right. 

Else shall thy bosom be my weapon’s grave. 

Mont. Villain, thou shalt not rob me of 
my due. They fight 

Enter Athelstanb, Actipynb, Orleans, 

Galloway, Cornw.all, Chester, Lin- 
coln, and Shadow with weapons at 
one door: Fortune, Vice, and 
their Attendants at another 

door 

All. Lay hands upon the murderers, strike 
them down. no 

Fortujie. Surrender up this purse, for this 
is mine. 

All. Arc these tw’o devils, or some powers 
divine? 

Shad. 0 sec, see, 0 my two masters, poor 

Shadow’s substances; what shall I do? 

Whose body shall Shadow now follow? 

Fortune. Peace, idiot, thou shalt find rich 
heaps of fools. 

That will be proxul to entertain a sliadow, 

I charm thy babbling lips from troubling 
me. 

\ ou need not hold them, see, I smite them 
down 

Lower than hell : base souls, sink to your 
heaven. na 

\ iec. I do arrest you both my prisoners. 

Fortune, Stand not amazed, you gods of 
earth, at this. 
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She that arresteth these two fools is Vice, 
They have broke Virtue’s laws, Vice is her 
sergeant, 

Her jailer and her executioner. 

Look on those Cypriots, Fortunatus’ sons, 
They and their father were my minions, 

My name is Fortune. 

AIL 0 dread deity. 

Fortune. Kneel not to me : if Fortune list 
to frown, 

You need not fall down, for she’ll spurn you 
down ; 

Arise! but, fools, on you I’ll triumph thus: 
What have you gained by being covetous? 
This prodigal purse did Fortune’s bounteous 
hand 

Bestow on them, their riots made them 
poor, 

And set these marks of miserable death 
On all their pride, the famine of base gold 
Hath made your souls to murder’s hands be 
sold, 

Only to be called rich. But, idiots, see 
The virtues to be fled, Fortune hath caused 
it so; 

Those that will all devour, must all forego. 

Athel. Most sacred Goddess! 

Fortune. Peace, you flatterer. 

Thy tongue but heaps more vengeance on 
thy head. 

Fortune is angry with thee, in thee burns 
A greedy covetous fire, in Agripyne 
Pride like a monarch revels, and those sins 
Have led you blind-fold to your former 
shames, 

But Virtue pardoned you, and so doth For- 
tune. 

Athel. and Agrip. All thanks to both 
your sacred deities. 

Fortune. As for these metal-eaters, these 
base thieves. 

Who rather than they would be counted 
poor, 

Will dig through hell for gold, — ^you were 
forgiven 

By Virtue’s general pardon; her broad seal 
Gave you your lives, when she took off 
your horns. 

Yet having scarce one foot out of the jail, 
You tempt damnation by more desperate 
means 

You both are mortal, and your pains shall 
ring 


Through both your ears, to terrify your 
souls. 

As please the judgment of this mortal king. 

Athel. Fair Empress of the world, since 
you resign 271 

Your power to me, this sentence shall be 
mine: 

Thou shalt be tortured on a wheel to death. 

Thou with wild horses shalt be quartered. 

To Moxtrose and Longavillb 

Vice. Ha, ha, weak judge, weak judg- 
ment ; I reverse 

That sentence, for they are my prisoners. 

Embalm the bodies of those Cypriots, 

And honor them with princely burial. 

For those do as you please; but for these 
two, 

I kiss you both, I love you, y’are my 
minions. 

Untie their bands, Vice doth reprieve you 
both. 

I set you free. 

Both. Thanks, gracious deity. 

Vice. Begone, but you in liberty shall 
find 

More bondage than in chains; fools, get you 
hence, 

Both wander with tormented conscience.^ 

Long. 0 horrid judgment, that’s the hell 
indeed. 

Mont. Come, come, our death ne’er ends 
if conscience bleed. 

Both. 0 miserable, miserable men! 

Exeunt ILongaville and Montrose] 

Fortune. Fortune triumphs at this, yet to 
appear 

All like myself, that which from those I 
took. 

King Athelstane, I will bestow on thee. 

And in it the old virtue I infuse: 

But, king, take heed how thou my gifts dost 
use. 

England shall ne’er be poor, if England 
strive 

Rather by virtue than by wealth to thrive. 

Enter Virtue, croimied: Nymphs and 
Kings attending on her, crowned with 
olive branches and laurels: 
music sounding 

Vice. Virtue? alas good soul, she hides 
her head. 

* Trisyllabic. 
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Virtue. What envious tongue said, ‘Vir- 
tue hides lier head’? 

Vice. She that will drive thee into banish- 
ment. 

Fortune. She that hath conquered thee: 
liow dar’st thou come, »o 

Thus tricked in gaudy feathers, and thus 
guarded 

W’ith crowned kings and Muses, when thy 
foe 

Hath trod thus on thee, and now triumphs 

so? 

Where’s virtuous Ampedo? See, he’s her 
slave; 

For following thee, this recompense they 
have. 

Virtue. Is Ampedo her slave? Why, that's 
my glorj'. 

The idiot’s cap I once wore on my head, 
Did figure him; those that like him do 
muffle 

Virtue in clouds, and care not how she 
shine, 

I’ll make their glory like to his decline. 8i» 
He made no use of mo, but like a miser, 
Locked up his wealth in rusty bars of sloth; 
His face was beautiful, but wore a mask. 
And in the world's eyes seemed a black- 
amoor: 

So perish they that so keep Virtue poor. 
Vice. Thou art a fool to strive, I am more 
strong, 

And greater than thyself; then, Virtue, fly, 
And hide thy face, yield me the victory. 
Virtue. Is Vice higher than Virtue? that’s 
my gloiy, 

The higher that thou art, thou art more 
horrid : 

The world will love me for my comeliness. 
Fortune. Thine own self loves thyself: 
why on the heads 

Of Agripyne, Montrose, and Longavillc,— 
English, Scot, French— did Vice clap ugly 
horns. 

But to approve that English, French, and 
Scot, 

And all the world else, kneel and honor 
Vice ; 

But in no country. Virtue is of price I 
Virtue. Yes, in all countries Virtue is of 
price, 

In every kingdom some diviner breast 
Is more enamoured of me than the rest, mo 


Have English, Scot, and French bowed 
knees to thee? 

Why tliat’s my glory too, for by their 
shame. 

Men will abhor thee and adore my name. 
Fortune, thou art too weak, Vice, th’art a 
fool 

To fight with me; I suffered you awhile 
T’eclipse my brightness, but I now will 
shine. 

And make you swear your beauty’s base to 
mine. 

Fortune. Thou art too insolent; see, 
here’s a court 

Of mortal judges; let’s by them be tried, 
Which of us three shall most be deified, m 
I’ icc, I am content. 

Fortune. And I. 

Vfrfwc. So am not I. 

My judge shall be your sacred deity. 

[Turnir to Queen Euzabeth] 
Vice. 0 miserable me, I am undone. 

Exit Vice and her train 
All. O stop the horrid monster, 
rfr/uc. Let her run. 

Fortune, who conquers now. 

Fortune. Virtue. I see, 

Thou wilt triumph both over her and me. aw 
All. Empress of heaven and earth. 
Fortune. Why do you mock me? 

Kneel not to me, to her transfer your 
eyes, 

There sits the Queen of Chance, I bend my 
knees 

Lower than yours. Dread goddess, 'tis most 
meet 

That Fortune fall down at thy conquering 
feet. 

Thou sacred Empress that command’st the 
Fates, 

Forgive what I have to thy handmaid done. 
And at thy chariot wheels Fortune shall run, 
.\nd be thy captive, and to thee resign 
All powers which heaven’s large patent have 
made mine. 

Vir/iic. Fortune, th’art vanquislied. 
Sacred deity, 

O now pronounce who wins the victory. 
And yet that .sentence needs not, since alone. 
Your virtuous presence Vice hath over- 
thrown. 

Yet to confirm the conquest on yo\ir side. 
Look but on Fortunatus and his sons; 

Of all the wealth those gallants did possess. 
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Only poor Shadow is left, comfortless: 
Their glory’s faded a*-i their golden pride. 
Shad. Only poor Shadow tells how poor 
they died. 

Virtue. All that they had, or mortal men 
can have, 

Sends onlj' but a Shadow from the grave. 
Virtue alone lives still, ^ and lives in you; 

I am a counterfeit, you are the true; 

I am a shadow, at your feet I fall, 

Begging for these, and these, myself and all. 
All these that thus do kneel before your 
eyes. 

Are shadows like myself: dread nymph, it 
lies 

In you to make us substances. 0 do it 1 aso 
Virtue I am sure you love, she wooes you 
to it. 

I read a verdict in your sun-like eyes, 

And this it is: Virtue the victory. 

All. All loudly cry. Virtue the victory! 
Fortune. Virtue the victory! for joy of 
this, 

Those self-same hymns which you to For- 
tune sung 

Let them be now in Virtue’s honor rung. 

Thb Song 

Virtue smiles: cry holiday 
Dimples on her cheeks do dwell, 

Virtue frowns, cry welladay, 

Her love is heaven, her hate is hell. 
Since heaven and hell obey her power, 
Tremble when her eyes do lower. 

Since heaven and hell her power obey, 
Where she smiles, cry holiday. 

Holiday with joy we cry. 

And bend, and bend, and merrily, 
Sing hymns to Virtue’s deity : 

Sing hymns to Virtue’s deity. 


THE EPILOGUE AT COURT 

1 Old. Nay stay, poor pilgrims, when I 
entered first 

The circle of this bright celestial sphere, 

I wept for joy, now I could weep for fear. 

2 Old. I fear we all like mortal men shall 
prove 

Weak, not in love, but in expressing love. 

1 Old. Let every one beg once more on 
his knee ' 

One pardon for himself, and one for me; 

For I enticed you hither. 0 dear Goddess, 

Breathe life in our numbed spirits with one 
smile, 

And from this cold earth, we with lively 
souls 

Shall rise like men new-born, and make 
heaven sound 

With hymns sung to thy name, and prayers 
that we 

May once a year so oft enjoy this sight. 

Till these young boys change their curled 
locks to white, 

And when grey-wingM age sits on their 
heads. 

That so their children may supply their 
steads, 

And that heaven’s great arithmetician, 

Who in the scales of number weighs the 
world, 

Maj' still to forty-two add one year more, 

And still add one to one, that went before, » 

And multiply four tens by many a ten: 

To this I cry. Amen. 

All. Amen, amen! 

1 Old. Good-night, dear mistress, those 
that wish thee harm. 

Thus let them stoop under destruction’s 
arm. 

All. Amen, amen, amen! Exeunt 


As they all offer to go in, enter the 

Two Old Men 


This is an admirable adaptation of the custom of 
1 ^ « nlfiv in oraver for the 


queen* 


‘Ever. 
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Only two old editions of A Woman Killed with Kindnesfi remain extant: that of 
1607 and that of 1617. As the latter is described on the title page as “the third 
edition,’' it is to be presumed that another earlier edition once existed. According to 
Miss Bates, who has most recently edited this play (for the Belles Lettres Scries 
1917), the quarto of 1617 is by far the better in text; and this has been substantially 
followed here, not without regard for the previous labors as well of Collier, Verity 
and Ward. Two entries of Henslowc’s Diary as to payments for Heywood’s play 
in March, 1603, go to show that A Woman Killed ivith Kindness was on the stage 
at least in that year and that it was acted by the Earl of Worcester’s players, after- 
wards known as Queen Anne’s. But as this company acted variously at* the Rose, 
the Fortune and elsewhere, we can not be sure of the playhouse. A U’owwi KUled 
with Kindness is a typical specimen of the domestic drama. Heywood’s real source 
is life, not literary' story, and this despite similarities in outline referred to Italian 
fiction as represented in Painter’s Paleice of Pleasure (Part I. 58 for the main plot, 

43 for the underplot). I take issue with those who call the pathos of this play senti- 
mental. 

Thomas Heywood was bom about 1570 and a family connection with the old wTitcr 
of interludes, John Heywood, has been claimed for him. He was sometime fellow of 
Peterhouse, Cambridge and is traceable in Southwark and elsewhere about London. 
His earliest work was perhaps The Fcnir Prentices of London, about 1592, and he 
continued a fertile writer for the Admiral’s men, Worcester’s, and Queen Anne’s 
company and others throughout a long life, dying as late as 1641. Heyw’ood was 
a pamphleteer as well as a dramatist. Among his many excellent plays may be named 
Edward IV, The En^rish Traveller. Fortune by Land and Sea, The. Fair Maid of the 
Westand The H we Woman of llogsden. In admiration for liis modest and efficient 
art Charles Lamb dubbed Heywood “our prose Shakespeare.” There is not one of 
his numerous plays without its interest. 

Heywood’s plays have not been reprinted entire since the perfunctory Pearson's 

Repnni. 6 vols., 1874. The Mermaid edition by A. W. Verity, 1888, includes the best 
known plays. 
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Scene: The House of Frankford, Chevy Chase, a Jad, Mountford’s House, and elsewhere 

in Yorkshire.] 



PROLOGUE 


I come but like a harbinger/ being sent 
To tell you what these preparations mean. 

Look for no glorious state; our Muse is bent 
Upon a barren subject, a bare scene. 

We could afford this twig a timber-tree. 

Whoso strength might boldly on your favors build; 

Our russet, tissue; drone, a honey-bee; 

Our barren plot, a large and spacious field; 

Our coarse fare, banquets; our thin water, wine; 

Our brook, a sea; our bat’s eyes, eagle’s sight; 

Our poets dull and earthy Muse, divine; 

Our ravens, doves; our crow’s black feathers, white. 

But gentle thoughts, when tliey may give the foil. 

Save them that yield, and spare where they may spoil. 

*The officer who precedes tlie court to nrraiiKe for its eiiterUiameat 


A WOMAN KILLED WITH KINDNESS 

Thomas Heywood 


[ACT I. SCENE I] 

[Room in Frankjord's House] 

Enter Master John Frankford, Mistress 

Annb [Frankford,] Sir Francis Acton, 
Sir Charles Mountford, Master 
Malby, Master Wendoll, and 
Master Cranwell 

Sir F. Some music, there! None lead the 
bride a dance? 

Sir C. Yes, would she dance The Shaking 
of the Sheets;^ 

But that’s the dance her husband means to 
lead her. 

Wen. That’s not the dance that every 
man must dance, 

According to the ballad. 

Sir F. Music, hoi 

By your leave, sister, — by your husband’s 
leave, 

I should have said, — the hand that but this 
day 

Was given you in the church I’ll borrow. — 
Sound 1 

This marriage music hoists me from the 
ground. 

Frank. Ay, you may caper; you are light 
and free ! 

Marriage hath yoked my heels; pray, then, 
pardon me. 

Sir F. I’ll have you dance too, brother! 

Sir C. Master Frankford, 

Y’are a happy man, sir, and much joy 
Succeed your marriage mirth: you have a 
wife 

So qualified, and with such ornaments 
Both of the mind and body. First, her 
birth 

Is noble, and her education such 
^ might become the daughter of a prince ; 
Her own tongue speaks all tongues, and her 
own hand 

Can teach all strings to speak in their best 
grace, » 

* A popular tune. 


From the shrill’st treble to the hoarsest base. 
To end her many praises in one word, 
She’s Beauty and Perfection's eldest daugh- 
ter, 

Only found by yours, though many a heart 
hath sought her. 

Frank. But that I know your virtues and 
chaste thoughts, 

I should be jealous of your praise, Sir 
Charles. 

Cran. He speaks no more than you ap- 
prove. 

Mai Nor flatters he that gives to her her 
due. 

Anne. 1 would your praise could find a 
fitter theme 

Than my imperfect beauty to speak on! » 
Such as they be, if they my husband please 
They suffice me now I am married. 

This sweet content is like a flattering glass, 
To make my face seem fairer to mine eye; 
But the least wrinkle from his stormy brow 
■Will blast the roses in my cheeks that grow. 

Sir F. A perfect wife already, meek and 
patient! 

How strangely the word husband fits your 
mouth, 

Not married three hours since! Sister, ’tis 
good; 

You that begin betimes thus must needs 

prove “ 

Pliant and duteous in your husband’s love.— 
Gramercies," brother! Wrought her to’t al- 
ready, — 

‘Sweet husband,’ and a curtsey, the first 
day? 

Mark this, mark this, you that are bach- 
elors, 

And never took the grace* of honest man; 
Mark this, against* you many, this one 
phrase : 

In a good time that man both wins and 
woos 

That takes his wife down in her wedding 
shoes.* 


»Many thanks. 

* Attained the djgnity. 


* When. 

* A common proverb. 
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Frank. Your sister takes not after you, 
Sir Francis: 

All his wild blood your father spent on you; 
He got her in his age, when he grew civil. « 
All his mad tricks were to his land entailed, 
And you are heir to all ; your sister, she 
Hath to her dower her mother’s modesty. 
Sir C. Lord, sir, in what a happy state 
live youl 

This morning, which to many seems a 
burden, 

Too heavy to bear, is unto you a pleasure. 
This lady is no clog, as many are; 

She doth become you like a well-made suit, 
In which the tailor hath used all his art; « 
Not like a thick coat of unseasoned frieze,' 
Forced on your back in summer. She’s no 
chain 

To tie your neck, and curb ye to the yoke; 
But she’s a chain of gold to adorn your 
neck. 

You both adorn each other, and your 
hands,* 

Methinks, are matches. There’s equality 
In this fair combination; y’are both 
Scholars, both young, both being descended 
nobly. 

There’s music in this sympathy; it carries 
Consort and expectation of much joy, n 
Which God bestow on you from this first 
day 

Until your dissolution, — that’s for ayel 
Sir F. We keep you here too long, good 
brother Frankford. 

Into the hall ; away ! Go cheer your guests. 
What! Bride and bridegroom both with- 
drawn at once? 

If you be missed, the guests will doubt their 
welcome. 

And charge you with unkindness. 

Frank. To prevent* it, 

I’ll leave you here, to see the dance within. 
Anne. And so will I. 

[Exeunt Frankford and 
Mistress Frankford] 
Sir F. To part you it were sin.— 

Now, gallants, while the town musicians » 
Finger their frets* within, and the mad lads 
And country lasses, every mother’s child, 

* Coarse cloth. 

> Your power is equal, perhaps. 

* Anticipate. 

* The points at which the string arc stopped on 
the lute. 


With nosegays and bride-laces* in their 
hats, 

Dance all their country measures, rounds 
and jigs. 

What shall we do? Hark! They’re all on 
the hoigh ; * 

They toil like mill-horses, and turn as 
round, — 

Marry, not on the toe! Ay, and they caper. 
Not without cutting; you shall see, to- 
morrow, 

The hall-floor pecked and dinted like a mill- 
stone, 

Made with their high shoes. Though their 
skill be small, » 

Yet they tread heavy where their hobnails 
fall. 

Sir C. Well, leave them to their sports! — 
Sir Francis Acton, 

I’ll make a match with youl Meet to- 
morrow 

At Chevy Chase; I’ll fly my hawk with 
yours. 

Sir F. For what? for what? 

Sir C. Why, for a hundred pound. 

Sir F. Pawn me some gold of that! 

Sir C. Here are ten angels;* 

I’ll make them good a hundred pound to- 
morrow 

Upon my hawk’s wing. 

•^ir. F . Tis a match ; 'tis done. 

Another hundred pound upon your dogs; — 
Dare ye, Sir Charles? 

Sir C. 1 dare ; were I sure to lose, loo 
I durst do more than that; here’s my hand. 
The first course * for a hundred pound ! 

Sir F . A match. 

Wen. Ten angels on Sir Francis Acton’s 
hawk ; 

As much upon his dogsl 

Cran. 1 am for Sir Charles Mountford: I 
have seen 

His hawk and dog both tried. What! Clap 
ye hands,® 

Or is’t no bargain? 

Wen. Yes, and stake them down. 

Were they five hundred, they were all my 
own. 

Sir F. Be stirring early with the lark to- 
morrow ; 

I’ll rise into my saddle ere the sun uo 

‘ Streamers. * Running. 

» Out of bound*. • Shake hands. 

* Hold coina. 
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Rise from his bed. 

Sir C. If there you miss me, say 

I am no gentleman! I’ll hold my day. 

Sir F. It holds on all sides.— Come, to- 
night let’s dance; 

Early to-morrow let’s prepare to ride: 

We had need be three hours up before the 
bride. [Exeunt] 

[SCENE II] 

[Yard of the Some] 

Enter Nick and Jenkin, Jack Sume, 
Roger Brickb.at, with Country Wenches, 
and two or three Mu^cians 

Jen. Come, Nick, take you Joan Miniver, 
to trace withal; Jack Slime, traverse you 
with Cicely Milkpail; I will take Jane 
Trubkin, and Roger Brickbat shall have 
Isabel Motley. And now that they are busy 
in the parlor, come, strike up; we’ll have a 
crash* here in the yard. 

Nick. My humor is not compendious: 
dancing I possess not, though I can foot it , 
yet, since I am fallen into the hands of »> 
Cicely Milkpail, I consent. 

Slime. Truly, Nick, though we were never 
brought up like serving courtiers, yet we 
have been brought up with serving crea- 
tures, — ay, and God’s creatures, too; for we 
have been brought up to serve sheep, oxen, 
horses, hogs, and such like; and, though we 
be but country fellows, it may be 
way of dancing we can do the horse-trick 

as well as the serving-men. 

Brick. Ay, and the cross-point* too. 

Jen. 0 Slime I 0 Brickbat I Do not you 
know that comparisons are odious? Now 
we are odious ourselves, too ; therefore there 
are no comparisons to be made betwixt us. 

Nick. I am sudden, and not superfluous, 
I am quarrelsome, and not seditious; 

I am peaceable, and not contentious; 

I am brief, and not compendious. 

Slime. Foot it quickly! If the music » 
overcome not my melancholy, I shall 
quarrel; and if they suddenly do not strike 
up, I shall presently strike thee down. 

Jen. No quarrelling, for God's sake 
Truly, if you do, I shall set a knave be- 
tween ye, 

» Frolic. 'Steps in dancing. 


Slime. I come to dance, not to quarrel. 
Come, what shall it be? Rogero?' 

Jen. Rogero? No; we will dance The 
Beginnmg of the World. « 

Cicely. I love no dance so well as John 
come kiss me now. 

Nick. I that have ere now deserved a 
cushion, call for the Cushion^dance. 

Brick. For my part, I like nothing so 
well as Tom Tyler. 

Jen. No; we’ll have The Hunting of the 
Fox. 

Slime. The Hay, The Hay! There’s noth- 
ing like The Hay* 

Nick. I have said, do say, and will say 
again 

Jen. Every man agree to have it as JNick 
says! 

All. Content. 

Nick. It hath been, it now is, and it shall 
be 

Cicely. What, Master Nicholas? What? 

Nick. Put on your Smock d Monday. 

Jen. So the dance will come cleanly* « 
off! Come, for God’s sake, agree of some- 
thing: if you like not that, put it to the 
musicians ; or let me speak for all, and we 11 
have SellengeFs Round. 

All. That, that, that I . ^ ^ 

Nick. No, I am resolved thus it shall be : 

First take hands, then take ye to your heels! 
Jen. Why, would you have us run away? 
Nick. No; but I would have ye shake 
your heels.— Music, strike up I w 

They dance; Nick dancing, speaks 
stately and scurvily,* the rest, 
after the country fashion 
Jen Hey! Lively, my lasses! Here’s a 
turn for thee! [Exeunt] 

[SCENE ni] 

[Chevy Chase] 

Wind horns. Enter Sir Charles [Mounts 
ford,] Sir Francis [Acton,] Malby, 
Cranwell, Wendoll, Falconer, 
and Huntsmen 

Sir C. So; well cast off!’ Aloft, aloft! 
Well flown! 

iThis and the several others are^the titles of well 
known dance tunes most of which have descended 

to US* 

Ni'elf '■ ‘ Atsurdl,. " Started. 
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O, now she takes her at the souse,* and You keep not one go...d hound in all your 


strikes her 

Down to th’ earth, like a swift thunder-clap. 
Wen. She hath struck ten angels out of 
my way. 

Sir F. A hundrea pound from me. 

Sir C. Wljat, falconerl 
Falc. At hand, sir I 

Sir C. Now she hath seized the fowl and 
’gins to plume her,* 

Rebeck* her not; rather stand still and 
check her! 

So, seize her gets,* her jesses,* and her bells! 
Away I u 

Sir F. My hawk kill’d, too. 

Sir C. Ay, but ’twas at the querre,* 

Not at the mount, like mine. 

Sir F. Judgment, my masters! 

Cran. Yours mis.s’d her at the ferre.* 
Wen. Ay, but our merlin first had plumed 
the fowl, 

And twice renewed* her from the river too. 
Her bells. Sir Franci.s, had not both one 
weight, 

Nor was one semi-tune above the other. 
Methinks, these Milan bells do sound too 
full, 

And spoil the mounting of your hawk. 

Sir C. ’Tis lost. =0 

Sir F. I grant it not. Mine likewise 
seized a fowl 

Wilhin her talons, and you saw her paws 
Full of the feathers; both her petty singles® 
Anti her long singles griped her more than 
othtT ; 

The torrials” of her logs were stained with 
blood , 

Not of the fowl only, she did discomfit 
Some of her feathers; but she brake away. 
Come, come; your hawk is but a rifler.*‘ 

Sir C How! 

Sir F. Ay, and your dogs arc triudle- 
tails” and curs. 

Sir C. You stir my blood. » 

’ Swoop. 3 Scatter (cat)iers!. 

* Call bark. 

* Doubtless some part of the hawk’s harness. 
I.i'K-strup.s. 

•Quarry, “the swoop upon the binl.” (N. E. D.) 
’ I'erhap.s at a higher point. 

* .tttacked again. 

^ Toes. 

V.'iriously explained as talons, or perhaps the 
terrt'ts, leatlier straps by which bells weiv attached 
to tlie hawk's logs (Bates), 

Bungler. 

” Kxt)hiined curly-tailed, more likely over long- 
tailed. 


kennel. 

Nor one good hawk upon your perch. 

5ir F. How, knight ! 

Sir C. So, knight. You will not swagger,* 
sir? 

Sir F. Why, say I did? 

Sir C. Why, sir, 

I say you would gain as much l)y swag- 
gering 

As you liave got by wagers on your dogs. 

You will come short in all things. 

Sir F. Not in this! 

Now ril strike home. 

[Strikes Sir Ch.arles] 

Sir C. Thou shalt to thy long home, 

Or I will want my will. 

Sir F. All they that love Sir Francis, 
follow me! » 

Sir C. All that affect Sir Charles, draw on 
my part! 

Cran. On this side heaves my hand. 

Wen. Here goes my heart. 

They divide themselves. Sir Charles 
Mountford, Cranwell, Falconer, and 
Huntsman, fiyht agahist Sir Franqs 
Acton, Wbndoll, his Falconer and 
Huntsman; and Sir Charles hath the 
belter, and beats therii aivay, killing 
both of Sir Francis his men. [Exeunt 
all but] Sir Ch.\rlf.s Mountford. 

Sir C. My God, what have I done! What 
have I done! 

My rage hath phmgcd into a sea of blood, 

In wliich my soul lies drowned. Poor inno- 
cents, 

For whom we are to answer! Well, ’tis 
done, 

.•\nd I remain the victor. A great conquest, 

Wlion I would give this right hand, nay, 
this head, 

To breathe in them new life whom I have 
slain! — 

Forgive me, God! ’Twas in the heat of 
blood, w 

And anger quite removes me from myself. 

It was not I, but rage, did this vile murder; 

Yet I, and not my rage, must answer it. 

Sir Francis Acton, he is fled the field; 

With him all those tliat did partake his 
quarrel ; 

And I am left alone with sorrow dumb, 

And in my height of conquest overcome. 

• DIuy the bully. 
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Enter Susan 

Susan. 0 God! My brother wounded 
’mong the dead! 

Unhappy jests, that in such earnest ends! 
The rumor of this fear stretched to my 
ears, 

And I am come to know if you be wounded. 
Sir C. 0, sister, sister! Wounded at the 
heart. 

Susan. My God forbid! 

Sir C. In doing that thing which he for- 
bad, 

I am wounded, sister. 

Susan. I hope, not at the heart. 

Sir C. Yes, at the heart. 

Susan. O God! A surgeon, there. 

Sir C. Call me a surgeon, sister, for my 
soul! 

The sin of murder, it hath pierced my heart 
And made a wide wound there; but for 
these scratches, 

They are nothing, nothing. 

Susan. Charles, what have you done? ™ 
Sir Francis hath great friends, and will pur- 
sue you 

Unto the utmost danger' of the law. 

Sir C. My conscience hath become mine 
enemy, 

And will pursue me more than Acton can. 
Susan. 0! Fly, sweet brother! 

Sir C. Shall I fly from thee? 

Why, Sue, art weary of my company? 
Susan. Fly from your foe! 

Sir C. You, sister, are my friend, 

And flying you, I shall pursue my end. 
Susan. Your company is as my eyeball 
dear; 

Being far from you, no comfort can be near. 
Yet fly to save your life ! What would I 
care . 

To spend my future age in black despair, 

So you were safe? And yet to live one week 
Without my brother Charles, through ever>' 
cheek 

My streaming tears would downwards run 
so rank,* 

Till they could set on either side a bank. 
And in the midst a channel ; so my face 
For two salt-water brooks shall still find 
place. 

Sir C. Thou shalt* not weep so much; 
for I will stay, 

* Penalty. * Excessively. * Q2 shall. 


In spite of danger’s teeth. I’ll live with 
thee, ^ 

Or I‘ll not live at all. I w'ill not sell 
My country and my father’s patrimony, 
Nor' thy sweet sight, for a vain hope of 
life. 

Enter SherifJ, with Officers 

Shcr. Sir Charles, I am made the un- 
willing instrument 
Of your attach' and apprehension. 

I’m sorry that the blood of innocent men 
Should be of you exacted.® It was told me 
That you were guarded with a troop of 
friends, 

And therefore I come thus armed. 

Sir C. 0, Master Sheriff! 

I came into the field with many friends, iw 
But see, they all have left me; only one 
Clings to my sad misfortune, my dear sister. 
I know you for an honest gentleman; 

I yield my weapons, and submit to you. 
Convey me where you please! 

Sher. To prison, then, 

To answer for the lives of these dead men. 
Susan. 0 God! 0 God! 

Sir C. Sweet sister, every strain 

Of sorrow from your heart augments my 
pain ; 

Your grief abounds,^ and hits against my 
breast. 

Sher. Sir, will you go? 

C Even where it likes you best. 

[Exeunt] 

[ACT II, SCENE I] 

[Frankford's House] 

Enter Frankford in a study 

Frank. How happy am I amongst other 

That in my mean estate embrace content! 

I am a gentleman, and by my birth 
Companion with a king; a king’s no more. 
I am possessed of many fair revenues, 
Sufficient to maintain a gentleman; 
Touching my mind, I am studied m all 

The riches of my thoughts and of my time 


» Q2 Nov. 
' Arrest. 


* Thus Ql. 

* Rebounds, 
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Have been a good proficient; * but, the chief 
Of all the sweet felicities on earth, lo 

I have a fair, a chaste, and loving wife, 
Perfection all, all truth, all ornament. 

If man on earth may truly happy be. 

Of these at once possessed, sure, I am he. 

Enter Nicholas 

Nick. Sir, there’s a gentleman attends 
without 

To speak with you. 

Frank. On horseback? 

Nick. Yes, on horseback. 

Frank. Entreat him to alight, and I’ll 
attend him. 

Know’.st thou him. Nick? 

Nick. Know him? Yes; his name’s 
Wcndoll 

It seems, ho comes in haste: his horse is 
booted ^ 

Up to the flank in mire, himself all spotted 
And stained with plashing. Sure, he rid in 
fear, n 

Or for a wager. Horse and man both sweat ; 
I ne’er saw two in such a smoking heat. 

Frank. Entreat him in: about it in- 
stantly! [Exit Nicholvs] 

This Wendoll I have noted, and his carriage 
Hath pleased me much; by observation 
I have noted many good deserts in him. 
He’s afTable, and seen* in many things; 
Discourses well; a good companion; 

And though of small means, yet a gentle- 
man 90 

Of a good house, somewhat pressed by want. 
I have preferred him to a second place 
In my opinion and my best regard. 

Enter Wendoll, Mistress Frankford, and 

Nicholas 

Anne. 0, Master Frankford! Master 
Wendoll hero 

Brings you the strangest news that e'er you 
heard. 

Frank. What news, sweet wife? What 
news, good Master Wcndoll? 

Wen. You knew the match made ’twixt 
Sir Francis Acton 
And Sir Charles Mountford? 


Frank. True ; with their 

hounds and hawks? 

Wen. The matches were both played. 

Frank. Ha? And which won? 

Wen. Sir Francis, your wife’s brother, had 
the worst, to 

And lost the wager. 

Frank. Why, the worse his chance; 

Perhaps the fortune of some other day 
Will change his luck. 

Anne. 0, but you hear not all. 

Sir Francis lost, and yet was loath to yield. 
At length the two knights grew to difference. 
From words to blows, and so to banding^ 
sides; 

Where valorous Sir Charles slew, in his 
spleen. 

Two of your brother’s men, — his falconer, 
And his good huntsman, whom he loved so 
well. 

More men were wounded, no more slain 
outright. 60 

Frank. Now, trust me, I am sorry for the 
knight. 

But is my brother safe? 

IFcn. All whole and sound, 

His body not being blemished with one 
wound. 

But poor Sir Charles is to the prison led, 
To answer at th’ assize * for them that’s 
dead. 

Frank. I thank your pains, sir. Had the 
news been better, 

Your will was to have brought it, Master 
Wcndoll, 

Sir Charles will find hard friends; his case 
is heinou§. 

And will be most severely censured on.* 

I’m sorry for him. sir, a word with youl » 
I know you, sir, to be a gentleman 
In all things; your possibility but mean: 
Please you to use my table and my purse; 
They’re yours. 

Wen. O Lord, sir I I shall ne’er deserve it. 

Frank. O sir, disparage not your worth 
too much: 

You are full of quality* and fair desert. 
Choose of my men wliich shall attend you, 
sir, 

And he is yours. I will allow you, sir, 

Your man, your gelding, and your table, all 
At my own charge; be my companion 1 


* I have clone well In, 

* Splnslu-d. 

* Skilled. 


* Tukinff. 

* In court. 


• Judged. 

* Accomplislimcnt. 
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Wen. Master Frankford, I have oft been 
bound to you 

By many favors; this exceeds them all, 

That I shall never merit your least favor; 

But when your last remembrance I forget, 

Heaven at my soul exact that weighty debt! 
Frank. There needs no protestation; for I 
know you 

Virtuous, and therefore grateful. — Prithee, 
Nan, 

Use him with all thy loving’st courtesy I 
Anne. As far as modesty may well extend. 

It is my duty to receive your friend. “ 
Frank. To dinner! Come, sir, from this 
present day, 

Welcome to me for ever! Come, away! 

[Exeunt Frankford, Mistress 
Frankford, and Wendoll] 
Nick. I do not like this fellow by no 
means: 

I never see him but my heart still yearns.* 

Zounds! I could fight with him, yet know 
not why; 

The devil and he are all one in mine eye. 


Enter Jenkin 

Jen. 0 Nick! What gentleman is that, 
that comes to lie* at our house? My 
master allows him one to wait on him, and 
I believ? it will fall to thy lot. “ 

Nick. I love my master; by these hilts, 

I do; 

But rather than I’ll ever come to serve him, 
I’ll turn away my master. 


Enter Cicely 


Cie. Nich’lasI where are you, Nich’las? 
Vou must come in, Nich’las, and help the 
gentleman off with his boots. 

Nick, If I pluck off his boots, I’ll eat the 
spurs, 

And they shall stick fast in my throat like 
burrs. 

Cic. Then, Jenkin, come you! 

Jen. Nay, ’tis no boot^ for me to deny 
it. My master hath given me a coat here, 
but he takes pains himself to brush it once 
or twice a day with a hollywand. 


* Grieves. 

* Lodge. 

A soldier’s oath, and absurd here. 
Use. 


intentionally. 


Cic. Come, come, make haste, that you 
may wash your hands again, and help to 
serve in dinner! 

Jen. You may see, my masters, though 
it be afternoon with you, ’tis but 
early days with us. for we have not dined 
yet. Stay but a little; I’ll but go in and uo 
help to bear up the first course, and come to 
you again presently. Exeunt 


[SCENE II] 
[The Gaol} 


Enter Malby and Cranwell 


Mai. This is the sessions-day ; pray can 
you tell me 

How young Sir Charles hath sped?* Is he 
acquit,* 

Or must he try the laws’ strict penalty? 

Cran. He’s cleared of all, spite of his ene- 
mies, 

Whose earnest labor was to take his life. 

But in this suit of pardon * he hath spent 

All the revenues that his father left him; 

And he is now turned a plain countiy^man, 

Reformed* in all things. See, sir, here he 
comes. 


Enter Sir Charles and his Keeper 


Keep. Discharge your fees, and you are 

then at freedom. « 

Sir C. Here, Master Keeper, take the 

poor remainder 

Of all the wealth I have! My heavy foes 
Have made my purse light; but, alas! to 

’Tis wealth enough that you have set me 
fr€6* 

Mai. God give you joy of your delivery! 
I am glad to see you abroad. Sir Charles. 
Sir C. The poorest knight in England, 

Master Malby ; _ ^ 

Mv life has cost me all my patrimony 
My father left his son. Well, God forgive 

them ^ , 

That are the authors of my penury! «• 


> Fared. 

■5 Acquitted. 

3/.e.. at court by 

* Transformed. 

5 Supply lhal . 


influence. 
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Enter Shafton 

Shaft. Sir Cluirles! A hand, a handl At 
liberty? 

Now, by the faith I owe, I arn glad to see it. 
What want you? Wherein may 1 pleasure 
you; 

Sir C. 0 mel 0, most unhappy gentle- 
man I 

I am not worthy to have friends stirred up, 
Whose hands may help me in this plunge 

of want. 

I would I were in heaven, to inherit there 
Th’ immortal birthright which my Saviour 
keeps, 

And by no unthrift can be bouglit and sold; 
For here on earth what pleasures should W(; 
trust? 30 

Shaft. To rid you from these contempla- 
tions.' 

Three hundred pounds you shall receive of 
me ; 

Nay, five for fail.^ Come, sir, the sight of 
gold 

Is the most sweet receipt for melancholy. 
And will revive your spirits. You shall hold 
law 

With your proud adversaries. Tush I let 
Frank Acton 

Wage, with l»is knightliood, like expense 
with me, 

And he will sink, he will. — Nay, good Sir 
Cliarles, 

Applaud your fortune and your fair escape 
From all these perils. 

Sir C. 0, sir! they have undone me. 
Two thousand and five liuudrcd pound a 
year « 

My father at his death possessed me of; 
All which the envious Acton made me 
spend ; 

And, notwithstanding all this large expense, 
I had much ado to gain iny liberty; 

And I have only now a house of pleasure 
With some five hundred pounds reserved. 
Both to maintain me and my loving sister. 

Shaft, [aside] That must I have, it lies 
convenient for me. 

If I can fasten but one finger on him, to 
With my full hand I’ll gripe him to the 
heart. 

’Tis not for love I proffered him this coin, 

' Till* ion i.s dissyluliic, as uften. 

- Kailurt*. 


But for ray gain and pleasure. — Come, Sir 
Charles, 

I know you have need of money; take my 
offer. 

Sir C. Sir, I accept it, and remain in- 
debted 

Even to the best of my unable' power. 
Come, gentlemen, and see it tendered 
down I' [Exeunt] 

[SCENE III] 

[Frankford's House] 

Enter Wendoll, melancholy 

TlV/i. I am a villain, if I apprehend* 

But sucli a thought 1 Then, to attempt the 
deed, 

Sla\e, thou art damned without redemp- 
tion. — 

I'll drive away this passion with a song. 

A songl Ila, hal A songl As if, fond^ 
man, 

Thy eyes could swim in laughter, when thy 
soul 

Lies drenched and drowned in red tears of 
blood I 

ril pray, and sec if God within my heart 
Plant belter thoughts. Why, prayers are 
meditations, 

.And when I meditate (0, God forgive me!^ 
It is on her divine perfections. “ 

I will forget her; I will arm myself 
Not t’entertain a thought of love to her; 
An<l, wlicn I come by chance into lier pres- 
ence, 

ril halo * these balls until my eye-strings 
crack, 

From being pulled and drawn to look that 
way. 

Enter, over the Stage, Fh-ankford, his Wife, 
and Niciiouas, [and exit] 

O God, 0 God! With what a violence 
I’m hurried to mine own destruction! 

There goest thou, the most perfect’st man 
That ever England bred a gentleman, » 
And shall I wrong his bed’? — Thou God of 
thunder! 

1 Fctblp. * Fim.ILsIi. 

* Paid In casli. 

* Kntertam. 
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Stay, in thy thoughts of vengeance and of 
wratli, 

Thy great, almighty, and all-judging hand 
From speedy execution on a villain, 

A villain, and a traitor to his friend. 

Enter Jexkin [behind] 

Jen. Did your worship call? 

IFcn. He doth maintain me; he allows 
me largely 
Money to spend. 

Jen. By my faith, so do not you me: I 
cannot get a cross ' of you. 

Wen. Mj*- gelding, and my man. 

Jen. That’s Sorrel and I. 

Wen. This kindness grows of no alliance ’ 
’twixt us. 

Jen. Nor is my service of any great ac- 
quaintance. 

Wen. I never bound him to me by desert. 
Of a mere stranger, a poor gentleman, 

A man by whom in no kind he could gain, 
And he hath placed me in his highest 
thoughts. 

Made me companion with the best and 

chiefest 

In Yorkshire. He cannot eat without me, « 
^or laugh mthout me; I am to his body 
^ necessary as his digestion. 

And equally do make him whole or sick. 
And shall I wrong this man? Base manl 
Ingrate! 

Hast thou the power, straight with thy gory 
hands 

To rip thy image from his bleeding heart, 
to scratch thy name from out the holy book 
iJf his remembrance, and to wound his 
name 

That holds thy name so dear? or rend his 
heart 

To whom thy heart was knit and joined to- 
gether?— eo 

yet I must. Then Wendoll, be con- 
tentl 

^ns villains, when they would, cannot re- 
pent. 

>fcn. What a strange humor is my new 

sh^^^fu^' mad; if he 

ould be so, I should never have any mind 

® seiwe him in Bedlam. It may be he’s 
"“ad for missing of me. 

* ^U^nsh' called from the cross on it. 


J1V«. [seeing Jexkin] What, Jenkin! 
Where’s your mistress? 

Jen. Is your worship married? « 

Wen. Why dost thou ask? 

Jen. Because you are my master; and if 
I Imve a mistress. I would be glad, like a 
good servant, to do iny duty to her. 

IFcu. I mean Mistress Frankford. 

Jen. Marry, sir. her husband is riding 
out of town, and .she went very lovingly to 
bring him on his way to horse. Do you see, 
sir? Here she comes, and here I go. 

Wen. Vanish! [Exit Jexkin] 


Enter Mistress Frankford 

Anne. Y’are well met, sir; now, in troth, 
my husband, 

iefore he took horse, had a great desire 
'o speak with you; we sought about the 
house, 

lallooed into the fields, sent every way, 
!ut could not meet you. Therefore, he 
enjoined me 

'o do unto you his most kind commends; ' 
Ja}', more: he wills 3 'ou, as you prize his 

love, 

)r hold in estimation his kind friendship, 

'o make bold in his absence, and command 
:ven as himself were present in the house; 
'or you must keep his table, use his ser- 

vants, . , . , • T 

ind be a present Frankford in his absence. 

Wen. 1 thank him for his love.— 
aside] Give me a name, you, whose infec- 
tious tongues 

Lrc tipped with gall and poison: as you 
would 

i'hink on a man that had your father slam, 
durdered your children, made your wives 

base strumpets, 

lo call me, call me so; print in my face 
"he most stigmatic* title of a villain, 

^or hatching treason to so true a friend!^ » 
Anne. Sir, you are most beholding to 

my husband; 

fou are a man most dear in his regard. 
Wen. I am bound unto your husband, 

and you too. 

aside] I will not speak to wrong a gentle- 
)f that good estimation, my kind friend. 

^ j.- 3 Branded •Beholden. 

» Comniendatjons. Branaea. 
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I will Qot; zouQds! I will not. I may 
choose, 

And I will choose. Shall I be so misled, 
Or shall I purchase* to my father’s crest 
The motto of a villain? If I say w 

I will not do it, what thing can enforce me? 
What can compel me? What sad destiny 
Hath such command upon my yielding 
thoughts? 

I will not; — ha! Some fury pricks me on; 
The swift fates drag me at their chariot 
wheel. 

And hurry me to mi.^chief. Speak I must: 
Injure myself, wrong her. deceive his trust! 

Anne. Arc you not well, sir, that yc seem 
thus troubled? 

There is sedition in your countenance. 

irctt. And in my heart, fair angel, chaste 
and wise. 

I love you! Start not, speak not, answer 
not; Jio 

I love you, — nay, let mo speak the rest; 

Bid me to swear, and I will call to record 
The host of heaven. 

Anne. The host of heaven forbid 

Wendoll should hatch such a disloyal 
thought ! 

UVn. Such is my fate; tp this suit was I 
bom. 

To wear rich pleasure’s crown, or fortune’s 
scorn. 

Anne. My husband loves you. 

llVn. I know it. 

Anne. He esteems you, 

Even as his brain, hi.s eye-ball, or his heart. 

T!'cn. I have tried it. 

Anne. His purse is your exchequer, and 
his table 

Doth freely scrv'c you. 

Wen. So I have found it. 

Anne. 0! With what face of brass, what 
brow of steel. 

Can you, unblushing, speak this to the face 
Of the espous’d wife of so dear a friend? 
It is my husband that maintains your state; 
Will you dishonor him? I am his wife, 
That in your power hath left his whole af- 
fairs. 

It is to me you speak. 

Wen. 0 speak no more; 

For more than this I know, and have re- 
corded 

Within the red-lcavcd table’ of my heart. 

* Acquire to add. ’ Sole book. 


Fair, and of all beloved, I was not fearf.il 
Bluntly to give my life into your hand. 

And at one hazard all my earthly means. 

Go, tell your husband; he will turn me off, 
And I am then undone. I care not, I; 
Twas for your sake. Perchance, in rage 
he’ll kill me; 

I care not, ’twas for you. Say I incur 
The general name* of villain through the 
world. 

Of traitor to my friend; I care not, I. 
Beggary, shame, death, scandal, and re- 
proach. 

For you I’ll hazard all. Why, what care I? 
For you I'll love, and in your love I’ll die. 
Atine. You move me, sir, to passion* and 
to pity. 

The love I bear ray husband is as precious 
As my soul’s health. 

UTn. I love your husband too, 

And for his love I will engage my life. 
Mistake mo not; the augmentation 
Of my sincere affection borne to you 
Doth no whit lessen my regard of him. 

I will be secret, lady, close ns night; i» 
And not the light of one small glorious star 
Shull shine here in my forehead, to bewray 
That act of night. 

Anne. What shall I say? 

My soul is wandering, and hath lost her 
way. 

O, Master Wendoll! 01 

HVn, Sigh not, sweet saint; 

For every sigh you breathe draws from my 
heart 

A drop of blood. 

/Innc. I ne’er offended yet: 

My fault. I fear, will in my brow be writ. 
Women that full, not quite bereft of grace, 
IIuvc their offences noted in their face. 

I blush, and am ashamed. O, Master Wen- 
doll, 

Pruy God I be not bom to curse your 
tongue, 

That hath enchanted mol This maze I am 
in 

I fear will prove the labyrinth of sin. 

Enter Nichol.\s, [behind] 

irc/i. The path of pleasure, and the gate 
to bliss, 

Which on your lips I knock at with a kissl 

‘ GcnfnUly the name. » Compassion. 
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Nick. I’ll kill the rogue. 

Wen. Your husband is from home, your 
bed’s no blab. 

Nay, look not down and blush! 

{Exeunt Wendoll and Mistress Fr.\nk- 
ford] 

Nick. Zounds! I’ll stab. 

Ay, Nick, was it thy chance to come just in 
the nick? I'o 

I love my master, and I hate that slave; 

I love my mistress; but these tricks I like 
not. 

My master shall not pocket up this wrong; 
I’ll eat my fingers first. What say’st thou, 
metal? * 

Does not that rascal Wendoll go on legs 
That thou must cut off? Hath he not ham- 
strings 

That thou must hough?* Nay, mettle, thou 
shalt stand 

To all I say. I’ll henceforth turn a spy. 
And w’atch them in their close conveyances.* 
I never looked for better of that rascal, i-*© 
Since he came miching* first into our house. 
It is that Satan hath corrupted her; 

For she was fair and chaste. I’ll have an 
eye 

In all their gestures. Thus I think of them: 
If they proceed as they have done before, 

Wendoll’s a knave, my mistress is a 

Exit 

fACT III, SCENE I] 

[Sir Charles Mountford’s House] 

Enter [Sir] Charles and Susan 

Sir C. Sister, you see we are driven to 
hard shift, 

To keep this poor house we have left un- 
sold. 

lam now enforced to follow husbandr}'. 
And you to milk; and do we not live well? 
Weil, I thank God. 

Susan. 0, brother! here’s a change, 

Since old Sir Charles died, in our father’s 
house. 

Sir C. All things on earth thus change, 
some up, some down; 

Content’s a kingdom, and I wear that 
crown. 

* Mail of mettle, spirit. 

’ Cut. 

* Secret doings. 

* Sneaking. 


Enter Sh.\fton, uitk a Sergeant 

Shaft. Good morrow, morrow. Sir Charles! 
What! With your sister, 

Plying your husbandr>'? — Sergeant, stand 
off! — 10 

You have a pretty house here, and a 
garden, 

And goodly ground about it. Since it lies 
So near a lordship that I lately bought, 

I would fain buy it of you. I will give 
you 

Sir C. 0, pardon me; this house suc- 
cessively 

Hath longed ’ to me and my progenitors 
Three hundred years. My great-great- 
grandfather, 

He in whom first our gentle style * began, 
Dwelt here, and in this ground increased 
this mole-hill 

Unto that mountain which my father left 
me. 20 

Where, he the first of all our house began, 

I now the last will end, and keep this house. 
This virgin title, never yet deflowered 
By any unthrift of the Mountfords’ line. 

In brief, I will not sell it for more gold 
Than you could hide or pave the ground 
withal. 

Shaft. Ha, ha! a proud mind and a beg- 
gar’s purse! 

Where’s my three hundred pounds, besides 
the use?* 

I have brought it to execution 
By course of law. What! Is my monies 
ready? so 

Sir C. An execution, sir, and never tell me 
You put my bond in suit? You deal ex- 
tremely.* 

Shaft. Sell me the land, and I’ll acquit 
you straight. 

Sir C. Alas, alas! ’Tis all trouble hath 
left me, 

To cherish me and my poor sister’s life. 

If this were sold, our names® should then 
be quite 

Razed from the bead-roll® of gentility. 

You see what hard shift we have made to 
keep it 

^ Belonged. 

* Title. 

* Interest. 

* Rigorouslj. 

® Old edd. means^ 

^ List, originally of those to be prayed for. 
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Allied to our own name. This palm 

you see, 

Labor hath glowed within; her silver brow. 
That never tasted a rough winter’s blast « 
Without a mask or fan, doth with a grace 
Defy cold winter, and liis storms outface. 

Siu^an. Sir, we feed sparing, and we labor 
hard ; 

We lie uneasy, to reserve to us 
And our succession this small spot of 
ground. 

Sir C. I have so bent my thoughts to 
husbandrj', 

That I protest I scarcely can remember 
Wliat a new fashion is; how silk or satin 
Feels in iny hand. Wliy, pride is grown to 
us w 

A mere, mere .stranger. I have quite forgot 
The naine.s of all that ever waited on me. 

I cannot name ye any of iny hounds, 

Once from whose echoing mouths I heard 
all mu.sic 

That e’er my heart desired. What should 
I say ? 

To keep this place, I have changed myself 
away. 

Shaft, [to the Sergeant] Arre.st him at my 
suit! — Actions and action.s 
Shall keep thee in continual bonda^je fast; 
Nay, more. I'll sue thee by a late appeal, 
And call thy former life in question. » 
The keeper is my friend; thou shall have 
irons, 

And usage such as I'll deny to dogs. — 
Away with him! 

Sir C. Ye are too timorous.’ 

But trouble is my master, 

And I will serve him truly. — My kind sister, 
Tliy tears arc of no use to mollify 
This flinty man. Go to my fathciAs brother, 
My kinsmen, and allies; entreat them for 
me, 

To ramsom me from this injurious man 
Tliat seek.s my ruin. 

Shaft. Come, irons, irons! Come, away; 
I’ll sec thee lodged far from the sight of 
day. 7j 

Exeunt, [except SusanI 

Susan. My heart’s so hardened with the 
frost of grief. 

Death cannot pierce it through. — Tyrant 
too foil! 

So lead the fiends condemned souls to hell. 

‘ liiiltl, cf. t(*nierity. 


Enter [Sir Francts] Acton and Malby 

4 

Sir F. Again to prison! Malby, hast thou 
seen 

A poor slave better tortured? Shall we hear 
The music of his voice ciy from the grate,’ 
Meat, for the Lord’s sake? No, no; yet I 
am not 

Throughly revenged. They say, he hath a 
pretty wench 

To his sister; shall I, in“ mercy-sake » 
To him and to his kindred, bribe the fool 
To shame herself by lewd, dishonest lust? 
I’ll proffer largely; but. the deed being done, 
I'll smile to see her base confusion. 

Mai. Methinks, Sir Francis, you are full 
revenged 

For greater wrongs than he can proffer you. 
See where the poor sad gentlewoman stands I 

Sir F. Ha, ha! Now will I flout her pov- 
erty, 

Deride her fortunes, scoff her base estate; » 
My very soul the name of Mountford hate. 
But stay, my heart ! O, what a look did fly 
To strike my soul through with thy piercing 
eye! 

I am enchanted; all my spirits’ are fled, 

And with one glance my envious spleen 
struck dead. 

Susan. Acton 1 That seeks our blood I 

Runs away 

Sir F. 0 chaste and fairl 

Mai. Sir Francis I Why, Sir Francis! in 
a trance? 

Sir Francis! What cheer, man? Come, 
come, how is’t? 

Sir F. Was she not fair? Or else this 
judging eye 

Cannot distinguish beauty. 

Mai. She was fair. 

Sir F. She was an angel in a mortal’s 
shape, w 

And ne’er descended from old Mountford’s 
line. 

But soft, soft,^ let me call my wits togctherl 
A poor, poor wench, to my great adversary 
Sister, whose very souls deno\mco stem war 
Each against other! How now, Frank, 
turned fool 

Or madman, whether? But nol Master of 
My jicrfect senst's and diroctest wits. 

' Of the tlrUfors’ prison. 

• y |. ittff hn ntf. 

^ us oft^n. 

lit* ouroful, wait u moment. 
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Then why should I be in this violent humor 
Of passion and of love? And with a person 
So different every way, and so opposed no 
In all contractions^ and still-warring 
actions? 

Fie, fie! How' I dispute against my soul! 
Come, come; I’ll gain her, or in her fair 
quest 

Purchase my soul free and immortal rest. 

[Exeunt^ 

[SCENE II] 

[Frankjord's Housed 

Enter three or Jour Serving^men, one with 
a voider'^ and a wooden knife, ^ to take 
away; another the salt and 

bread; another [with] the table-cloth 
and napkins; another [with] the car- 
pet;* Jenkin y/ith two lights after 
them 

Jen. So; march in order, and retire in 
battle array! My master and the guests 
have supped already; all’s taken away. 
Here, now spread for the serving-men in the 
hall! — Butler, it belongs to your office. 

But. I know it, Jenkin. What d’ye call 
the gentleman that supped there to-night? 

Jen. Who? My master? 

But. No, no; Master Wendoll, he’s a 
daily guest. I mean the gentleman that w 
came but this afternoon. 

Jen. His name’s Master Cranwell. God’s 
light! Hark, within there; my master calls 
to lay more billets® upon the fire. Come, 
come I Lord, how we that are in office ® here 
in the house are troubled! One spread the 
carpet in the parlor, and stand ready to 
snuff the lights; the rest be ready to pre- 
pare their stomachs!’ More lights in the 
hall, there! Come, Nicholas. » 

Exeunt [all but Nicholas] 

Nick. I cannot eat ; but had I Wendoll’s 
heart, I would eat that. The rogue grows 
impudent. 0! I have seen such vild,® no- 
torious tricks, ready to make my eyes dart 
from ray head. I’ll tell my master; by this 
air, I will ; fall what may fall, I’ll tell him. 
Here he comes. 

^ Lejcal transactions (Bates). 

2 Basket. • Service. 

* Scraper. ’ Appetites. 

« Tablecloth. • Vile. 

® Logs. 


Enter Master Frankford. as it were brush- 
ing the crumbs from his clothes with a 
napkin, as newly men from supper 

Frank. Nicholas, what make 3 ’ou ’ here? 
Why are not you 

At supper in the hall, among your fellows? 

Nick. Master, I stayed your rising from 
the board, so 

To speak with you. 

Frank. Be brief then, gentle Nicholas; 

My wife and guests attend me in the parlor. 

Why dost thou pause? Now, Nicholas, you 
want money, 

And, unthrift-like, would eat into your 
wages 

Ere you had earned it. Here, sir, ’s half-a- 
crown ; 

Play the good husband,' — and away to sup- 
per! 

Nick. By this hand, an honorable gentle- 
man! I will not see him wronged. 

Sir, I have served you long; you entertained 
me 

Seven years before your beard; you knew 
me, sir, 4 o 

Before you knew my mistress. 

Frank. What of this, good Nicholas? 

Nick. I never was a make-bate’ or a 
knave ; 

I have no fault but one — I’m given to 
quarrel, 

But not with women. I will tell you, 
master. 

That wliich will make your heart leap from 
your breast, 

Your hair to startle from your head, your 
ears to tingle. 

Frank. What preparation’s this to dismal 
news? 

Nick. ’Sblood ! sir, I love you better than 
your wife. 

I’ll make it good. m 

Frank. Y' are a knave, and I have much 
ado 

With wonted patience to contain my rage, 

And not to break thy pate. Th’ art a 
knave. 

I’ll turn you, with your base comparisons, 

Out of my doors. 

Nick. Do, do. 

* -Are you doing. 

^ Husbandman. 

* Maker of quarrels. 
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There is not room for Wrndol! nnd me too, 
Both in one house. O muster, master. 

That Wendoll is a villain!* 

Frank. Ay. saucy? 

Nick. Strike, strike, do strike; yet !u“ar 
me! I am no fool; 

I know a villain, when I see him act 
Deed.s of a villain. Master, master, that 
base .slave 

Enjoys my mistre.ss, and dishonors you. 

Frank. Thou hast killed me with a 
weapon, whoso .sharp point 
Hath pricked quite through and through my 
shivering heart. 

Drops of cold sweat sit dangling on my 
hairs, 

Like morning's dew upon the golden flowcas. 
And I am plunged into strange agonies. 
What did'.st thou say? If any word that 
touched 

Hi.s credit, or lier repritation. 

It is as hard to enter rny bfdief, « 

As Dives into heaven. 

Nick. I can gain nothing; 

They arc two tliat never wronged me. I 
knew before 

’Twa.s but a tliankless ofTicc, and perhaps 
As much as is my ser\’ice, or my life 
Is worth. All this I know; but this, ami 
more, 

More by a tliousund dangers, could not hire 
me 

To smother such a heinous wrong from you. 
I saw, and I liave saiil. 

Frank, [aside] Tis probable. Tliough 
blunt, yet he is iionest. 

Though I durst pawn my life, and on their 
faith w 

Hazard the dear .salvation of my soul. 

Yet in my trust I m;iy be too secure. 

May this be true? O, may it? Can it be? 
Is it by any wonder possible? 

Man, woman, what thing mortal can we 
trust. 

When friends and bosom wives prove so 
unjust? — 

What in.stance^ hast thou of this strange 
report? 

Nick. Eyes, master, eyes. 

Frank. Thy eyes may be deceived, I tell 
thee ; 

' Vi rity’s urrim^fcnuMit of tliiH passage, 

• l\ \ olclU'f, 


For should an angel from the heavens drop 
down, M 

And preach this to me that thyself hast 
told. 

He should have much ado to win belief; 

In both their loves I am .«o confident. 

Nick. Shall I discourse the same by 
circumstance? 

Frank. No more! To supper, and com- 
mand your fellows 

To attend \is and the strangers 1 Not a 
word , 

I charge thee, on thy lifel Be secret, then; 
For I know nothing. 

Nick. I am dumb; and, now that I have 
easetl mv stomach,* 

I will go fill my stomach. Exil 

Frank. Awayl Begone! loo 

She is well born, descended nobly; 

Virtuous her education; her repute 
Is in the general voice of all the country 
Iionest and fair; her carriage, her de- 
meanor. 

In all her actions that concern the love 
To me her husband, modest, chaste, and 
godly. 

Is all this seeming gold plain copper? 

But he. that .Iudj\5 that hath borne my 
jmrse, 

.■\nd sold me for a sin! O God! 0 God! 
Shall I put up* these wrongs? No! Shall I 
trust «o 

The bare report of tins suspicious groom, 
Before the double-gilt, the woll-hatch[ed] * 
ore 

Of their two liearts? No, I will lose these 
thoughts; 

I)i.<traetion I will banish from my brow, 
.\nd from my looks exile .sml discontent. 
Their wonteil favors in my tongue shall 
flow ; 

Till I know all. I'll nothing seem to know. — 
Lights and a table therel Wife, Mlastcr] 
Wendoll, 

And gentle Master Crnnwclll 

Enter Misthkss Fiiankfoud. M.\9TER Wen- 
Donn, Mastku Cuanweix, Niohouas, and 
Jen KIN u'ilh cards, carpetsi* and 
other necessaries 

Frank. 0! Master Cranwcll, you are a 
stranger here, 

‘ lUsontmoiit. * Nobly wrought 

* Pat up with. ‘Table covers. 
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And often baulk* my house; faith y’ are a 
churl ! — 

Now we have supped, a table and to cards! 

Jen. A pair* of cards, Nicholas, and a 
carpet to cover the table! Where’s Cicely, 
with her counters and her box? Candles 
and candlesticks, there! Fie! We have such 
a household of serving-creatures! Unless it 
be Nick and I, there’s not one amongst 
them all that can say bo to a goose. — Well 
said, Nick! iso 

They spread a carpet; set 
down lights and cards 

Anne. Come, Mr. Frankford, who shall 
take my part?* 

Frank. Marry, that will I, sweet wife. 

Wen. No, by my faith, when you are to- 
gether, I sit out. It must be Mistress 
Frankford and I, or else it is no match. 

Frank. I do not like that match. 

Nick, [aside] You have no reason, marry, 
knowing all. 

Frank. 'Tis no great matter, neither . UO 

Come, Master Cranwell, shall you and I 
take them up?^ 

Cran. At your pleasure, sir. 

Frank. I must look to you. Master Wen- 
doll; for you’ll be playing false. Nay, so 
will my wife, too. 

Nick, [aside] I will be sworn she will. 

Anne. Let them that are taken false, 
forfeit the set! 

Frank. Content; it shall go hard but i» 
I’ll take you. 

Cran. Gentlemen, what shall our game 
be? 

Wen. Master Frankford, you play best 
at noddy.® 

Frank. You shall not find it so; indeed, 
you shall not. 

Anne. I can play at nothing so well as 
double-ruflf. 

Frank. If Master Wendoll and my leo 
wife be together, there’s no playing against 
them at double-hand. 

Nick. I can tell you, sir, the game that 
Master Wendoll is best at. 

* Avoid. 

* Pack. 

*Alsa: be roy partner. 

* Play against them. 

“Noddy: double-rufif, knave out of doors, lodam, 
saint (cent), new cut, are all games at cards famil- 
iarly known to tlic age if not to the commentators. 
The double meaning attached to most of these terms 
is clear without comment. 


Frank. What game is that, Nick? 

Nick. Marry, sir, knave out of doors. 

Wen. She and I will take you at lodam. 

Anne. Husband, shall we play at saint? 

Frank, [aside] My saint’s turned devil.- - 
No, we’ll none of saint: 

You are best at new-cut, wife, you’ll play 
at that. J70 

Wen. If you play at new-cut, I’m soonest 
hitter of any hero, for a wager. 

Frank, [as/dc] ’Tis me they play on. — 
Well, you may draw out; 

For all your cunning, ’twill be to your 
shame; 

I’ll teach you, at your new-cut, a new game. 
Come, come! 

Cran. If you cannot agree upon the game, 
to post and pair! * 


Wen. We shall be soonest pairs; and my 
good host. 

When he comes late home, he must kiss the 
post.* 1*0 

Frank. Whoever wins, it shall be to thy 
cost. 

Cran. Faith, let it be vide-ruff,* and let’s 
make honors! 

Frank. If you make honors, one thing let 
me crave: 

Honor the king and queen, except the 
knave. 

Wen. Well, as you please for that. — 
Lift,* who shall deal? 

Anne. The lea:t in sight. What are you. 
Master Wendoll? 

Wen. I am a knave. 

Nick, [aside] I’ll swear it. 

Ann£. I am queen. 

Frank, [aside] A quean, thou should’st 
say. — Well, the cards are mine: 

They are the grossest pair that e’er I felt. 

Anne. Shuffle, I’ll cut: would I had never 
dealt! ,oo 

Frank. I have lost my dealing. 

Wen. Sir, the fault’s in me; 

This queen I have more than mine own, 
you see. 

Give me the stock I ® 

Frank. My mind’s not on my game. 

Many a deal I’ve lost; the more’s your 
shame. 


* A popular gambling game. 

* Be shut out. 

’ Vide is vie, evidently a betting game 

* Cut. 8 Pack. 
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You have served me a bad trick, Master 
Wendoli. 

ire». Sir. you must take your lot. To 
end this strifj, 

I know I have dealt better with your wife. 

Frank. Thou hast dealt falsely, then. 

Anne. What's trumps? 

H'cn. Hearts. Partner, I rub.* suj 

Frank, [aside] Thou robb’st me of my 
soul, of her chaste love; 

In thy false dealing thou hast robbed my 
heart . 

Booty you pluy;* I like a loser stand. 
Having no heart or here, or in my hand. 

I will give o’er the set. I am not well. 
Come, who will hold my canls? 

Anne. Not well, sweet Master Frank- 
ford? 

.\las, what ails you? ’Tis some sudden 
qualm. 

Wen. How long have you been so, Master 
Frankfoid? 

Frank. Sir, I was lusty, and I had my 
health, no 

But I grew ill when you began to deal. — 
Take hence this table 1 — Gentle Master 
Cranwell, 

Y’aro welcome; see your chamber at your 
pleasure! 

I am sorry that this megrim* takes me so, 

I cannot .«it and bear yon company. 
Jenkin, some lights, and show him to his 
chamber! 

Anne. A nightgown* for my husband; 
(|uickly, there! 

It is some rheum or cold. 

lIVn. Now, in good faith, 

Thi.s illness you have got by sitting late 
Without your gown. 

Frank I know it, Master Wendoli. tm 
Go, go to bed, lest you complain like inel — 
Wife, pr’ytheo, wife, into my bed-chamber I 
The night is raw and cold, and rheumatic. 
Leave me my gown and light; I’ll walk 
away my fit. 

Wen. Sweet .sir, good night! 

Frank. Myself, good night! 

[Exit Wendoll] 

Anne. Shall I attend you, husband? 

Frank. No, gentle wife, thou’lt catch cold 
in thy head. 

* Ct. till* nitwlcrn term nilthor. 

^ ^ oil ill coiifetlenicy to play fiilw?. 

^ ♦ l)re>.%inK-robc. 


Pr’ythee, begone, sweet; I’ll make haste to 
bed. 

Anne. No sleep will fasten on mine eyes, 
you know, 

Until you come. 

Frank. Sweet Nan, I pr’ythee, go! — 

Exit [Anne] 

I have bethought me; get me by degrees »i 
The keys of all my doors, which I will 
mould 

In wax, and take their fair impression. 

To have by them new keys. This beinj 
compassed. 

At a set hour a letter shall be brought me. 
And when they think they may securely * 
pliiy. 

They nearest are to danger. — Nick, I must 
rely 

Upon thy trust and faithlul secrecy. 

Kick. Build on my faith! 

Frank. To bed, then, not to restl 

Care lodges in my brain, grief in my breast. 

[Exeunt] 

[SCENE nil 

[Old Mounljord's House] 

Enter Sin Ch.mu.es’ Sisteh, Old Mount- 
FOUD, Sandv, Roder, and Tidy 

Old Mount. You say my nephew is in 
great distress; 

Who brought it to him, but his own lewd 
life? 

I cannot spare a cross.* I must confess. 

He was my brother’s son; why, niece, what 
then? 

This is no world in which to pity men. 

Susan. I was not born a beggar, though 
his extremes* 

Enforce this language from me. I protest 
No fortune of mine own could lead my 
tongue 

To this base key. I do beseech you, uncle, 
For the name’s sake, for Christianity, — »<> 
Nay, for God’s siikc, to pity his distress. 

He is dcnietl the freedom of the prison, 
And in the hole* is laid with men con- 
demned; 

Plenty he hath of nothing but of irons, 

And it remains in you to free hir.i thence. 

‘ Saft'ly. * Kxtmuitios, 

• rU'ce of money. * The meanest cell. 
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Old Mount. Money I cannot spare; men 
should take heed. 

He lost my kindred when he fell to need. 

[ExiQ 

Susan. Gold is but earth; thou earth 
enough shall have, 

When thou hast once took measure of thj' 
grave. ib 

You know me, Master Sandy, and my suit. 

Sandy. I knew you, lady, when the old 
man lived; 

I knew you ere your brother sold his land. 

Then you were Alistress Sue, tricked up in 
jewels; 

Then you sang well, played sweetly on the 
lute; 

But now I neither know you nor your suit. 

Susan. You, Master Roder, was my 
brother’s tenant; 

Rent-free he placed you in that wealthy 
farm. 

Of which you are possessed. 

Rodcr. True, he did; 

And have I not there dwelt still for his 
sake? 

I have some business now; but, without 
doubt, 30 

They that have hurled him in, will help 
him out. Exit 

Susan. Cold comfort still. What say you, 
cousin Tidy? 

Tidy. I say this comes of roysting,* swag- 
gering. 

Call rne not cousin; each man for himself! 

Some men are born to mirth, and some to 
sorrow : 

I am no cousin unto them that borrow. 

Exit 

Susan. O Charity, why art thou fled to 
heaven, 

And left all things [up]on this earth un- 
even? 

Their scoffing answers I W'ill ne’er return. 

But to myself his grief in silence mourn. 40 

Enter Sir Francis and Malay 

Sir F. She is poor. I’ll therefore tempt her 
with this gold. 

Go, Malby, in my name deliver it, 

And I will stay thy answer. 

Mai. Fair mistress, as I understand your 
grief 

' Rioting. 


Doth grow from want, so I have here in stoie 
A means to furnish you, n bag of gold, 
Which to your hands I freely tender you. 
Susan. I thank you, heavens! I thank 
you, gentle sir: 

God make me able to requite this favor! 
Mai. This gold Sir Francis Acton sends 
by me, m 

And prays you 

Susan. Acton? 0 God! That name I’m 
born to curse. 

Hence, bawd; hence, broker! See, I spurn 
his gold. 

My honor never shall for gain be sold. 

S/r F. Stay, lady, stay! 

/Susan. From you I’ll posting hie, 

Even as the doves from feathered eagles fly. 

Exit 

Sir F. She hates my name, my face; how 
should I woo? 

I am disgraced in cverj^ thing I do. 

The more she hates me, and disdains my 
love. 

The more I am rapt in admiration eo 

Of her divine and chaste perfections. 

Woo her with gifts I cannot, for all gifts 
Sent in my name she spurns; with looks I 
cannot, 

For she abhors my sight; nor yet with let- 
ters. 

For none she will receive. How then? how 
then? 

Well, I will fasten such a kindness on her, 
As shall o’ercome her hate and canquer it. 
Sir Charles, her brother, lies in e.xecution 
For a great sum of money; and, besides, 
The appeal is sued still for my huntsmen’s 
death, 70 

Which only I have power to reverse. 

In her I’ll bury all my hate of him. — 

Go seek the Keeper, Malby, bring him to 
me! 

To save his body, I his debts will pay; 

To save his life, I his appeal will stay. 

[FxeunG 

[ACT IV, SCENE I] 

[York Castlc^ 

Enter Sir Ch.\rles [Mountford,] in jyrison, 
with irons, his feet bare, his garments 
all ragged and tom 

Sir C. Of all on the earth’s face most 
miserable. 
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Oroatho in this licllisli dunficon thy lamentsl 
Thus like a slave rajJt'VJ, like a felon 
ny ved, — ‘ 

That hurls (hoc headlong to (his base estate. 
O. unkind uncle! O. iny friends ingratc! 
Untliankful kinsmen! Mounlford's all too 
base. 

To let thy name be fettertMl in disgrace. 

A thousand deaths hero in this grave I die; 
Fear, hunger, sorrow, cold, all threat iny 
death. 

And join together to ch'privo my breath, lo 
But that which most torments me, my d(“ar 
•sister 

Hath left ' to visit me, and from my friends 
Hath brought no hojieful answer; therefore, 
I 

Divine thc'y will not help my misery. 

If it be so, shame, scandal, and contempt 
Attend tlu'ir co\etous thoughts; need make 
their gra\’es! 

Usurers the>’ live, and may they die like 
slaves I 

Enter Keeper 

Keep. Knigiit, be of comfort, for I bring 
thee freedom 
From all thy troubles. 

Eir C. Then, I am doomed to die: 

Death is the end of all calamity. » 

Keep. Live! Your appeal is stayed; the 
e.xecution 

Of all your debts discharged; your creditors 
Kven to (ho utmost penny satisfied. 

In sign whereof your shackles I knock o(T. 
You arc not left so much indebted to us 
As for your fees; all is dischargeil; all paid. 
Go freely to your house, or wlierc you 
please ; 

After long miserie.s, embrace your case. 

Sir C. Thou grumblest out the sweetest 
music to mo 

That i.‘V(‘r organ playrai. — L-i thi.s a dream? ao 
Or do my waking sense's apprehemi 
The pleasing tast(‘ t)f the.se applausive^ 
news? 

Slave that I was, to wrong such honest 
friends. 

My loving kinsman, and my near allies! 
Tongue, I will bite thee for the scandal 
breath 

Against such faithful kinsmen; (hey are all 
Compo.'cd of pity and compassion, 

* ^ (V.isrtl. * Joyful. 


Of melting charity and of moving ruth. 

That which I spake before was in my rage; 
They are my friends, the mirrors of this 
age ; 

Bounteous and free. I’he noble Mountford’s 
race 

Ne’er bred a covetous thought, or humor 
base. 

Eiitcr Susan 

Siusan. I can no longer stay from visiting 
My woful brotlier. While I could, I kept 
My hapless tiihngs from his hopeful ear. 

iSir C. Sister, l>ow much am I indebted to 
tlice 

Anil to thy travail! 

Siu<an. What, at liberty? 

Sir C. Thou secst I am. thanks to thy 
industry. 

0! Unto which of all my courteous friends 
Ain I thus bound? My uncle Mountford, 
he » 

Even of an infant loved me; was it he? 
So did my cousin Tidy; was it he? 

So Master Kodcr, Master Sandy, too. 
Which of all tlicsc did this i.igh kindness do? 

Susati. Charles, can you mock me in your 
poverty. 

Knowing your friends deride your misery? 
Now, I protest I stand so much amazed, 

To see your bonds free, and your irons 
knocked ofT, 

That I am rapt* into a maze of wonder; 

The rather for I know not by what means « 
This happiness hath chanced. 

Sir C. Why, by my uncle, 

My cousins and my friends; who else, I 
pray. 

Would take upon them all my debts to pay? 

Su.'ian. O. brother! they are men [made] 
alt of liint, 

Pictures of marble, and as void of pity 
As chased bears. I beggctl, I sued, I 
kneeled, 

Laid open all your griefs and miseries, 
Which they derided; more than that, denied 
us 

A part in their nlliancc; but, in pride ® 
Said tiiat our kindred with our plenty died. 

Sir C. Drudges too imieh!’ What! did 
they? O. known evil! 

Rich fly the poor, as good men shun the 
devil. 

* Q. 
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Whence should my freedom come? Of 
whom alive, 

Saving of those, have I deserved so well? 
Guess, sister, call to mind, remember me!‘ 
These I have raised, they follow the world’s 
guise, 

Whom rich in honor, they in woe despise. 

Susan. My wits have lost themselves; 
let’s ask the keeper! 

Sir C. Gaoler! 

Keep. At hand, sir. eo 

Sir C. Of courtesy resolve me one de- 
mand! 

What was he took the burden of my debts 
From off my back, staid my appeal to 
death, 

Discharged my fees, and brought me liberty? 

Keep. A courteous knight, and called Sir 
Francis Acton. 

Sir C. Ha! Acton 1 0, me! More dis- 
tressed in this 

Than all my troubles! Hale me back, 
Double my irons, and my sparing meals 
Put into halves, and lodge me in a dungeon 
More deep, more dark, more cold, more 
comfortless! « 

By Acton freed! Not all thy manacles 
Could fetter so my heels, as this one word 
Hath thralled my heart; and it must now 
lie bound 

In more strict prison than thy stony gaol. 

I am not free, I go but under bail. 

Keep. My charge is done, sir, now I have 
my fees; 

As we get little, we will nothing leese.’ 

Sir C. By Acton freed, my dangerous op- 
posite I * 

Why, to what end, on what occasion? Ha! 
Let me forget the name of enemy, loo 

And with indifference balance * this high 
favor! 

Hal 

Susan, [aside} His love to me, upon my 
soul, 'tis so! 

That is the root from whence these strange 
things grow. 

iSir C. Had this proceeded from my 
father, he 

That by the law of nature is most bound 
In offices of love, it had deserved 
My best employment * to requite that grace. 

* Remind me. * Weigh impartially. 

’ Lose. ® Effort. 

* Enemy. 


Had it proceeded from my friends or his,‘ 
From them this action had deserved my 
life, 110 

And from a stranger more, because from 
such 

There is less execution^ of good deeds. 

But he, nor father, nor ally, nor friend, 
More than a stranger, both remote in blood, 
And in his heart opposed my enemy 
That this high bounty should proceed from 
him ! 

O! there I lose myself. What should I say. 
What think, what do, his bounty to repay? 

5u5an.. You wonder, I am sure, whence 
this strange kindness 

Proceeds in Acton; I will tell you, brother. 
He dotes on me, and oft hath sent me 
gifts 121 

Letters, and tokens; I refused them all. 

Sir C. I have enough, though poor: my 
heart is set. 

In one rich gift to pay back all my debt. 

Exeunt 

[SCENE II] 

[Frankford’s H<xuse} 

Enter Frankford and Nick with keys, and 

a letter in his hand 

Frank. This is the night that I must play 
my part. 

To try two seeming angels. — Where’s my 
keys? 

Nick. They are made, according to your 
mould, in wax. 

I bade the smith be secret, gave him money 
And here they are. The letter, sir! 

Frank. True, take it, there it is; 

And when thou seest me in my pleasant’st 
vein, 

Ready to sit to supper, bring it me! 

Nick. I’ll do’t; make no more question, 
but I’ll do ’t. Exit 

Enter Mistress Frankford, Crandell, 
Wbndoll, and Jenkin 

Anne. Sirrah, ’tis six o’clock already 
struck; lo 

Go bid them spread the cloth, and serve in 
supper! 

' Q. him. 

- Verity suggests expectation. 
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Jen. It shall be clone, forsooth, mistress. 
Where’s 

Spigot, the butler, to give us our salt and 
trenchers? [Exit] 

If'en. We that have been a hunting all 
the day 

Come with prepared stomachs. — Master 
Frankford, 

We wish’d you at our sport. 

Frank. My heart was with you, and my 
mind was on you. — 

Fie, Master Cranwclll You are still thus 
sad. — 

A stool, a stool! Where’s Jenkin, and 
where's Nick? 

'Ti.s supper time at lea.'^t an liour ago. » 
Wltat’s the best ncw.s abroad? 

HVn. I know none good. 

Frank, [aside] But I know too much bad. 

Enter Butler and .Ienkin. with a table- 
cloth, bread, trenchers, and salt; 

[then exeunt] 

Cran. Methink.s, sir, you might have that 
interest ‘ 

In your wife’s brother, to be more remiss* 
In his hard dealing again.d poor Sir Charles, 
Who, as I hear, lies in York Castle, needy 
And in great want. 

Frank. Did not more weighty business of 
mine own 

Hold me away, I would have labore<l peace 
Betwi.xt them with all care; indeed I would, 
sir. ai 

Anne. I’ll write unto my brotlier ear- 
nestly 

In that behalf. 

Wen. A cliaritablc deed. 

And will beget the good opinion 
Of all your friends that love you, Mistress 
Frankford. 

Frank. That’s you, for one; I know you 
love Sir Charles — [aside] 

And my wife too, well. 

Wen. He deserv'cs the love 

Of all true gentlemen; be yourselves judge! 

Frank. But supper, ho! — Now, as thou 
lov’st me, Wendoll, 

Which I am sure thou dost, bo merry. 

pleasant, «o 

.^nd frolic it to-night ! — Sweet Mr. Cranwell, 
Do you the like! — Wife, I protest, my heart 

^ Inlluciicc. ^ Less severe. 


Was ne’er more bent on sweet alacrity.* 
Where be those lazy knaves to serve in 
supper? 

Enter Nick 

Nick. Here’s a letter, sir. 

Frank. Whence comes it, and who 

brought it? 

Nick. A stripling that below attends your 
answer, 

And, as he tells me, it is sent from York. 

Frank. Have him into the cellar, let him 
taste 

A cup of our March beer; go, make him 
drink I 

Nick. I’ll make him drunk, if he be a 
Trojan.* » 

Frank, [after reading the letter] My 
boots and spurs! 

Where’s Jenkin? God forgive me, 

How I neglect my business! — Wife, look 
here I 

I liavc a matter to be tried to-morrow 
By eight o’clock; and my attorney writes 
me, 

I must bo there betimes with evidence, 

Or it will go against me. Where’s my 
boots? 

Enter Jenkin, with boots and spurs 

Anne. I hope your business craves no such 
despatcli, 

That you must ride to-night? 

Wen. [aside] I hope it doth. 

Frank. God’s me! No such despatch? » 
Jenkin, my bootsl Where’s Nick? Saddle 
my roan, 

And the grey dapple for himself !•— Content 
me, 

It much concerns me. — Gentle Master Cran- 
well, 

And Mjister Wendoll, in my absence use 
The very ripest pleasures of my house 1 

M’cn. Lord! Master Frankford, will you 
rule to-night? 

The ways are dangerous. 

Frank. Therefore will I ride 

Ai>poinled* well; and so shall Nick, my 
man. 

Anne. I’ll call you up by five o’clock to- 
morrow’. 

* Good sendee. • Goo<l fellow, • Amicd. 
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Frank. No, by my faith, wife, I’ll not 
trust to that: 

’Tis not such easy rising in a morning 
From one I love so dearly. No, by my 
faith, 

I shall not leave so sweet a bedfellow, 

But with much pain. You have made me a 
sluggard 

Since I first knew you. 

Anne. Then, if you needs wdll go 

This dangerous evening, Master Wendoll, 

Let me entreat you bear him company. 
Wen. With all my heart, sweet mistress. — 
My boots, there! 

Frank. Fie, fie, that for my private busi- 
ness 

I should disease^ my friend, and be a 
trouble ^ 

To the whole house! — Nick! 

Nick. Anon,“ sir! {Exifi 

Frank. Bring forth my gelding! — As you 
love me, sir, 

Use no more words: a hand, good Master 
Cranwell ! 

Cran. Sir, God be your speed 1 
Frank. Good night, sweet Nan; nay, nay, 
a kiss, and part! [aside] 

Dissembling lips, you suit not with my 
heart. 

Exeunt [Frankford and Nichol.\s] 
Wen. [aside] How business, time, and 
hours, all gracious prove. 

And are the furtherers to my new bom 
love! 

I am husband now in Master Frankford’s 
place. 

And must command the house. — My pleas- 
ure is 

We will not sup abroad so publicly. 

But in your private chamber, Mistress 
Frankford. 

Anne, [a^ide] 0, sir! you are too public 
in your love, 

And Master Frankford’s wife 

Cran. Might I crave favor, 

I would entreat you I might see my 
chamber. 

I am on the sudden grown exceeding ill, 
And would be spared from supper. 

Wen. Light there, ho! — 

See you want nothing, sir, for if you do, 
You injure that good man, and wrong me 
too. 

’ Discomfort. ' At once. 


Cran. I will make bold; good night! 

Exit 

Wen. How all conspire too 

To make our bosom' sweet, and full entire! 
Come, Nan, I pr’ythec, let us sup within! 
Anne. 0! what a clog unto the soul is 
sin! 

We pale offenders are still' full of fear; 
Every suspicious eye brings danger near; 
When they, whose clear ' heart from offence 
are free, 

Despite report, base scandals do outface. 
And stand at mere' defiance with disgrace. 
Wen. Fie, fie! You talk too like a puri- 
tan. 

Anne. You have tempted me to mischief, 
Mfaster] Wendoll: 

I have done I know not what. Well, you 
plead custom; 

That which for want of wit I granted erst, 
I now must yield through fear. Come, 
come, let’s in; 

Once o’er shoes, we are straight o’er head 
in sin. 

Wen. My jocund soul is joyful above 
measure ; 

I’ll be profuse in Frankford’s richest treas- 
ure. Exeunt 

[SCENE III] 

[Another part of the Housel 
Enter Cicely, Jenkin, and Butler 

Jen. My mistress and Master Wendoll. 
my master, sup in her chamber to-night 
Cicely, you are preferred, from being the 
cook, to be chambermaid. Of all the loves 
betwixt thee and me, tell me what thou 
think’st of this? 

Cic. Mum ; there’s an old proverb, — 
when the cat’s away, the mouse may play. 
Jen. Now you talk of a cat, Cicely, I 

smell a rat. ” 

Cic. Good words, Jenkin, lest you be 
called to answer them! 

Jen. Why, God make my mistress an 
honest woman! Are not these good wordj? 
Pray God my new master play not the 
knave with my old master! Is there any 
hurt in this? God send no villainy in- 
tended; and if they do sup together, pray 
God they do not lie together! God make 

* Intimacy. * Ever. • Pure. 
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my mistress chaste, and make us all his » 
servants 1 What harm is there in all this? 
Nay, more; here is my hand, thou shall 
never have my heart, unless thou say, 
amen. 

Cic. Amen; I pray God, I say. 

Enter Serving-man 

Serving-man. My mistress sends that you 
should make less noise, lock up the 
doors, and see the household all got to bed. 
You, Jenkin, for this night are made the 
porter, to see the gates shut in. » 

Jen, Thus by little and little I creep into 
office. Come, to keni.el, my masters, to 
kennel; 'tis eleven o’clock already. 

Serving-man. When you have locked the 
gates in, you must send up the keys to my 
mistress. 

Cic. Quickly, for God’s sake, Jenkin; for 
I must carry them. I am neither pillow 
nor bolster, but I know more than both. 

Jen. To bed, good Spigot; to bed, good « 
honest serving-creatures; and let us sleep 
as snug as pigs in pease-straw I Exeunt 

[SCENE IV] 

[Outside the House] 

Enter Frankford and Nicholas 

Frank. Soft, softl We’ve tied our geld- 
ings to a tree, 

Two flight-shot* off, lest by their thunder- 
ing hoofs 

They blab our coming. Hear’st thou no 
noise? 

Nick. I hear nothing but the owl and 
you. 

Frank. So; now my watch’s hand points 
upon twelve, 

And it is just midnight. Where are my 
keys? 

Nick. Here, sir. 

Frank. This is the key that opes my out- 
ward gate; 

This, the hall-door; this, the wthdrawing- 
chamber; 

But this, that door that's bawd unto my 
shame, io 

Fountain and spring of all my bleeding 
thoughts, 

‘ Bow*shot. 


Where the most hallowed order and true 
knot 

Of nuptial sanctity hath been profaned. 

It leads to my polluted bed-chamber, 

Once my terrestrial heaven, now my earth's 
hell, 

The place where sins in all their ripeness 
dwell. — 

But I forget myself; now to my gate I 
Nick. It must ope with far less noise than 
Cripplegate, or your plot’s dashed. 

Frank. So; reach me my dark lantern to 
the rest 1 * to 

Tread softly, softly! 

Nick. I will walk on eggs this pace. 

Frank. A general silence hath surprised 
the house, 

And this is the last door. Astonishment, 
Fear, and amazement, beat upon my heart. 
Even as a madman beats upon a drum. 

0, keep my eyes, you heavens, before I 
enter, 

From any sight that may transfix my soul; 
Or, if there be so black a spectacle, 

0, strike mine eyes stark blind; or if not so, 
Lend me such patience to digest my grief, •> 
That I may keep this white and virgin hand 
From any violent outrage, or red murder I — 
And with that prayer I enter. 

Exeunt [into the house] 

[SCENE V] 

[The Hall of the House] 

Enter Nicholas 

Nick. Here’s a circumstance!* 

A man may be made a cuckold in the time 
That he’s about it. An the case were mine, 
As ’tis my master’s (’sbloodl that he makes 
me swear!), 

I would have placed his action,* entered 
there ; 

I would, I would! 

Enter Frankford 

Frank. 0! 0! 

Nick. Master! ’Sbloodl Master, master! 
Frank. O me unhappy! I have found 
them lying 

* To position. 

’ A tninK to tlilnk on. 

* •■Establlshc*! his cast'.” (Ward.) 


IV. V. 


A WOMAN KILLED WITH KINDNESS 


255 


Close in each other’s* arms, and fast asleep. 
But that I would not damn two precious 
souls, 10 

Bought with my Saviour’s blood, and send 
them, laden 

With all their scarlet sins upon their backs, 
Unto a fearful judgment, their two lives 
Had met upon my rapier. 

Nick. Master, w’hat, have ye left them 
sleeping still? 

Let me go wake ’em! 

Frank. Stay, let me pause awhile! — 
O, God! 0, God! That it were possible 
To undo things done; to call back yester- 
day; 

That Time could turn up his swift sandy 
glass, 

To untell “ the days, and to redeem these 
hours 1 ao 

Or that the sun 

Could, rising from the west, draw his coach 
backward ; 

Take from th’ account of time so many 
minutes, 

Till he had all these seasons called again, 
Those minutes, and those actions done in 
them, 

Even from her first offence; that I might 
take her 

As spotless as an angel in my arms! 

But. 0! I talk of things impossible, 

And cast beyond the moon.® God give me 
patience; 

For I will in, and w'ake them. Exit 

Nick. Here’s patience perforce ! ^ » 

He needs must trot afoot that tires his 
horse. 

Enter Wendoll, running over the stage in a 

nightgown^ [Fr.\nkford] after him with 

a sword drawn; the maid in her smock 
stays his hand, and clasps hold on 
him. He pauses for awhile 

Frank. I thank thee, maid; thou, like an 
angel’s hand, 

Hast stayed me from a bloody sacrifice.® 

[Exit Maid^ 

Go, villain; and my wrongs sit on thy soul 
As heavy as this grief doth upon mine! 

> Q2 other. 

- Uncount. 

*Fro>erbial for beyond reach. 

* Unavoidable. 

* Dressing-gown. 

^ Gen. xxii. 10. 11. 


When thou record’st my many courtesies. 
And shalt compare them with thy treach- 
erous heart. 

Lay them together, weigh them equally, — 
’Twill be revenge enough. Go, to thy 
friend 

A Judas; pray, pray, lest I live to see 40 
Thee, Judas-like, hang’d on an elder-tree 1* 

Enter Mistress Frankford in her smock, 
night-gown and night-attire 

Anne. 0, by what word, what title, or 
what name, 

Shall I entreat your pardon? Pardon! 0! 
I am as far from hoping such sweet grace, 
As Lucifer from heaven. To call you hus- 
band, — 

(0 me, most wretched!) I have lost that 
name; 

I am no more your wife. 

Nick. ’Sblood, sir, she swoons. 

Frank. Spare thou thy tears, for I will 
weep for thee; 

And keep thy countenance, for I’ll blush for 
thee. 

Now, I protest, I think 'tis I am tainted, » 
For I am most ashamed; and ’tis more hard 
For me to look upon thy guilty face 
Than on the sun’s clear brow. What ! 
Would’st thou speak? 

Anne. I would I had no tongue, no ears, 
no eyes. 

No apprehension, no capacity. 

When do you spurn me like a dog? When 
tread me 

Under feet? When drag me by the hair? 
Though I deserve a thousand, thousand- 
fold, 

More than you can inflict — ^yet, once my 
husband, 

For womanhood, to which I am a shame,® 
Though once an ornament — even for his 
sake, «i 

That hath redeemed our souls, mark not my 
face, 

Nor hack me with your sword; but let me 

go 

Perfect and undeformed to my tomb! 

I am not worthy that I should prevail 
In the least suit; no, not to speak to you. 
Nor look on you, nor to be in your pres- 
ence; 

* An often-repeated tradition. 

’ Qq. a^ham’d. 
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Vot, as an abject, tliis one suit I crave; — 
This |:rante<l, I am ready fur luy jirave. 
Fronk. My God, with patience arm me! — 
Rise, nay, rise, *0 

And I'll debate with thee. Was it for want 
Thou play'dst the strumpet? Wast thou 
not supplied 

With every pleasure, fashion, and new toy, — 
Nay. even beyond my calling?’ 

Anne. I was. 

Frank. Was it. then, disability in me; 

Or in thine eye seemed ho a properer* man? 
Anne. O. no! 

Frank. Did not I lodge thee in my 
bosom? 

Wear thee hero in iny heart? 

Anne. You did. 

Frank. I did, indeed; witness my tears, I 
did, — 

Go, bring my infants hitherl 

Enter Serving-woman with two little 

children 


0 Nan! 0 Nan! 

If neither fear of shame, regard of honor, m 

The blemish of my house, nor luy <lear love, 

Could have withheld thee from so lewd a 
fact : ’ 

Vet for these infants, these young, harmless 
soids. 

On whose wldte brows thy shame is char- 
actered, 

And grows in greatness as they wax in 
years, — 

Took but on them, and melt away in 
tears! — 

Away with tliem; lest, as her spotted body 

Hath stained their names with stripe of 
bastardy. 

So her adulterous breath may blast their 
spirits 00 

With her infectious thoughts! Away with 
them 1 

Exit Serving-woman with children 
Anne. In thi.s one life, I die ten thou.sand 
deaths. 

Frank. Stand up, stand up! I will ilo 
nothing rashly. 

I will retire awhile into iny study. 

And thou shalt hear thy sentence present Iv. 

Exit 


Anne. Tis welcome, be it death. 0 me, 
base strumpet. 

That, having such a husband, such sweet 
children. 

Must enjoy neither! O, to redeem mine 
honor, 

I would have this hand cut off, these my 
breasts seared; 

Re racked, strappadoed, put to any tor- 
ment : 100 

Nay, to whip but this scandal out, I would 
hazard 

The rich and dear redemption of my soul I 
lie cannot be so base as to forgive me, 
Nor I so shameless to accept his pardon. 

O women, women, you that yet have kept 
Your holy matrimonial vow unstained, 
Make me your instance; when you tread 


awn,’. 

Your sins, like mine, will on your con- 
science lie. 


Enter Cicely, Spigot, all the Servingmen, 

and Jenkin, n,s newly come out of bed 

All. O, mistress, mistress! What have 
you done, mistress? 

Nick. What a caterwauling keep you 
here I 110 

Jen. 0 Lord, mistress, how comes this to 
pass? My master is run away in his shirt, 
and never so much as called mo to bring his 
clothes after him. 

Anne. Sec what guilt is! Here stand I in 
this place. 

Ashamed to look my servants in the face. 

Enter I'Rankfoud and Chanwell; whom 
seeing, she falls on her knees 

I' rank. My words arc registered in heaven 
already. 

With patience hear me! I'll not martyr 
thee, 

Nor mark thee for a strumpet; but with 
usage 

Of more humility torment thy soul, no 
.And kill thee even with kindness. 

Cran. Master Frankfonl 

I' rank. Good Master Cranwell! — Woman, 
hear thy judgment I 

(jo make thee ready in thy best attire; 
lake with thee all thy gowns, all thy 
apparel; 
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* Handsomer* 
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Leave nothing that did ever call thee mis- 
tress, 

Or by whose sight, being left here in the 
house, 

I may remember such a woman by. 
Choose thee a bed and hangings for tliy 
chamber; 

Take with thee every thing which hath thy 
mark, 

And get thee to my manor seven mile off, 
Where live: ’tis thine, I freely give it thee. 
My tenants by ‘ shall furnish thee with 
wains 

To carry all thy stuff* within two hours; 
No longer will I limit* thee my sight. 
Choose which of all my seiwants thou lik’st 
best, 

And they are thine to attend thee. 

Anne. A mild sentence. 

Frank. But, as thou hop’st for heaven, as 
thou believ’st 

Thy name’s recorded in the book of life, 

I charge thee never after this sad day »o 
To see me, or to meet me, or to send, 

By word or writing, gift or otherwise, 

To move me, by thyself, or by thy friends; 
Nor challenge any part in my two children. 
So farewell, Nan; for we will henceforth be 
As we had never seen, ne’er more shall see. 

Anne. How full my heart is, in mine eyes 
appeal's; 

What wants in words, I will supply in tears. 

Frank. Come, take your coach, your stu.T; 
all must along. 

Servants and all make ready; all begone! wa 
It was thy hand cut two hearts out of one. 

Exeunt 


[ACT V, SCENE 1] 

[Before Sm FR.\Nas Acton's Ilouae] 

Enter Sir Charles [Mountford,] gentle- 
ynan-like and his Sister, gentlewoman-like 

Susan. Brother, why have you tricked me 
like a bride. 

Bought me this gay attire, these ornaments? 
Forget you our estate, our poverty? 

Sir C. Call me not brother, but imagine 
me 

Some barbarous outlaw, or uncivil kem;^ 
For if thou shutt’st thy eye, and only hear’st. 


The words that I shall utter, thou shalt 
judge me 

Some staring ruffian, not thy brother 
Charles, 

0, sister! 

Susan. O, brother! what doth this strange 
language mean? lo 

Sir C. Dost love me, sister? Wouldst 
thou see me live 

A bankrupt beggar in the world's disgrace. 
And die indebted to mine enemies? 
Wouldst thou behold me stand like a huge 
beam 

In the world’s eye, a bye-word and a scorn? 
It lies in thee of these to acquit me free, 
And all my debt I may outstrip by thee. 
Susan. By me? Why, I have nothing, 
nothing left ; 

I owe even for the clothes upon my back; 

I am not worth 

Sir C. O sister, say not so 1 m 

It lies in you- my downcast state to raise; 
To make me stand on even points with the 
world. 

Come, sister, you are rich; indeed you are, 
And in your power you have, without delay 
Acton’s five hundred pound back to repay. 
jSusan. Till now I had thought y’had 
loved me. By my honor 
(Which I have kept as spotless as the 
moon), 

I ne’er was mistress of that single doit* 
Which I resen-ed not to supply your wants ; 
And d’ye think that I w’oulcl hoard from 
you? ao 

Now, by my hopes in heaven, knew I the 
means 

To buy you from the slavery of your debts 
(Especially from Acton, whom I hate), 

I would redeem it with my life or blood! 
Sir C. I challenge it, and, kindred set 
apart, 

Thus, ruffian-like, I lay siege to thy heart. 
What do I owe to Acton? 

Susan. Why, some five hundred pounds; 
towards which, I swear, 

In all the world I have not one denier.* 

Sir C. It will not prove so. Sister, now 
resolve* me: 

What do you think (and speak your con- 
science) 

Would Acton give, might he enjoy your 
bed? 


' Near. 

- Household goods. 


* Allow. 

* Serf. 


* Farthing. 


* Penny. 


* Satisfy 
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Susan. He would not shrink to spend a 
thousand pound, 

To give the Mountfords’ name so deep a 
wound. 

Sir C. A thousand pound! I but five 
hundred owe: 

Grant him your bed, he’s paid with interest 
so. 

Susan. O, brother! 

Sir C. 0, sister! only this one way, 

With that rich jewel you my debts may 
pay. 

In speaking this my cold heart shakes wTth 
shame ; 

Nor do I woo you in a brother’s name, m 
B ut in a stranger’s. Shall I die in debt 
To Acton, my grand foe, and you still wear 
The precious jewel that he holds so dear? 

Susan. My honor I esteem as dear and 
precious 

As my redemption. 

Sir C. I esteem you, sister, 

As dear, for so dear prizing it. 

Susan. Will Charles 

Have me cut off my hands, and send them 
Acton? 

Rip up my breast, and with my bleeding 
heart 

Present him as a token? 

Sir C. Neither, sister; 

But hear me in my strange assertion! » 
Thy honor and my soul are equal in my 
regard ; 

Nor will thy brother Charles survive thy 
shame. 

His kindness, like a burden, hath sur- 
charged me, 

And under his good deeds I stooping go, 
Not with an upright soul. Hud I remained 
In prison still, there doubtless I had died. 
Then, unto him that freed me from that 
prison, 

Still do I owe this life. What moved my 
foe 

To enfranchise me? Twas, sister, for your 
love; 

With full five hundred pounds he bought 
your love; to 

And shall he not enjoy it? Shall the weight 
Of all this heavy burden lean on me, 
And will not you bear part? You did par- 
take 

The joy of my release; will you not stand 
In joint-bond bound to satisfy the debt? 
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Shall I be only charged? 

Susan. But that I know 

These arguments come from an honored 
mind, 

As in your most extremity of need 
Scorning to stand in debt to one you hate,— 
Nay, rather would engage your unstained 
honor, n 

Than to be held ingrate, — I should con- 
demn you. 

I see your resolution, and assent; 

So Charles will have me, and I am content. 

Sir C. For this I tricked you up. 

Sitsan. But here’s a knife. 

To save mine honor, shall slice out my life. 

Sir C. I know thou pleasest me a thou- 
sand times 

More in thy resolution than thy grant. 
Observe her love; to soothe it to my suit, 
Her honor she will hazard, though not lose; 
To bring mo out of debt, her rigorous hand 
Will pierce her heart, — 0 wonder! — that 
will choose, n 

Rather than stain her blood, her life to lose. 
Come, you sad sister to a woful brother, 
This is the gate. I’ll bear him such a 
present. 

Such an acquittance for the knight to seal, 

As will amaze his senses, and surprise 
With admiration all his fantasies. 

Enter [Sir Francis] Acton and Malbt 

Susan. Before his unchaste thoughts 
shall seize on mo, 

’Tis here shall my imprisoned soul set free.* 

Sir F. How! Mountford with his sister, 
hand in hand! loo 

What miracle’s afoot? 

^fal. It is a sight 

Begets in me much admiration. 

Sir C. Stand not amazed to see me thus 
attended I 

Acton, I owe thee money, and, being un- 
able 

To bring thee the full sum in ready coin, 
Lol for thy more assurance, here’s a pawn,— • 
My sister, my dear sister, whose chaste 
honor 

I prize above a million. Here! Nay, take 
her; 

She’s worth your money, man; do not for- 
sake her. 

» Set forth free. (WarJ.) 


V. ii. 


A WOMAN KILLED WITH KINDNESS 


259 


Sir F. I would he were in earnest 1 no 
Sw5an. Impute it not to my immodesty. 
My brother, being rich in nothing else 
But in his interest that he hath in me, 
According to his poverty hath brought you 
Me, all his store; whom, howsoe’er you 
prize, 

As forfeit to your hand, he values highly, 
And would not sell, but to acquit your debt, 
For any emperor’s ransom. 

Sir F. [aside] Stern heart, relent. 

Thy former cruelty at length repent I 
Was ever known, in any former age, i» 
Such honorable, wrested courtesy? 

Lands, honors, life, and all the world forego, 
Rather than stand engaged to such a foe! 
Sir C. Acton, she is too poor to be thy 
bride. 

And I too much opposed to be thy brother. 
There, take her to thee; if thou hast the 
heart 

To seize her as a rape, or lustful prey; 

To blur our house, that never yet was 
stained; 

To murder her that never meant thee harm ; 
To kill me now, whom once thou sav’dst 
from death; — 

Do them at once; on her all these rely, 
And perish with her spotless chastity. 

Sir F. You overcome me in your love, 
Sir Charles. 

I cannot be so cruel to a lady 
I love so dearly. Since you have not spared 
To engage your reputation to the world. 
Your sister’s honor, which you prize so dear, 
Nay, all the comfort which you hold on 

To grow out of my debt, being your foe,— 
Your honored thoughts, lo! thus I recom- 
pense. . 

Your metamorphosed foe receives your gift 
In satisfaction of all former wrongs. 

This jewel I will wear here in my heart; 
And where before I thought her, for her 

wants, 

Too base to be my bride, to end all strife, 
I seal you my dear brother, her my wife. 
Susan. You still exceed us. I will yield 

to fate, 

And learn to love, where I till now did hate. 
Sir C. With that enchantment you have 
charmed my soul, 

And made me rich even in those very 
words! 


I pay DO debt, but am indebted more ; 

Rich in your love, I never can be poor. 

Sir F. All’s mine is yours; we are alike in 
state ; 

Let's knit in love what was opposed in hate! 
Come, for our nuptials we will straight pro- 
vide. 

Blest only in our brother and fair bride. 

Exeunt 

[SCENE II] 

[Franhjord’s House] 

Enter Cranwell, Frankford, and Nick 

Cran. Why do you search each room 
about your house, 

Now that you have despatched your wife 
away? 

Frank. 0, sir! To see that nothing may 
be left 

That ever was my wife’s. I loved her 
dearly; 

And when I do but think of her unkindness. 
My thoughts are all in hell; to avoid which 
torment, 

I would not have a bodkin or a cuff, 

A bracelet, necklace, or rebato wire,* 

Nor any thing that ever was called hers. 
Left me, by which I might remember her. — 
See round about. n 

Nick. ’Sblood I master, here’s her lute 
flung in a corner. 

Frank. Her lute! 0, God! Upon this in- 
strument 

Her fingers have ran quick division,* 
Sweeter than that which now divides our 
hearts. 

These frets * have made me pleasant, that 
have now 

Frets of my heart-strings made. 0, Master 
Cranwell, 

Oft hath she made this melancholy wood 
(Now mute and dumb for her disastrous 
chance) 

Speak sweetly many a note, sound many a 
strain » 

To her own ravishing voice; which being 
well strung, 

What pleasant strange airs have they 
jointly rung! — 

< To sustain the ruff. 

* Variation. 

* See above, I. i. 81. 
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Post with it after her! — Now nothings Jeft; 
Of her and hors I am at once bereft. 

A’ich. I’ll ride and overtake her; do my 
message, 

And come back again. [E’jit] 

Cran. Meantime, sir, if you please. 

I’ll to Sir Francis Acton, and inform him 
Of what hath passed betwixt you and his 
sister. 

Frank. Do as you please. — How ill am 1 
bested,* 

To be a widower ore my wife bo dead! w 

[Exeunt J 

fSCKNE III] 

[Rond near Mi.’itrms Frnnkford’a .UnaorJ 

Enter Mistke.ss Frankfohd. uith Jenkin, 
her maid Cicely, her Coachman, anil 

three Carters 

Anne. Bid my coach stay! Why should I 
ride in state. 

Being hurled so low down by the hand of 
fate? 

A seat like to my fortune.^ let me have. 
Earth for iny chair, and for my bed a grave! 

Jen. Comfort, good mi.stre.'is; you have 
watered your coach with tears already. You 
liave but two inilo.s now to go to your 
manor. A man cannot say by my old 
master Frankford as ho may say by me. 
that he want.s manors; for he hath three »>* 
or four, of which this is one that wc arc 
going to now. 

Cic. Good mistress, be of good cheer! 
Sorrow, you see. hurts you, but helps you 
not; wc all mourn to sec you so sjid. 

Carter. Mistre.'^s, I sec some of my land- 
lorrl’s men 

Come riding po.<t : ’ti.s like he brings some 
nows. 

Anne. Comes he from Master Frankford. 
he is W('Ieonie; 

So i.s hi.s news,* because tlu'y come from him 

Enter NicnoL/\s 
Nick. There 1 

Anne. I know the lute. Oft h.ivc I sung 
to thee; 

Wc both are out of tune, both out of time. 

A/cA*. Would th:.’, had been the wor.-^t 
in.strumenl that e’er you played on! My 

‘ • As plural. 


master commends him unto ye; ther.’s all 
he can find was over yours; he hath nothing 
left that ever you could lay claim to but his 
own heart, — and he could afford you thatl 
All that I have to deliver you is this: he 
prays you to forget him; and so he bids »o 
you farewell. 

Anne. I thank him; he is kind, and ever 
was. 

All you that have true feeling of my grief, 
That know my loss, and have relenting 
hearts, 

Gird me about, and help me w’ith your tears 
To wash my spotted sins I My lute shall 
groan; 

It cannot weep, but shall lament my moan. 

Eyitcr Wendoll [bckiml]^ 

IlVn. Pursued with horror of a guilty 
soul. 

And with the sharp scourge of repentance 
lashed, 

I fly from mine own shadow. 0 my stars! « 
What have my parents in their lives de- 
sen’ed, 

That you should lay this penance on their 
son? 

\\ h('n I but think of Master Frankford’s 
love, 

And lay it to my treason, or compare 
My murdering him for his relieving me, 

It strikes a (error like a lightning’s flash, 
To scorch my blood up. Thus I, like the 
owl , 

A.^hamed of day, live in these shadowy 
woods, 

Afraid of every leaf or murm’ring blast, 
\et longing to receive some perfect knowl- 
e<ige M 

IIow ho hath dealt with her, [5cciii{7 Mis- 
THE.SS Fn.wKKOiml O my sad fate I 
Here, and so far from home, and thus at- 
tendoil ! 

O, God! I ha\o tli\orcod the truest turtles 
That over lived logothor, and, being divided. 
In several places make their several moan; 
She in the fields laments, ami he at home. 
So poets wTile that Orpheus made the trees 
And stones to dance to his melodious harp. 
Meaning the rustic and the barbarous hinds, 
That had no understanding part in them. «> 

* Wpndoll roninins anscen during most of this 
drciio. 
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So she from these rude carters tears ex- 
tracts, 

Making their flinty hearts with grief to risr. 

And draw down rivers from their rocky eye?. 
Anne, [fo Nicholas] If you return unto 
your master, say 

(Though not from me, for I am all un- 
worthy 

To blast his name so with a strumpet’s 
tongue) 

That you have seen me weep, wish myself 
dead ! 

Nay, you may say, too (for my vow is 
past ) 

Last night you saw me eat and drink my 
last. 

This to your master you may say and 
swear; '•> 

For it is ^^Tit in heaven, and decreed here. 
Nick. I’ll say you wept; I’ll swear you 
made me sad. 

Why, how now, eyes? What now? What’s 
here to do? 

I’m gone, or I shall straight turn baby too. 
Wen. I cannot w'eep, my heart is all on 
fire. 

Curs’d be the fruits of ray unchaste desire I 
Anne. Go, break this lute upon ray 
coach’s wheel. 

As the last music that I e’er shall make, — 

Not as my husband’s gift, but my farewell 

To all earth’s joy; and so your master tell! 
Nick. If I can for crying. 

Wen. Grief, have done, 

Or, like a madman, I shall frantic run. S 2 
Anne. You have beheld the wofull’st 
wretch on earth, — 

A woman made of tears; would you had 


words 

To express but what you seel My inward 
grief 

No tongue can utter; yet unto your power “ 
You may describe my sorrow, and disclose 
To thy sad master my abundant woes. 
Nick. I’ll do your commendations.^ 

Anne. 9’ 

I dare not so presume; nor to my children! 
I am disclaimed in both; alas! I am. « 
0, never teach them, when they come to 



To name the name of mother: chide their 
tongue. 

If they by chance light on that hated word; 
Tell them ’tis naught; for when that word 
they name. 

Poor, pretty souls! they harp on their own 
shame. 

Wen. To recompense her wrongs, what 
canst thou do? 

Thou hast made her husbaudless, and child- 
less too. 

Anne. I have no more to say. — Speak not 
for me; 

Yet you may tell your master what you 
see. 100 

Nick. I’ll do’t. Exit 

Wen. I’ll speak to her, and comfort her 
in grief. 

0, but her wound cannot be cured with 
words 1 

No matter, though; I’ll do my best good 
will 

To work a cure on her whom I did kill. 

Anne. So, now unto my coach, then to 
my home. 

So to my death-bed ; for from this sad hour, 
I never will nor eat, nor drink, nor taste 
Of any cates ^ that may presen'e my life. 

I never will nor smile, nor sleep, nor rest; no 
But when my tears have washed my black 
soul white, 

Sweet Saviour, to thy hands I yield my 
sprite. 

ll’cn. [coming forward] 0, Mistress Frank- 
fordl 

Anne. 0, for God’s sake, fly! 

The devil doth come to tempt me, ere I die. 
My coach 1 — This sin, that with an angel’s 
face 

Conjured* mine honor, till he sought my 
wrack,’ 

In my repentant eye seems ugly black. 

Exeunt all [except Wendoll and 
Jenkin;] the Carters whistling 

Jen. What, my young master, that fled in 
his shirt! How come you by your clothes 
again? You have made our house in a iso 
sweet pickle, ha’ ye not, think you? What, 
shall I ser\'e you still, or cleave to the 
house? 

Wen. Hence, slave! Away, with thy un- 
seasoned * mirth ! 


^ Made. 

- So far as you are able. 
* Commands. 


z 


* Food. 

* Charmed, 


• Ruin. 

* Unseasonable. 
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Unless thou canst shed tears, and sigh, and 
howl, 

Curse thy sad fortunes, and exclaim on fate, 
Thou art not for my turn. 

Jen. Marry, an you will not, another 
will I farewell, and be hanged! Would you 
had never come to have kept this coil* 
within our doors! We shall ha' you run 
away like a sprite again. [Exii'l 

Wen. She's gone to death; I live to want 
and woe, 

Her life, her sins, and all upon my head. 
And I must now go wander, like a Cain, 

In foreign countries and remoted* climes. 
Where the report of my ingratitude 
Cannot be heard. I’ll over first to France, 
And so to Germany and Italy; 

Where, when I have recovered, and by 
travel i«o 

Gotten those perfect tongues, and that these 
rumors 

May in their height abate, I will return: 
And I divine (however now dejected). 

My worth and parts being by some great 
man praised. 

At my return I may in court be raised. 

Exit 

[SCENE IV] 

[Before the M anor-hou^e] 

Enter Sm FiuNas Acton, Sir Charles 
Mountford, Ciunwell, [Maldv,] 

and Susan 

Sir F. Brother, and now my wife, I think 
these troubles 

Fall on my head by justice of the heavens, 
For being so strict to you in your extremi- 
ties; 

But we are now atoned.* I would my sister 
Could with like happiness o’crcome her 
griefs 

As wc have ours. 

Susan. You tell us, Master Cranwcll, 
wondrous things 

Touching the patience of that gentleman. 
With what strange virtue he demeans* his 
grief. 

Cran. I told you what I was witness of; lo 
It was my fortune to lodge there that night. 
Sir F. O, that same villain, WendollI 
'Twas his tongue 

* Trouble. • Reconciled. 

’ Distniit. * Ur.irs. 
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That did corrupt her; she was of herself 
Chaste, and devoted well.* — Is this the 
house? 

Cran. Yes, sir; I take it, here your sister 
lies.* 

Sir F. My brother Frankford showed too 
mild a spirit 

In the revenge of such a loathed crime. 
Less than he did, no man of spirit could do. 
I am so far from blaming his revenge, 
That I commend it. Had it been my case, 
Their souls at once had from their breasts 
been freed ; n 

Death to such deeds of shame is the due 
meed. 

Enter Jbnkin and Cicely 

Jen. 0, my mistress, mistress! my poor 
mistress I 

Cicely. Alas! that ever I was born; what 
shall I do for my poor mistress? 

5ir C. Why, what of her? 

Jen. 0, Lord, sirl she no sooner heard 
that her brother and her friends were come 
to sec how she did, but she, for very » 
shame of her guilty conscience, fell into 
such a swoon, that we had much ado to get 
life in her. 

5usan. Alas, that she should bear so hard 
a fate! 

Pity it is repentance comes too late. 

Sir F. Is she so weak in body? 

Jen. O, sirl I can assure you there’s no 
hope of life in her; for she will take no 
sustenance: she hath plainly stan’ed her- 
self, and now she’s ns lean as a lath. She « 
ever looks for the good hour. Many gen- 
tlemen and gentlewomen of the country are 
come to comfort her. 

[SCENE V] 

[/n the Manor-house] Mistress Frankford 

in her bed 

[Enter Sir Charles M( i nt^dro. Sir Fran- 
cis Acton, Malry, Ciunwell, and 

Susan 

Mai. How fare you, Mistress Frankford? 
Anne. Sick, sick, 0, sickl Give me some 
air. I pray you! 

* Dutiful. » Lodges. 
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Tell me, 0, tell me, where’s Master Frank- 
ford? 

Will not [he] deign to see me ere I die? 

Mai. Yes, Mistress Frankford; divers 
gentlemen, 

Your loving neighbors, with that just re- 
quest 

Have moved, and told him of your weak 
estate : ' 

Who, though with much ado to get belief, 
Examining of the general circumstance, 
Seeing your sorrow and your penitence, w 
And hearing therewithal the great desire 
You have to see him, ere you left the world. 
He gave to us his faith to follow us. 

And sure he will be here immediately. 

Anne. You have half revived me with the 
pleasing news. 

Raise me a little higher in my bed. — 

Blush I not, brother Acton? Blush I not. 
Sir Charles? 

Can you not read my fault writ in my 
cheek? 

Is not my crime there? Tell me, gentlemen. 

Sir C. Alas, good mistress, sickness hath 
not left you “ 

Blood in your face enough to make you 
blush. 

Anne. Then, sickness, like a friend, my 
fault would hide. — 

Is my husband come? My soul but tarries 
his arrive ; * 

Then I am fit for heaven. 

Sir F. I came to chide you, but my words 
of hate 

Are turned to pity and compassionate grief. 
I came to rate you, but my brawls,’ you see. 
Melt into tears, and I must weep by thee. — 
Here’s M [aster] Frankford now. 

Enter Frankford 

Frank. Good morrow, brother; morrow, 
gentlemen I " 

God, that hath laid this cross upon our 
heads. 

Might (had he pleased) have made our 
cause of meeting 

On a more fair and more contented ground ; 
But he that made us, made us to this woe. 

Anne. And is he come? Methinks, that 
voice I know. 

Frank. How do you, woman? 

» Condition. ’ Arrival. ’ Reproaches. 


Anne. Well, Master Frankford, well; but 
shall be better, 

I hope, within this hour. Will you vouch- 
safe. 

Out of your grace and your humanity. 

To take a spotted strumpet by the hand? *o 
Frank. This hand once held my heart in 
faster bonds 

Than now ’tis gripped by me. God pardon 
them 

That made us first break holdl 
Anne. Amen, amen! 

Out of my zeal to heaven, whither I’m now 
bound, 

I was so impudent to w'ish you here; 

And once more beg your pardon. O, good 
man. 

And father to my children, pardon me. 

Pardon, 0, pardon me: my fault so heinous 
is, 

That if you in this world forgive it not, 

Heaven will not clear it in the world to 
come. 60 

Faintness hath so usurped upon my knees, 

That kneel I cannot; but on my heart’s 
knees 

My prostrate soul lies thrown down at your 
feet. 

To beg your gracious pardon. Pardon, 0, 
pardon mel 

Frank. As freely, from the low depth of 
ray soul, 

As my Redeemer hath forgiven his death, 

I pardon thee. I will shed tears with thee; 

Pray with thee; and, in mere pity of thy 
weak estate. 

I’ll wish to die with thee. 

All. So do we all. 

Nick. So will not I; 

I’ll sigh and sob, but, by my faith, not die. « 
Sir F. 0, Master Frankford, all the near 
alliance 

I lose by her, shall be supplied in thee. 

You are my brother by the nearest way; 

Her kindred hath fall’n off, but yours doth 
stay 

Frank. Even as I hope for pardon, at that 
day 

When the Great Judge of heaven in scarlet 
sits. 

So be thou pardoned 1 Though thy rash of- 
fence 

Divorced our bodies, thy repentant tears 

Unite our souls. 
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Sir C. Then comfort, Mistress Frankfort!! 
You see your husband hath forgiven your 
fall ; TO 

Then, rouse your spirits, and cheer your 
fainting soul ! 

Sit.'^an. How is it with you? 

Sir F. How d’ye feel yourself? 

Anne. Not of this world. 

Frank. I see you are not, and I weep to 
SCO it. 

My wife, the njother to my pretty babes! 
Both lho.se lo.<t names I do restore thee 
back. 

And with this ki.«.s I wed thee once again. 
Thtnigh thou art wounded in thy honored 
name, 

And with that grief upon thy dcath-bed 
liest, 

Hone.st^ in heart, upon my soul, thou dicst. 

Anne. Pardoned on earth, soul, thou in 
heaven art free; si 

Once more: [/Cmrs her} thy wife dies thus 
embracing thee. f/JiV.s] 

Frank. New-married, and new-widowed. — 
O! she’s dead, 

And a cold grave must be her nuptial bed. 

Sir C. Sir. be of good comfort, and your 
heavy sorrow 

Part equally amongst u.s; .storms divided 
Abate their force, and with less rage are 
guided. 

Cr«n. Do, Ma.ster Frankford; he that hath 
least pr. t, 

Will find enough to drown one troubled 
heart. 

Sir F. Peace with thee, Nan! — Brothers 
and gentlemen, w 

All we that can plead interest in her grief, 
Be.stow upon her body funeral tears! 
Brother, had you with threats and u.sage bad 
Puni.shed her sin, the grief of Iier offence 
Had not with such true sorrow touched her 
heart, 

* Chaste, 


Frank. I see it had not; therefore, on her 
grave 

Will I bestow this funeral epitaph, 

Which on her marble tomb shall be en- 
graved. 

In golden lettens shall these words be filled: * 

Here lies she whom her husband’s kindness 
killed. 100 

EPILOGUE 

An honest crew, disposed to be merry, 
Came to a tavern by,* and called for wine. 

The <lrawer l)roug)»t it. smiling like a cherry, 
And told them it was pleasant, neat* and 
fine. 

‘Taste it.’ quoth one. He did so. *Fie!' 
(quoth he). 

‘This wine was good; now’t runs too near 
the Ice.’ 

Another sipped, to give the wine his due, 
And said unto the rest, it drank too flat; 

The third said, it was old; the fourth, too 
new; 

Nay, quoth the fifth, the sharpness likes 
me not. w 

Thus, gentlemen, you see how, in one hour, 

The wine was new, old, flat, sharp, sweet, 
and sour. 

Unto this wine we do allude* our play. 
Which some will judge too trivial, some 
too grave: 

You as our guests we entertain this day. 
And bid you welcome to the best we 
have. 

Excuse us, then; good wine may be dis- 
gracctl, 

When every several mouth hath sundry' 
taste. 

‘ F.iiKr;aod and filled in with gold. 

* Near. » Pure. • CoinpaK. 
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Eastward Ho was printed three times in quarto form in the year 1605. The first 
issue was altered as to the passjigc objectionable to the Scotch (III, iii, 40-47); some 
new matter was substituted on that page, and the rest of the leaves of the first issue 
were used for this amended .«econd one. The third issue is a distinct resetting of the 
whole play. It was doubtless written and acted by the Queen’s Revels in this same 
year or the year previous. The passage just mentioned, and. it should seem, even 
more so that (IV. i. 179-180) in which the royal brogue was ridiculed, aroused dis- 
pleasure at court. The authors were impri.'^oned but escaped further punishment 
through the influence of friends. Several interesting letters on the subject are extant 
(see the present editor’s edition of this play in Belles Leitrvs Series, 1905). Eastward 
Ho wa.s subsequently reacte<l. even before King James; and. in several inferior re- 
writings. held the stage almost to the end of the eighteenth centur>’. The source is 
to he sought variously in the universal story of the prodigal son and in the repetition 
f)f stock situatioiLs on the stage. Neither this nor the discovery of similarities in the 
Pet ronel-Winnifred story in two tales iXorellino 34 and 40) of Masuccio, take much 
from the originality of these sketches from actual life. A consideration of the col- 
laboration in the writing of this comedy will be found in Parrott’s excellent edition 
of Qiapman; and in Hepresentatire E7iglish Comedies, Vol. 11, where Cunliffe like- 
wise carefully considers it. Without entering into a question impossible here, the 
clarity, directness, consummate drawing of personage and excellent construction of 
this comedy surpass any single work of Chapman or Marston and much of Jonson’s 
unaided work as well. I have followed the first quarto, modernizing according to 
the plan of this book, with special indebtedness to Parrott’s intelligent work in this 
respect. 

George Chapman, best known for his famous translation of Homer, was bom about 
1560. He was a man of much learning, although his sojourn at neither university 
has been verified. Before his collaboration in this comedy, he had already a con- 
siderable repute as a writer of both forms of drama, ns such plays as A Humorous 
Day’s Mirth, All Fools and Monsieur D'Olive attest for comedy, and Bussy D'Ambois 
a fine tragedy; and his activity continued throughout a long life. Chapman died in 
1634. John Klarston was some five years Chapman’s junior, and he died in the same 
year. An Oxford man and a student of law of the Inner Temple, Marston began 
his literary career as a satirist about 1598. His plays, from Antonio and Mcllida, 
a tragedy, the second part, of the revenge type, range from 1599 to 1605, when he 
sold an interest he had in (he Blackfriars theater and became a clcrg.vman. Marston 
al.^io wrote comedies alone, of which The Malcontent is the best known. The col- 
laboration of these two men with Jonson in Eastu'ard Ho wavS as exceptional appar- 
ently ns it was happy. Marston and Jonson had been at enmity in the “war of the 
theatci-s’’ only .'fhortly before. Chapman and Jonson appear to have been, for the 
most part, on e.xcellent terms. 

The last complete edition of Marston’s Plays is that of A. H. Bullen, 3 vols., 1887; 
Chapman has been excellently edited by T. M. Parrott, the Plays in 2 vols., 1910 and 
1914, For Jonson see below. 


[PERSONS IN THE PLAY 


Touchstone, a Goldsmith 
Quicksilver! .• i 
Golding / 

Page 


Bettricb, a Waiting-woman 
PoLDAVY, a Tailor 

Mistress Touchstone 
Security, an old Usurer 
SiNDEFY, Mistress to Quicksilver 
WiNNiFRED, Wife of Security 
Sir Petronel Flash 
Bramble, a Lawyer 
Messenger 

Gertrude 1 ^ , 

Mildred ) ^^'^Qhters to Touchstone 

Sea-gull, a Sea-captain 


Scapethrift! , , 

Spbndall f ^^f-'enturers for Virginia 

A Coachman 
Hamlet, a Footman 
PoTKiN, a Tankard-beareT 
Mistress Fond 
Mistress Gazer 

SCRIVENEK 

Drawer 

Slitout, a Butcker^s Apprentice 

Two Gentlemen 

Constable, Officers 

Wolf 1 Officers of the Counter 

Holdfast J Prison 

Two Prisoners and Friend 


Scene: Goldsmith’s Row, The Blue Anchor Tavern, Cuckold’s Haven, the Counter and 

elsewhere in London.] 



PROLOGUS' 


Not out of envy, for there's no effect 
Where there’s no ciuise; nor out of imitation, 

For we liave evermore been imitated; 

Nor out of our contention to do better 
Than that which is o})i)osed to ours in title,’ 

For that was good; and better cannot be: 

And for the title, if it seem affected, 

We might as well have called it, ‘God you good even,’ 

Only tlnit Eastward Westwards still exceeds — 

Honor the sun’s fair rising, not his setting. 

Nor i.s our title utterly enforced. 

As by the points we touch at you shall see. 

Bear with our willing pains, if dull or witty; 

We only ch-dicale it to the City. 

Probably by Joiison. 

Webster and Dekker’s iVestuard Ho; tliesc were cries of the wherry-men on the Thames. 


EASTWARD HO 

Ben Jonson, George Chapman and John Marston 


ACTUS PRIMI SCENA PRIMA 

[Goldsmith's Row] 

Enter Master Touchstone and Quick- 
silver at sc'cral doors; Quicksilver 
with his hat, pumps, short sword an-: 
dagger, and a racket trussed up und<r 
his cloak. At the middle door, enter 
Golding, discorcring a goldsmith’s shop, 
and walking short turns before it 

Touch. And whither \vith you now? 
What loose action are you bound for? 
Come, what comrades are you to meet 
withal? Where’s the supper? Where’s the 
rendezvous? 

Quick. Indeed, and in very good sober 
truth, sir 

Touch. ‘Indeed, and in very good sober 
truth, sir’! Behind my back thou wilt swear 
faster than a French footboy, and talk lo 
more bawdily than a common midwife; and 
now ‘indeed and in very good sober truth, 
sir’l But if a privy search should be made, 
with wliat furniture are you rigged now? 
Sirrah, I tell thee, I am thy master, William 
Touchstone, goldsmith, and thou my prentice, 
Francis Quicksilver; and I will see whither 
you are running. Work upon that now! 

Quick. Why, sir, I hope a man may use 
his recreation with his master’s profit. » 

Touch. Prentices’ recreations are seldom 
with their masters’ profit. Work upon that 
now! You shall give up your cloak, though 
you be no alderman. Heyday, Ruffians’- 
hall! * Sword, pumps, here’s a racket indeed 1 
Touchstone uncloaks Quicksilver 

Quick. Work upon that now! 

Touch. Thou shameless varlet, dost thou 
jest at thy lawful master contrary to thy 
indentures? 

Quick. Why, ’sblood, sir, my mother’s 30 
a gentlewoman, and my father’s a Justice 
of Peace and of Quorum!* And though I 

» West Smithfield where rude quarrels were fought 
out. 

* One whose presence was necessary to constitute 
a full benc^. 


am a younger brother and a prentice, yet T 
hope I am my father’s son; and, by God’s 
lul. ’tis for youi woi>hip and for your com- 
modity that I keep company. I am enter- 
tained among gallants, true! They call me 
cousin Frank, right! I lend them moneys, 
good! They spend it, well! But when they 
are spent, must not they strive to get ‘o 
more, must not their land fly? And to 
whom? Shall not your worship ha’ the re- 
fusal? Well. I am a good member of the 
City, if I were well considered. How would 
merchants thrive, if gentlemen would not 
be unthrifts? How could gentlemen be un- 
thrifts, if their humors were not fed? How 
should their humoi*s be fed but by white 
meat and cunning secondings? Well, the 
city might consider us. I am going to an «> 
ordinary now: the gallants fall to play; I 
carry light gold with me; the gallants call, 
‘Cousin Frank, some gold for silver!’; I 
change, gain by it; the gallants lose the 
gold, and then call, ‘Cousin Frank, lend me 
some silver!' Why 

Touch. Why? I cannot tell. Seven-score 
pound art thou out in the cash; but look 
to it, I will not be gallanted out of my 
moneys. And as for my rising by other 00 
men’s fall, God shield me! Did I gain my 
wealth by ordinaries? No! By exchanging 
of gold? No! By keeping of gallants’ com- 
pany? No! I hired me a little shop, fought 
low, took small gain, kept no debt-book, 
garnished my shop, for want of plate, with 
good wholesome thrifty sentences, as 
‘Touchstone, keep thy shop, and thy shop 
will keep t-hee.’ ‘Light gains makes heavy 
purses.’ ‘ ’Tis good to be merry and 70 
wise.* And when I was wived, having 
something to stick to, I had the horn of 
suretyship ever before my eyes. You all 
know the device of the horn,* where the 
young fellow slips in at the butt-end, and 
comes ..queezed out at the buccal:* and I 
grew up, and, I praise Providence, I bear 
my brows now as high as the best of my 

' A contemporary cartoon. 

* Mouthpiece. 
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neighbors: but thou — well, look to the ac- 
counts; your father’s bond lies for you; «> 
seven-score pound is yet in tlie rear. 

Quick. Why, sir. I have as good, as 
proper gallants' words for it as any are in 
London, gentlemen of good phrase, perfect 
language, passingly behaved, gallants that 
wear socks and clean linen, and call me 
‘kind cousin Frank.’ ‘good cousin Frank,’ 
for they know my father: and, by God’s lid, 
shall I not trust ’em? — not trust? 

Enter a Page, as inquiring for Touch- 
stone's shop 

Gold. What do yo lack, sir? * What is’t » 
you’ll buy, sir? 

Touch. Ay, marry, sir; there’s a youth 
of another piece. There’s thy fellow-pren- 
tice, as goo<i a gentleman born as thou art; 
nay, and better mcaned. But does he pump 
it, or racket it? Well, if he thrive not. if 
he outlast not a hundred such crackling 
bavin.s^ as thou art, God and nien neglect 
industry. 

Gold, {to the Page) It is his shop, and w 
here my master walks. 

Touch. With me, boy? 

Page. My master, Sir Petronel Flash, rec- 
ommends his love to you, and will instantly 
visit you. 

Touch. To make up the match with my 
eldest daughter, my wife'.s dilling.^ whom 
she longs to call madam. He shall find me 
unwillingly ready, boy. {Exit Page) There’s 
another affliction too. As I ha e two no 
prentices, the one of a boundless prodigal- 
ity, the other of a most hopeful imlustry. 
so have I only two daughters: the eldest of 
a proud ambition and nice^ wantonness, the 
other of a mode.st humility and comely 
soberness. The one mu.<t be ladyfied, for- 
sooth, and be attired ju.st to the court-cut 
and long tail. So far is she ill natured to 
tlie place and means of my preferment and 
fortune, that she throw.s all the contempt »» 
and despite hatred itself can cast upon it. 
Weil, a piec(‘ of land she has, 'twas her 
grandmother’s gift, let lier, and lier Sir Pe- 
tronel, flash out lljatl Hut as for my sub- 
stance, she that scorns me as I am a citizen 

• Tlio ni<:toTa!iry rry to passers t»y a shop. 

^ Huridlps of bru&liNVood. 

^ J)arling. « AfTccted. 
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and tradesman, shall never pamper her 
pride with my industry', shall never use me 
as men do foxes, keep themselves warm in 
the skin, and throw the body that bare it 
to the dunghill. I m\ist go entertain this i» 
Sir Petronel. Golding, my utmost care’s 
for thee, and only tnist in thee; look to the 
shop. As for you, Master Quicksilver, think 
of husks, for thy course is running directly 
to the Prodigal's hog's-trough ; husks, sirrah! 
Work upon that now! 

Exit Touchstone 

Quick. Marry faugh, goodnmn flat-cap! ‘ 
'Sfoot ! though I am a prentice, I can give 
arms;* and my father’s a Justicc-o’-Peace 
by descent, and ’sblood no 

Gold. Fie. how you swear! 

Quick. ’Sfoot, man, I am a gentleman, 
and may swear by my pedigree, God’s my 
life! Sirrah Golding, wilt be ruled by a 
fool? Turn good fellow, turn swaggering 
gallant, and let the welkin roar, and Erebus 
al.'?o.* Look not westward to the fall of 
D[a]n Pheebus, but to the East — Eastward 
Hoi 

Where radiant bearns of lusty Sol appear, w 
And bright Eo'us makes the welkm clear. 

We arc both gentlemen, and therefore 
should be no coxcombs; let’s be no longer 
fools to this flat-cap, Touchstone. East- 
ward, bully! This satin belly and canvas- 
backed Touchstone — ’slife, man, his father 
was a malt-man, and his mother sold 
ginger-bread in Christ-church! 

Gold. What would ye ha’ me do? 

Quick. Why, do nothing, be like a i® 
gentleman, be idle; the curse of man is 
labor. Wipe thy bum with testons,* and 
make ducks and drakes with shillings. 
What, Eastward Ho! Wilt thou cry, ‘what 
is't ye lack?’, stand with a bare pate and a 
dropping nose under a wooden pent-house, 
and art a gentleman? Wilt thou bear 
tankards, and may’.st bear arms? Be ruled, 
turn gallant. Eastward Ho! Ta, lirra, lirra, 
ro! ir/jo calls Jeronimof Speak, here 1 
om,® God’s so. how like a sheep thou looksti 

• from liis nttiro. 

^ Show niiu>riul Ivoarinjfs. 

^ Senips of Ancivnt Pistol’s rant, £ Henry IV, 

n. 4. 

^ A coin worth Is. 4<1, 

* Another playhouse scrap, from The Spemish Traa* 
cdy, II. 5. 
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O’ my conscience some cowherd begot thee, 
thou Golding of Golding Hall! Ha, boy? 

Gold. Go, ye are a prodigal coxscorab! I 
a cowherd’s son, because I turn not a 
drunken whore-hunting rake-hell like thy- 
self! 

Quick. Rake-hell! Rake-hell! 

Offers to draw, and Golding 
trips up his heels and holds him 
Gold. Pish, in soft terms ye are a cow- 
ardly bragging boy 1 I’ll ha’ you whipped, iso 
Quick. Whipped? That’s good, i’faith! 
Untruss me? ' 

Gold. No, thou wilt undo thyself. Alas, 
I behold thee with pity, not with anger, 
thou common shot-clog,* gull of all com- 
panies; raethinks I see thee already walking 
in Moorfields* without a cloak, with half a 
hat, without a band, a doublet with three 
buttons, without a girdle, a hose with one 
point and no garter, with a cudgel under w 
thine arm, borrowing and begging three- 
pence. 

Quick. Nay, ’slife, take this and take all! 
As I am a gentleman bom, I’ll be drunk, 
grow valiant, and beat thee. Exit 

Gold. Go, thou most madly vain, whom 
nothing can recover but that which reclaims 
atheists, and makes great persons some- 
times religious — calamity. As for my place 
and life, thus I have read: — £«> 

Whate’er some vainer youth may term dis- 
grace, 

The gain of honest pains is never base; 
From trades, from arts, from valor, honor 
springs ; 

These three are founts of gentry, yea, of 
kings. [Exit] 

[SCENA SECUNDA] 

[A Room in Touchstone’s House] 

Enter Gertrude, Mildred, Bettrice, and 
PoLDAVY a tailor; Poldavy with a fair 
gown, Scotch farthingile, and French 
fall in his arms; Gertrude in a French 
head-attire and citizen’s gown; Mildred 
sewing, and Bettrice leading a monkey 
after her 

Ger. For the passion of patience, look if 
Sir Petronel approach, that sw’eet, that fine, 

^ Untie points, prepare to spank. 

2 One wno pays for the party. 

• A beggar’s haunt. 


that delicate, that — for love’s sake, tell me 
if he come. 0 sister Mil., though my father 
be a low-capped tradesman, yet I must be a 
lady; and, I praise God, my mother must 
call me madam. Docs he come? Off with 
this gown, for shame’s sake, off with this 
gown; let not my knight take me in the 
city-cut in any hand; ' toar’t, pax* on’t — lo 
does he come? — tear’t off. Thus whilst she 
sleeps, I sorrow for her sake, etc? 

Mil. Lord, sister, with what an immodest 
impatiency and disgraceful scorn do you put 
off your City tire; I am sorry to think you 
imagine to right yourself in wronging that 
which hath made both you and us. 

Ger. I tell you I cannot endure it, I must 
be a lady: do you wear your coif with a 
London licket,^ your slammel ® petticoat w 
with two guards, the buffin* gown with the 
tuf[t]-taffety cape, and the velvet lace. I 
must be a lady, and I will be a lady. I 
like some humors of the City dames well: 
to eat cherries only at an angel a pound, 
good! To dye rich scarlet black, pretty! 
To line a grogram gown clean thorough 
with velvet, tolerable! Their pure linen, 
their smocks of three pounds a smock, are 
to be borne withal! But your mincing so 
niceries, taffata pipkin.s, durance’ petticoats, 
and silver bodkins® — God’s my life, as I 
shall be a lady, I cannot endure it! Is he 
come yet? Lord, what a long knight ’tis! — 
And ever she cried, 5/io[o]t home! — and 
yet I know one longer. And ever she cried, 
S/io[o]t home? Fa, la, ly, re, lo, la! [sings] 

Mil. Well, sister, those that scorn their 
nest, oft fly with a sick wing. 

Ger. Bow-bell ! « 

Mil. Where titles presume to thrust be- 
fore fit means to second them, wealth and 
respect often grow sullen, and will not fol- 
low. For sure in this I w'ould for your sake 
I spake not truth : Where ambition of place 
goes before fitness of birth, contempt and 
disgrace follow. I heard a scholar once say 
that Ulysses, when he counterfeited himself 

' Under any circxunstances. 

* .Affected for pox. 

* A line of one of Dowland's songs. 

* Rag. 

* Woolen. 

® Coarse cloth. 

^Buff material. 

* Ornamental pins. 

” A popular song or ballad. 

Saifl 'n mockcrv of a Londoner. 
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mild, yoked cats and foxes and dogs to- 
gether to draw his plough, whilst lie fol- w 
lowed and sowed salt; but sure I judge 
them truly niiid that yoke citizens and 
courtiers, tradesmen ami soldiers, a gold- 
smith’s daughter and a, knight. Well, sister, 
pray God my hither .sow not salt too. 

Gcr. Alas! poor Mil., when I am a lady. 
I’ll pray for thee yet, i’hiith; nay, Jind I'll 
vouchsafe to call thee Sister Mil. still; for 
though thou art not like to bo a lady as 
I am, yet sure thou art a creature of « 
God’s making, and maycst peradventure to 
be sav’ed as soon as I — does he come ? — Anti 
ever and anon she doubhd in her song. 
Now, lady’s my comfort, what a profane 
ape’s here! Tailor, Poldnvy, prithee, fit it, 
fit it: is this a right Scot?* Docs it clip 
close, and bear up round? 

Pol. Fine and stiffly, i’faithi ’Twill keep 
your thighs so cool, and make your wai.sl 
so small ; here was a fault in your body, to 
but I have supplied the defect with the 
effect of my steel in.'^trurnent, which, though 
it have but one eye, can see to rectify the 
imperfection of the proportion. 

Gcr. Most edifying tailor 1 I protest you 
tailors are most sanctified members,* and 
make many crooked thing go upright. How 
must I bear my hands? Tight, light? 

Pol. 0, a 3 ', now you are in the lady- 
fashion, you must do all things light, so 
Tread light, light. Ay, and full so: that’s 
the Court amble. She trips about the stage 

Gcr. Has the Court ne’er a trot? 

Pol. No, but a false gallop, lady. 

Ger. And if she will not go to bed — 

Cantat 

Bet. The knight’s come, forsooth. 

Enter Sir Pktronel, M.\ster Touchstone, 
and Mistress Touchstone 

Ger. Is my knight come? 0 the Lord, 
my band! Sister, do mj' cheeks look well? 
Give mo a little box o’ the ear that I may 
seem to blu.sh; now, now I So, there, w 
there, there! Here he is. 0 my dearest 
delight! Lord, Lord, and how does my 
knight? 

Touch. Fie, with more modesty! 

Gcr. Modesty! Why. I am no citizen 
now — modesty! Am I not to be married? 

' ScfitliNli fasliioii. ^ Puritan jargon. 


Y’are best to keep me modest, now I am 
to be a lady. 

Sir Pet. Boldness is good fashion and 
court like. »<» 

Gcr. Ay. in a country lady I hope it is, 
as I shall be. .And how chance ye came 
no sooner, knight? 

Sir Pet. 'Faith, I was so entertained in 
the progress with one Count Epemoum, a 
Welsh knight; we had a mutch at balloon* 
too with my Lord Watchum for four 
crowns. 

Ger. At baboon? Jesu! You and I will 
play at baboon in the country', knight. «« 

Sir Pet, 0, sweet lady, ’tis a strong play 
with the arm, 

Ger. Witl\ arm or leg or any other mem- 
ber, if it be a Court sport. And when shall’s 
be intirriod, my knight? 

Sir Pet. I come now to consummate it. 
and your father may call a poor knight son- 
in-law. 

Touch. Sir, ye are come. What is not 
mine to keep, I must not be sorry to i» 
forego. A hundred pounds land her grand- 
mother left her, ’tis yours; herself (as her 
mother’s gift) is yours. But if you expect 
aught from me, know my hand and mine 
eyes open together; I do not give blindly. 
Work upon that now I 

Sir Pet. Sir, you mistrust not my means? 
I am a knight. 

Touch. Sir, sir, what I know not, you 
will give me leave to say I am ignorant i*> 
of. 

Mist. Touch. Yes, that he is, a knight; 
I know where ho had money to pay the 
gcnticmcn-ushcrs and heralds their fees. 
/\y, that he is, a knight; and so might you 
have been too, if you had been ought else 
than an ass, as well as some of your neigh- 
bors. And* I thought you would not ha’ 
been knighted (as I am an honest woman) 
I would ha’ dubbed you myself. I praise 
God I have wherewithal. But as for your 
daughter — 

Ger. Ay, mother, I must be a lady to- 
morrow; and by your leave, mother (I 
speak it not without my duty, but only in 
the right of m.v husband) I must take place 
of you, mother. 

* A game in wliicli a Uall was il riven about by a 
piece of wood uttaclicd to the urni. 

^ If. 
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Mist. Touch. That you shall, lady-daugh- 
ter and have a coach as well as I too. 

Ger. Yes, mother. But bv vour leave, vm 
mother (I speak it not without my duty, 
but only in my husband’s right) my coach- 
horses must take the wall of 3 ’our coach- 
horses. 

Touch. Come, come, the day grows low; 
’tis supper-time; use my house; the wed- 
ding solemnity is at my wife’s cost; thank 
me for nothing but my willing blessing, for, 
I cannot feign, my hopes are faint. And, 
sir, respect my daughter; she has refused i«o 
for j’ou wealthy and honest matches, known 
good men, well-moneyed, better traded, best 
reputed. 

Gcr. Body o’truthl Chittizens, chitti- 
zens!' Sweet knight, as soon as ever we 
are married, take me to thy mercj' out of 
this miserable Chitty; presently carry me 
out of the scent of Newcastle coal, and the 
hearing of Bow-bell ; I beseech thee down 
with me, for God’s sake ! no 

Touch. Well, daughter, I have read that 
old wit sings: 

The greatest rivers flow from little springs. 
Though thou art full, scorn not thy means 
at first; 

He that’s most drunk may soonest be 
athirst. 

Work upon that now! 

All but Touchstone, Mil- 
dred, and Golding depart 
No, not Yond’ stand my hopes — Mildred, 
come hither, daughter 1 And how approve 
you your sister’s f.ishion? How do you 
fancy her choice? What dost thou think? im 

Mil. I hope, as a sister, well. 

Touch. Nay but, nay but, how dost thou 
like her behavior and humor? Speak freely. 

Mil. I am loath to speak ill; and yet I 
am sorry of this, I cannot speak well. 

Touch. Well; very good, as I would wish, 
a modest answer! Golding, come hither, 
hither, Golding! How dost thou like the 
knight. Sir Flash? Does he not look big? 
How lik’st thou the elephant? He says iw 
he has a castle in the country. 

Gold. Pray heaven, the elephant carrj' 
not his castle on his back. 

* An affected pronunciation. 


Touch. ’Fore heaven, very well! But, 
seriously, how dost repute him? 

Gold. The best I can say of him is, I 
know him not. 

Touch. Ha, Golding! I commend thee, I 
appio\e thee, and will make it appeal my 
affection is strong to thee. My wife has l-co 
her humor, and I will ha’ mine. Dost thou 
see my daughter here? She is not fair, well- 
favored or so, indifferent, which modest 
measure of beauty shall not make it thy 
onlj' work to watch her, nor sufficient mis- 
chance to suspect her. Thou art towardly, 
she is modest ; thou art provident, she is 
careful. She's now mine; give me thy 

hand, she’s now thine. Work upon that 
iiow! 

Gold. Sir, as jmur son, I honor you; and 
as your servant, obey you. 

Touch. Sayest thou so? Come hither, 
Mildred. Do you see yond’ fellow? He is 
a gentleman, though my prentice, and has 
somewhat to take too; a youth of good 
hope, well friended, well parted.* Are you 

mine? You are his. Work you upon that 
no^^• I 

Mil. Sir, I am all yours; your body 2:0 
ga\ e me life; your care and love, happiness 
of life; let your virtue still direct it, for to 
your wisdom I wholly dispose myself. 

Touch. Sayest thou so? Be you two 
better acquainted. Lip her, lip her, knave! 
So, shut up shop, in! We must make lioli- 

Exeunt Golding and Mildred 
This match shall on, for I intend to prove 
Which thrives the best, the mean or lofty 
love. 

Whether fit wedlock vowed ’twixt like and 
like, 

Or prouder hopes, which daringly o’erstrike 
Their place and means. ’Tis honest time’s 
expense, 

hen seeming lightness bears a moral sense. 
Work upon that now. Exit 

ACTUS SECUNDI SCENA PRIMA 
[Goldsmith' s Row^ 

Touchstone, Golding, and Mildred, sitting 
on cither side of the stall 

Touch. Quicksilver! Master Francis 
Quicksilver! Master Quicksilver! 

* Pi-sscsscd of good parts. 
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Enter Quicksilver 

Quick. Here, sir— nmp! 

Touch. So. sir; nothing but flat Master 
Quicksilver (witliutit any familiar addition) 
will fetch you! Will you truss’ my points, 
sir? 

Quick. Ay, forsooth— ump I 

Touch. How now, sir? The drunken hic- 
cup so soon this morning? w 

Quick. ’Tis but the coldness of my stom- 
ach, forsooth 1 

Touch. What, have you the cause natural 
for it? Y’arc a very learned drunkard; I 
believe I shall miss some of my silver 
spoons with your learning. The nuptial 
night will not moisten your throat suf- 
lieiently, but the morning likewise must rain 
her dews into your gluttonous weasand. 

Qjiick. An’t please you. .sir, we did but » 
drink — ump!— to the coming off of the 
knightly bridegroom. 

Touch. To the coming ofT on him? 

Quick. Ay, fonsooth! We drunk to his 
coming on — ump! — when we went to bed; 
and now we arc up, we must drink to his 
coining off; for that's the chief honor of a 
soldier, sir; and therefore we must drink 
.‘O niucli the more to it, for.'^ooth — ump I 

Touch. A very capital reason! So that ao 
you go to bed late, and rise early to commit 
dninki'nness ; you fulfil tlie scripture very 
sullicient wickedly, foi'sootli! 

Quick. The knight's men. forsooth, be still 
o’ their knees’ at it — ump — and bec.ausc ’tis 
for your credit, sir, I would be loath to 
flinch. 

Touch. I pray, sir, e’en to ’em again 
then; y’ are one of the separated crow, one 
of my wife’s faction, and my young « 
lady’s, with whom, and with their great 
match, I will have nothing to do. 

Q}iivk. So, sir, now I will go keep my — 
unip! — credit with ’(un, an’t please you, sir! 

Touch. In any case, sir. lay one cup of 
sack more o’ your coUl stomacli, I bcscecli 
you 1 

Quick. Yes, forsooth! Exit Quicksilver 

Touch. This is for my credit; servants 
ever maintain drunkenness in their mas- w 
ter’s liouse for their master’s credit; a good 
idle .serving-man’s reason. I thank Time 


the night is past; I ne’er waked to such 
cost ; I think we have stowed more sorts 
of flesh in our bellies than ever Noah’s 
ark received; and for wine, why, my house 
turns giddy with it, and more noise in it 
than at a conduit.' Ay me, even beasts con- 
demn our gluttony! Well, ’tis our city’s 
fault, which, because we commit seldom, « 
we commit the more sinfully; we lose no 
time in our sensuality, but we make amends 
for it. O that we would do so in virtue 
and religious negligences! But see, here are 
all the sober parcels my house can show; 

I’ll eavesdrop, hear what thoughts they 
utter this morning. 

I//c retires] 

Golding [ond Mildred come forward] 

Gold. But is it possible that you, seeing 
your sister preferred to the bed of a knight, 
.'^hould contain your affections in the arms 
of a prentice? 

Mil. I had rather make up the garment » 
of my affections in some of the same piece, 
than, like a fool, wear gowns of two colors, 
or mix sackcloth with satin. 

Gold. And do the costly garments — the 
title and fame of a lady, the fashion, ob- 
servation, and reverence proper to such 
preferment — no more inflame you than such 
convenience ns my poor means and industry 
can offer to your virtues? 

Mil. I have observed that the bridle » 
given to those violent flatteries of fortune 
is seldom recovered; they bear one head- 
long in desire from one novelty to another, 
and where those ranging appetites reign, 
tlierc is ever more passion than reason; no 
stay, and so no happiness. These hasty ad- 
vancements are not natural. Nature hath 
given us legs to go to our objects, not wings 
to fly to them. 

Gold. IIow dear an object you arc to » 
my desires I cannot express; whose fruition 
would my master’s absolute consent and 
yours vouchsafe me, I should be absolutely 
iiappy. Anil though it were a grace so far 
beyond my merit that I should blush with 
unworthincss to receive it, yet thus far both 
my love and my means shall assure your 
requital: you shall want nothing fit for 

' rubllc fountain where the neighborhood come# 
for 


' Tic up. 

• A ct)Miint>ii ilrinking extravagance. 
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your birth and education; what increase of 
wealth and advancement the honest and loo 
orderly industry and skill of our trade will 
afford in any, I doubt not will be aspired 
by me; I will ever make j^our contentment 
the end of my endeavors; I will love you 
above all ; and only your grief shall be my 
misery, and your delight my felicity. 

Touch. Work upon that now! By my 
hopes, he wooes honestly and orderly; he 
shall be anchor of my hopes! Look, see the 
ill-yoked monster, his fellow! no 

Enter Quicksilver unlaced, a towel about 
his neck, in his flat-cap, drunk 


Quick. Eastward Ho ! Holla, ye pampered 
jades oj Asia!' 

Touch. Drunk now downright, o' my 
fidelity ! 

Quick. UmpI Pull eo, pull eo! Showse, 
quoth the caliver.* 

Gold. Fie, fellow Quicksilver, what a 
pickle are you in! 

Quick. Pickle? Pickle in thy throat; 
zounds, pickle! Wa, ha, ho! Good- 120 
morrow, knight Petronel ; morrow, lady 
Goldsmith ; come off, knight, with a 
counter-buff, for the honor of knight- 
hood. 

Gold. Why, how now, sir? Do ye know 
where you are? 

Quick. Where I am? Why, 'sblood, you 
jolthead, where I am. 

Gold. Go to, go to, for shame! Go to 
bed and sleep out this immodesty: thou >» 
sham’st both my master and his house. 

Quick. Shame? What shame? I thought 
thou wouldst show thy bringing-up; and 
thou wert a gentleman as I am, thou 
wouldst think it no shame to be drunk. 
Lend me some money, save my credit; I 
must dine with the serving-men and their 
wives — ^and their wives, sirrah! 

Gold. E'en who you will; I’ll not lend 

thee threepence. 140 

Quick. ’Sfoot, lend me some money ! Hast 
thou not Hiren here?' 

Touch. Why, how now, sirrah? What 
vein’s this, ha? 


* Tamburlaine’s famous cry to his harnessed kinrs, 
Irawlng his car. Part II, IV, iii. 

* Ban(r went the gun. 

> Another of Pistol’s quotations. 


Quick. Who cries on murtherf Lady, was 
it you? ' How does our master? Pray thee 
cry Eastward Ho! 

Touch. Sirrah, sirrah, y’are past your hic- 
cup now; I see y’are drunk — 

Quick. ’Tis for your credit, master. im 

Touch. And hear you keep a whore in 
town — 

Quick. ’Tis for your credit, master. 

Touch. And what you are out in cash, I 
know. 

Quick. So do I ; my father’s a gentleman. 
Work upon that now! Eastward Ho! 

Touch. Sir, Eastward Ho will make you 
go Westward Ho.^ I will no longer dis- 
honest my house, nor endanger my stock 100 
with your licence. There, sir, there’s your 
indenture; all your apparel (that I must 
know) is on your back, and from this time 
my door is shut to you: from me be free; 
but for other freedom, and the moneys you 
have wasted, Eastward Ho shall not serve 
you. 

Quick. Am I free o' my fetters? Rent, 
fly with a duck in thy mouth,* and now I 
tell thee, Touchstone — i?o 

Touch, Good sir — 

Quick. When this eternal substance of 
my soul — * 

Touch. Well said; change your gold-ends 
for your play-ends. 

Quick. Did live imprison’d in my wanton 
flesh — 

Touch. What then, sir? 

Quick. I was a courtier in the Spanish 
Court, 

And Don Andrea was my name. 

Touch. Good Master Don Andrea, will 
you march? js© 

Quick. Sweet Touchstone, will you lend 
me two shillings? 

Touch. Not a penny! 

Quick. Not a penny? I have friends, and 
I have acquaintance; I will piss at thy 
shop-posts, and throw rotten eggs at thy 
sign. Work upon that now! 

Exit staggering 

Touch. Now, sirrah, you, hear you? You 
shall serve me no more neither-— not an hour 
longer 1 

*From Chapman’s Blind Beggar of Alexandria. 
another popular piece. 

* The direction of Tyburn, the gallows. 

’ Go, rent and interest (Parrott). 

♦ The Spaniel! Tragedy, Prologue. 
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Gohl. Whut mean you, sir? 

Touch. I mean to pivo thee thy freedom, 
and with thy freedom iny dauphter. ami 
with iny dauphter a fatlier's love. .\nd with 
all these such a portion as shall make 
Knipht Petronel himself envy thee! Y’are 
both apreed, are ye not? 

Ambo. With all submission, both of 
thanks and duty. 

Touch. Well. then, the preat Power of «« 
heaven bles.s and confirm you. And. Gold- 
inp. that my love to thee may not show less 
tlian my wife’s love to my eldest dauphter, 
thy marriage-feast shall equal the knights 
and hens. 

Gold. Let me beseech you, no. sir; the 
siiperHiiity and cohl meat left at their nup- 
tials will witli bounty fumi.-^h ours. The 
grossest prodigality is superfluous cost of 
the belly; nor would I wish any invite- 2 n> 
ment* of states or friends, only your rev- 
erent presence and witness shall sufficiently 

grace and confirm us. 

Touch. Son to my own bosom, take her 
and my bles.sing. Tlie nice fondling, my 
lady, sir-reverence, that I must not now 
presume to call dauphter, is so ravislied 
with desire to hansel’ lier new coacli. and 
see lior knipht’.s Eastward Castle, that the 
next morning will sweat witii her busy sm 
setting forth. Away will slie and her 
mother, and while their preparation is 
making, onrselvo.s. with some two or three 
other friends, will eonsnmmatc the humble 
match we have in God’s name concluded. 
'Tis to my wisli ; for I have often read 
Fit birth, fit ape, keep.s long a quiet bod. 
Tis to my wish; for tradesmen (well 'tis 
known) 

Get with more ease than gentry keeps his 
own. 

Exit [with Goldino and Miij)REd] 

[SCENA SECUNDA] 

[A Room in the House of Security] 

Security solus 

[5ec.] My privy guest, lusty Quicksilver, 
has drunk too deep of the bride-bowl; but 
with a little sleep, he is much recovered; 
and, I tliink. is making himself ready to be 


^ lii\ itatiuli. 


« INo fcir the first tiim\ 


drunk in a gallantor likeness. My house is, 
as ’twere, the cave where the young outlaw 
hoards the stolen vails’ of his occupation; 
and here, when he will revel it in his prod- 
igal similitude, he retires to his trunks, and 
(I may say softly) his punks: he dares lo 
trust me with the keeping of both; for I 
am Security itself; my name is Security, the 
famous usurer. 

Enter Quicksilver in his prentice's coat and 
enp, his gallant bricches and stockings, 
gartering himself, Security following 

Quick. Come, old Security, thou father 
of destruction! Th’ indented sheepskin is 
burned wherein I was wrapped; and I am 
now loo.<e to pet more chihlren of perdition 
into lliy ’ usuroiLs bonds. Thou feedst my 
lechery, and I thy covetousness; thou art 
pander to me for my wench, and I to » 
thee for thy cozenages. Ka me, ka thee, 
runs through court and country. 

Sec. Well saiil. my subtle Quicksilver! 
These ka’s ope the dooi-s to all this world’s 
felicity; the dullest forehead sees it. Let 
not master courtier think he carries all the 
knavery on his shoulders: I have known 
poor Hob in the country, that has worn 
hob-nails on’s shoes, have as much villany 
in’s head as he that wears gold buttons » 
in’s cap. 

Quick. Why, man. ’tis tlio London high- 
way to thrift; if virtue be used, ’tis but as 
a scrap to tlio net of villany.* They that 
use it simply,* thrive simply, I warrant. 
Weight and fashion makes goldsmiths 
cuckolds. 

Enter SiNOEn’, with Quicksilver’s doublet, 
cloak, rapier, and dagger 

Sin. Here, sir, put off the other half of 
your prcnticeship. 

Quick. Well said, sweet Sin.! Bring forth 
my bravery. 

Now let my trunks* shoot forth their silks 
concealeil. 

I now am free, and now will justify 

* Products. 

* Q. >n.W. 

* One Rood turn doseivcs tmotner. 

* .\ trille to ttie power of villainy. 

* Kmpiov it only, 

I ‘A trunk was also u peashooter. 
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My trunks and punks. Avaunt, dull flatcap, 
then! 

Via the curtain that shadowed Borgia!* 
There lie, thou husk of my envassalled 
state, 

I, Sampson, now have burst the Philistines’ 
bands, 

And in thy lap, my lovely Dalida, 

I’ll lie, and snore out my enfranchised state. 
When Sampson was a tall young man, 
His power and strength increase than; «> 
He sold no more nor cup nor can; 

But did them all despise. 

Old Touchstone, now write to thy friends 
For one to sell thy base gold-ends; 
Quicksilver now no more attends 
Thee, Touchstone.^ 

But, Dad, hast thou seen my running geld- 
ing dressed to-day? 

Sec. That I have, Frank. The ostler o’th’ 
Cock dressed him for a breakfast. » 

Quick. What, did he eat him? 

Sec. No, but he eat his breakfast for 
dressing him; and so dressed him for break- 
fast. 

Quick. 0 witty age, where age is young 
in wit, 

And all youth’s words have gray beards full 
of itl 

Sin. But alas, Frank, how will all this be 
maintained now? Your place maintained it 
before. . 

Quick. Why, and I maintained my to 
place. I’ll to the Court, another manner of 
place for maintenance, I hope, than the silly 
City! I heard my father say, I heard my 
mother sing an old song and a true : Thou 
art a ske-fool, and know^st not what 6e- 
longs to our male wisdom. I shall be a 
merchant, forsooth, trust my estate in a 
wooden trough as he does I What are these 
ships but tennis-balls for the winds to play 
withal? Tossed from one wave to an- 
other ; now under line, now over the house ; 
sometimes brick-walled against a rock, so 
that the guts fly out again; sometimes 
strook under the wide hazard,* and farewell, 
master merchant! 

Sin. Well, Frank, well: the seas you say, 
are uncertain; but he that sails in your 

T Behold the curtain is drawn that concealed Bor- 
gia. Muleaates, V. iii. . . , „ , 

»Tlie parody of an old ballad. 

* The ship is likened to a tennis ball, struck into 

the court. 


Court seas shall find ’hem ten times fuller 
of hazard; wherein to see what is to be seen 
is torment more than a free spirit can oo 
endure; but when you come to suffer, how 
many injuries swallow you! What care and 
devotion must you use to humor an im- 
perious lord, proportion your looks to his 
looks, smiles to his .‘^miles, fit your sails to 
the wind of his breath! 

Quick. Tush, he’s no journeyman in his 
craft that cannot do that! 

Sin. But he’s worse than a prentice that 
does it; not only humoring the lord, but loo 
every trencher-bearer, eveiy groom, that by 
indulgence and intelligence . crept into his 
favor, and by panderism into his chamber; 
he rules the roast ; and when my honorable 
lord says it shall be thus, my w'orehipful 
rascal, the groom of his close-stool, says it 
shall not be thus, claps the door after him, 
and who dares enter? A prentice, quoth 
you? ’Tis but to learn to live; and does 
that disgrace a man? He that rises hardly no 
stands firmly; but he that rises with ease, 
alas, falls as easily! 

Quick. A pox on you! Who taught you 
this morality? 

Sec. ’Tis ’long of this witty age, Master 
Francis. But, indeed, Mistress Sindefy, all 
trades complain of inconvenience, and 
therefore ’tis best to have none. The mer- 
chant, he complains and says, ‘Traffic is sub- 
ject to much uncertainty and loss.’ Let 120 
’hem keep their goods on dry land, with a 
vengeance, and not expose other men’s sub- 
stances to the mercy of the winds, under 
protection of a wooden wall (as Master 
Francis says) ; and all for greedy desire to 
enrich themselves with unconscionable gain, 
two for one, or so; where I, and such other 
honest men as live by lending money, are 
content with moderate profit ; thirty or 
forty i’th’hundred, so we may have it 130 
with quietness, and out of peril of wind 
and weather, rather than nm those dan- 
‘ gerous courses of trading, as they do. 

Quick. Ay, Dad, thou mayst well be 
called Security, for thou takest the safest 
course. [Exit Sindefv] 

Sec. Faith, the quieter, and the more con- 
tented, and, out of doubt, the more godly; 
for merchants, in their courses, are never 
pleased, but ever repining against i« 
heaven: one prays for a westerly wind to 
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carry his ship forth; another for an easterly 
to bring liis ship home; and at evcr>' shak- 
ing of a leaf he falls into an agony to think 
what danger his ship is in on such a coast, 
and so forth. Tlie fanner, he is ever at 
odd-s with the weather; sometimes the 
clouds have been too barren; sometimes the 
heavens forget thcm.'selves; their harvests 
answer not their hopes; sometimes the 
season falls out too fruitful, com will bear 
no price, and so forth. The artificer, he’s 
all for a stiiring world; if his trade be too 
fidl, and fall short of his expectation, then 
falls he out of joint. Where we that trade 
nothing but money are free from all this; 
we are pleased with all weathers, let it rain 
or hold up. be calm or windy; let the 
season be whatsoever, let trade go how it 
will, wo take all in good part, e’en what mo 
please the heavens to send u.s, so the sun 
stand not still, and the moon keep her usual 
returns, and make up days, months, and 
year-s — 

Quick. And you have good security I 

Sec. Ay, marry, Frank, that’s the special 
point. 

Quick. And yet, forsooth, we must have 
trades to live witiial; for wo cannot stand 
without log.*:, nor fly without wings, and ito 
a number of .':uch sciiivy jihra.'jcs. No, I 
say still, ^ he that has wit, let him live by 
his wit; he that has none, let him be a 
tradesman. 

Sec. Witty Master Francis, 'tis pity any 
trade should dull that quick brain of yours! 
Do but bring Knight Petronel into my 
parchment toils once, and you shall never 
need to toil in any trade, o’my credit, you 
know his wife's land? i«w 

Quick. Even to a foot, sir; I have been 
often there; a pretty fine seat, good land, 
all entire within itself. 

Sec. Well wooded? 

Quick. Two hundred pounds’ worth of 
wood ready to fell, and a fine sweet hou.«e, 
that .stands just in the midst on’t, like a 
prick in the midst of a circle; would I were 
your farmer, for a hundred pound a year! 

5cc. Excellent Master Francis, how I w 
do long to do thee good! How I do hunger 
and thirst to have the honor to enrich thee! 
Ay, even to die that thou mightest inherit 
my living; even hunger and thirst! For o’ 

' Ahvnys. 


my religion, Master Francis — and so tell 
Knight Petronel — I do it to do him ‘ a 
pleasure. 

Quick. Marr>% Dad, his horses are now 
coming up to bear down his lady; wilt thou 
lend him thy stable to set ’hem in? »» 

Sec. Faith, Master Francis, I would be 
loath to lend my stable out of doors; in a 
greater matter I w’ill pleasure him, but not 
in this. 

Quick. A pox of your hunger and thirst 1 
Well, Dad, let him have money; all he 
could any way get is bestowed on a ship 
now bound for Virginia; the frame of which 
voyage is so closely conveyed that his new 
ladv nor anv of her friends know it. Not- no 
withstanding, as soon as his lady’s hand is 
gotten to the sale of her inheritance, and 
you have furnished him with money, he will 
instantly hoist sail and away. 

Sec. Now, a frank gale of wind go with 
him, Master Frank 1 We have too few such 
knight adventurers. Who would not sell 
away competent certainties to purchase, 
with any tlanger, excellent uncertainties? 
Yo\ir true knight venturer ever does it. » 
Let his wife seal to-day; he shall have his 
money to-day. 

Quick. To-morrow she shall, Dad, before 
she goes into the country; to work her to 
which action with the more engines, I pur- 
pose presently to prefer my sweet Sin. here 
to the place of her gentlewoman; whom you 
(for the more credit) shall present as your 
friend’s daughter, a gentlewoman of the 
country, new come up with a will for » 
awhile to learn fashions, forsooth, and be 
toward some lady; and she shall buzz pretty 
devices into her lady’s ear, feeding her 
humoi's so serviceably, as the manner of 
such as .she is, you know — 

Sec. True, good Master Francis! 

Enter SiNDEFY 

Quick. That she shall keep her port op n 
to anything she commends to her. 

Sec. O’ my religion, a most fashionable 
project; as good she spoil the lady, as 
the lady spoil her, for ’tis three to one of 
one side. Sweet Mistress Sin., how are you 
bound to Master Francis! I do not doubt 
to see you shortly wed one of the head men 
of our city. 
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Sin. But, sweet Frank, when shall my 
father Security present me? 

Quick. With all festination; I have 
broken the ice to it already; and will pres- 
ently to the knight's house, whither, my 
good old Dad, let me pray thee with all 
formality to man her. 

Sec. Command me, Master Francis, I do 
hunger and thirst to do thee sendee. Come, 
sweet Mistress Sin., take leave of my Wini- 
fred, and we will instantly meet Frank, 
Master Francis at your lady’s. 

Enter Winifred above 

Win. Where is my Cu. there? Cu.?^ 

Sec. Ay, Winnie! 

Win. Wilt thou come in, sweet Cu.? »» 

jScc. Ay. Winnie, presently! 

Exeunt [Winifred, Security, and Sindeft] 

Quick. Ay, Winnie, quod he! That’s all 
he can do, poor man, he may well cut off 
her name at Winnie. 0 'tis an egregious 
pander! What will not an usurous knave 
be, so he may be rich? 0 ’tis a notable 
Jew’s trump! I hope to live to see dogs’ 
meat made of the old usurer’s flesh, dice of 
his bones, and indentures of his skin; and 
yet his skin is too thick to make parch- 
ment, ’twould make good boots for a peter- 
man * to catch salmon in. Your only smooth 
skin to make fine vellum is your Puritan’s 
skin ; they be the smoothest and slickest 
knaves in a country. [ExiO 

[SCENA TERTIA] 

[Bejore Sir Petronel’s Lodging] 

Enter Sir Petronel in boots, v/ith a riding 
wan^ followed by Quicksilver] 

Sir Pet. I’ll out of this wicked town as 
fast as my horse can trot. Here’s now no 
good action for a man to spend his time 
in. Taverns grow dead ; ordinaries are 
blown up ; plays are at a stand ; houses of 
hospitality at a fall; not a feather waving, 
nor a spur jingling anj'where. I’ll away in- 
stantly. 

Quick. Y’ad best take some crowns in 
your purse, knight, or else your Eastward lo 
Castle will smoke but miserably. 

' .Vn nbsurd pet-name from Security. 

’ Fisherman. ’ " stock. 


Sir Pet. 0, Frank, my castle! Alas, all 
the castles I have are built with air, thou 
know’st ! 

Quick. I know it, knight, and therefore 
wonder whither 3 'our lady is going. 

Sir Pet. Faith, to seek her fortune, I 
think. I said I had a castle and land east- 
ward, and eastward she will, without con- 
traction; lier coach and the coach of the » 
sun must meet full butt.' And the sun be- 
ing out-shined with her ladyship’s glory, she 
fears he goes westward to hang himself. 

Quick. And I fear, when her enchanted 
castle becomes invisible, her ladyship will 
return and follow his example. 

Sir Pet. 0 that she would have the grace, 
for I shall never be able to pacify her, when 
she sees herself deceived so. 

Quick. As easily as can be. Tell she so 
she mistook your directions, and that 
shortly yourself will down with her to ap- 
prove it; and then clothe but her crupper in 
a new gown, and you may drive her any 
way j’ou list. For these women, sir, are like 
Essex calves, j'ou must wriggle ’em on by 
the tail still,* or they will never drive 
orderly. 

Sir Pet. But, alas, sweet Frank, thou 
know'st ray hability will not furnish her w 
blood with those costly humors. 

Quick. Cast that coat on me, sir. I have 
spoken to my old pander. Security, for 
money or commodity’;* and commodity (if 
you will) I know he will procure you. 

Sir Pet. Commodity! Alas, what com- 
modity? 

Quick. Why, sir, what say you to figs and 
raisins? 

Sir Pet. A plague of figs and raisins, m 
and all such frail * commodities! We shall 
make nothing of 'hem. 

Quick. Why then, sir, what say you to 
forty' pound in roasted beef? 

Sir Pet. Out upon ’t! I have less stom- 
ach to that than to the figs and raisins; 
I’ll out of town, though I sojourn with a 
friend of mine; for stay here I must not; 
my creditors have laid® to arrest me, and 

’ He.'id on. 

- Continually. 

* .\Uvances were often made in kind which the 
recipient had to sell to procure money. 

♦ Basket. 

“ Plotted. 
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I have no friend under heaven but' my « 
sword to bail me. 

Quick. God’s me, knipht, put 'hem in siif- 
licient sureties, ratlur than let your sword 
bail youl het licm take tiieir choice, cither 
tlic King’s Bench or tlic Fleet, or which of 
the two Counters tliey like best, for, by 
the Lord, I like none of 'liem. 

Sir Pet. Well. Frank, there is no jesting 
with my earne.'t necessity ; thou know’st if 
I make not present money to further my •<» 
voyage begun, all's lost, and all I have laid 
out about it. 

Quick. Why, then, sir, in carnc.st, if you 
can get your wise lady to set her hand to 
the sale of her inheritance, the bloodhouml. 
Security, will smell out ready money for 
you in.'^tantly. 

Sir Pet. There spake an angel! To bring 
her to which conformity, I mu.'<t feign my- 
self extremely amorous; and alleging » 
urgent excuses for my stay behind, part 
with her as passionately as she would from 
her foisting’ hound. 

Quick. You have the sow by the right 
ear, sir. I warrant there was never child 
longed more to ride a cock-horse or wear 
his new coat, then she longs to ride in 
her new coach. She would long for cver>'- 
thing when she was a maid, and now slu' 
will run mad for 'hem. I lay my life, she «■> 
will have every year four children; and 
what charge and change of humor you mu>t 
endure while she is with child, and how 
she will tic you to your tackling till she be 
with child, a dog would not endure. Nay. 
there is no turnspit <h»g’ bound to his wheel 
more scr\’ilely than you shall be to her 
wheel; for as that dog can never climb the 
top of hivS wheel but when the fop comes 
under him, so shall you never climb the loi 
top of her contentment but when she is 
under jou. 

Sir Pet. 'Slight, how thou tcrrifiest me! 

Quick. Nay, hark you, sir; what nurses, 
what rniilwivcs, what fools, what physicians, 
what cunning women must be .sought for 
(fearing sometimes he is bewitched, some- 
times in a con.snmption) to tell her tales, to 
talk bawdy to her, to make her laugh, to 
give her glisters, to let her blood under no 
the tongue and betwixt the toes; how she 

^ III Kmrllinj?. 

* A popular usance of f^mall dopa. 


will revile and kiss you, spit in your face, 
and lick it off again; how she will vaunt 
you are her creature, she made you of noth- 
ing; how she could have had a thousand 
mark jointures; he could have been made 
a lady by a Scotch knight, and never ha’ 
married him; she could have had poynados* 
in her bed ever>' morning; how she set you 
up, and how she will pull you down: i» 
you’ll never be able to stand of your legs 
to endure it. 

Sir Pet. Out of my fortune, what a death 
is my life bound face to face to! The best 
is, a large time-fitted* conscience is bound 
to nothing; marriage is but a form in the 
school of policy, to which scholars sit 
fastened only with painted chains. Old 
Si'curity'.s young wife is ne’er the further 
off with me. 

Quick. Thereby lies a talc, sir. The 
old usurer will be here instantly with my 
punk Sindefy, whom you know your lady 
has promised me to entertain for her gentle- 
woman; and he (with a purpose to feed on 
you) invites you most solemnly by me to 
supper. 

Sir Pci. It falls out c.xcellcntly fitly; I see 
desire of gain makes jealousy venturous. 

Enter Gertoude 

Sec, Frank, here comes my lady. Lord, »*« 
how she views thee I She knows thee not, I 
think, in this bravor>'. 

Ger. How now? Who be you, I pray? 

Quick. One Master Francis Quicksilver, 
an’t plt'a.<c your ladyship. 

Ger. God’s my dignity! As I am a lady, 
if ho did not make mo blush so that mine 
eyes stood n-watcr; would I were unmar- 
ried again 1 Where’s my woman, I pray? 

Enter Security and Sindefy 

Quick. See, madam, she now comes to »» 
attend j'ou. 

Sec. God save i. y honorable knight and 
his worshipful ladyl 

Ger. Y’nre very welcome; you must net 
put on your hat yot. 

See. No, madam; till I know your lady- 
ship’s further pleasure, I will not presume. 

‘ Panndns, a candle. 

* Adaptable, 
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Gcr. And is this a gentleman’s daughter 
new come out of the country? 

jScc. She is, madam; and one that her loo 
father hath a special care to bestow in some 
honorable lady’s service, to put her out of 
her honest* humors, forsooth; for she had 
a great desire to be a nun, an’t please you. 

Ger. A nun? What nun? A nun sub- 
stantive, or a nun adjective? 

Sec. A nun substantive, madam, I hope, 
if a nun be a noun. But I mean, lady, a 
vowed maid of that order. 

Ger. I’ll teach her to be a maid of the i*o 
order, I warrant you! And can you do any 
work belongs to a lady’s chamber? 

Sin. What I cannot do, madam, I would 
be glad to learn. 

Ger. Well said, hold up, then; hold up 
your head, I say! Come hither a little. 

5m. I thank your ladyship. 

Gcr. And hark you — good man, you may 
put on your hat now; I do not look on 
you — I must have you of my faction iw 
now; not of my knight’s, maid I 

5m. No, forsooth, madam, of yours. 

Ger. And draw all my servants in my 
bow,’ and keep my counsel, and tell me 
tales, and put me riddles, and read on a 
book sometimes when I am busy, and laugh 
at country gentlewomen, and command any- 
thing in the house for my retainers; and 
care not what you spend, for it is all mine; 
and in any case be still a maid, what- iw 
soever you do, or whatsoever any man can 
do unto you. 

5ec. I warrant your ladyship for that. 

Ger. Very well; you shall ride in my 
coach with me into the country to-morrow 
morning. Come, knight, I pray thee let’s 
make a short supper, and to bed pres- 
ently.* 

5ec. Nay, good madam, this night I have 
a short supper at home waits on his wor- 2 «> 
ship’s acceptation. 

Ger. By my faith, but he shall not go, 
sir; I shall swoun and^ he sup from me. 

Sir Pet. Pray thee, forbear; shall he lose 
his provision? 

Ger. Ay, byfr] lady, sir, rather than I 
lose my longing. Come in, I say; as I am 
a lady, you shall not go. 

‘Homely. » At once. 

‘ Bend all to my will. * If. 


Quick, [addc lo Seciritv] I told him 
what a buiT he had gotten. 210 

5('c. If you will not sup from your knight, 
madam, let me entreat your ladyship to 
sup at my house with him. 

Ger. No, by my faitli, sir; then we can- 
not be abed .-^oon enough after . upper. 

Sir Pet. What a med’eine is this! Well, 

you are new married as 
well as I; I hope you are bound as well. 
We must honor our young wives, you know. 

Quick, [a.^idc to SEcrniTv] In policy, 220 
Dad, till to-morrow she has sealed. 

Sec. I hope in the morning, yet, your 
knighthood will breakfast with me? 

Sir Pel. As early as you will, sir. 

5cc. Thank your good worship; I do 
hunger and thirst to do you good, sir. 

Ger. Come, sweet knight, come; I do 
hunger and thirst to be abed with thee. 

Exeunt 

ACTUS TERTII SCENA PRIMA 

[A Room in Security’s Ilousel 

Enter Sir Petronel, Quicksilver, Security, 
Bramble, and Winifred 

Sir Pet. Thanks for your feast-like break- 
fast, good Master Security; I am sorry (by 
reason of my instant haste to so long a 
voyage as Virginia) I am without means 
by any kind amends to show how affec- 
tionately I take your kindness, and to con- 
firm by some worthy ceremony a perpetual 
league of friendship betwixt us. 

5cc. E.xcellent knight, let this be a tokui 
betwixt us of inviolable friendship; I am 10 
new married to this fair gentlewoman, you 
know, and by my hope to make her fruitful, 
though I be something in years, I vow faith- 
fully unto you to make you godfather 
(though in your absence) to the first child 
I am blest withal; and henceforth call me 
gossip, I beseech you, if you please to ac- 
cept it. 

Sir Pet. In the highest degree of grati- 
tude, my most worthy gossip; for con- 20 
firmation of which friendly title, let mo en- 
treat my fair gossip, your wife here, to ac- 
cept this diamond, and keep it as my gift 
to her first child, wheresoever my fortune, in 
event of my voyage, shall bestow me. 
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See. How now, my coy wedlock, make 
yon strange of so noble a favor? Take it, 
I charge yon, with all affection, and. by way 
of taking your leave, present boldly your 
lips to onr honorable gossip. 

Quick, [a.'^ide] How venturous he is to 
him, and how jealous to othcrsl 

Sir Pet. Long ma^ this kind touch of our 
lips print in our hearts all the forms of 
affection. And now, my good gossip, if the 
writings be roa<ly to wliich my wife should 
seal, let them be brought this morning 
before she takes coach into the counto% ar^d 
my kindness shall work her to dispatch it. 

See. The writings are ready, sir. My «o 
learned counsel here. Master Bramble the 
lawyer, hath pcrii.-^ed them; and within this 
hour I will bring the scrivener with them to 
your worshipful lady. 

Sir Pet. Good Master Bramble, I will 
here take my leave of you then. God send 
you fortunate ploj t, sir, and contentious 
clients! 

Pram. And you forcright* winds, sir, and 
a fortunate voyage! Exit » 

Enter a Messenger 

Mes. Sir Petronel. here are three or four 
gentlemen desire to speak with you. 

Sir Pet. What arc they? 

Quick. They are your followers in this 
voyage, knight. Captain Seagull and his as- 
sociates; I mot them this morning, and told 
them 3 'ou would be here. 

Sir Pet. Tot them enter, I pray you; I 
know they long to bo gone, for their stay 
is dangerous. eo 

Enter Se.aoull, Sc.^petiirift, and Spend.\ll 

Sea. God save my honorable Colonel! 

Sir Pet. Welcome, good Captain Seagull 
and worthy gentlemen. If you will meet 
my fnend Frank here and mo, at the Blue 
Anchor Tavern by Billingsgate this evening, 
wo will there drink to our happy voyage, be 
merry, and take boat to our ship with all 
e.xpedition. 

Spen. Defer it no longer, I beseech you, 
sir; but as your voyage is hitherto car- -o 

and in another knight’s name, so 
for your own safety and ours, lot it be con- 

' Prosperous. Cliapniun elsewhere uses this word. 


tinued, our meeting and speedy purpose of 
departing known to as few as is possible, 
lest your ship and goods be attached. 

Quick. Well advised, Captain I Our col- 
onel shall have money this morning to dis- 
patch all our departures; bring those gen- 
tlemen at night to the place appointed, and 
with our skins full of vintage we’ll take » 
occasion by the vantage, and away. 

Spen. We will not fail but be there, sir. 

Sir Pet. Good morrow, good Captain and 
my worthy associates. Health and all sov- 
ereignty to my jeautifid gossip; for you, 
sir, we shall see you presently with the 
writings. 

Sec. With WTitings and croNN-ns to my 
honorable gossip. I do hunger and thir^ 
to do you good, sir I » 

Exeunt 

SCENA SECUNDA 
[An inn-yard] 

Enter a Coachman m haste, in's frock, 

feeding 

Coach. Hero's a stir when citizens ride 
out of town, indeed, ns if all the house were 
afire I ’Slight, they will not give a man 
leave to cat's breakfast afore he rises! 

Enter a footman, in haste 

Ilam. What, coachman I My lady’s coach 
for shame 1 Her ladyship’s ready to come 
down. 

Enter Potkin, a tankard-bearer 

Pot. 'Sfoot, Hamlet, are you mad? 
Whither run you now? You should bnish 

up my old mistress 1 lo 

[Exit 

Enter SiNDEFY 

Sin. What, Potkin? You must put off 
your tankard, and put on your blue coat* 
and wait upon Mistress Touchstone into the 
count r>\ Exit 

Pot. 1 will, forsooth, presently. E.:U 

• The several allusions in this scone to Uamlet art 
ton good-humored to boar construction of malice. 

• Sor\uht*$ ilri'ss. 
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Enter Mistress Fond and Mistress Gazer 

Fond. Corno, sweet Mistress Gazer, let’s 
watch here, and see my Lady Flash take 
coach. 

Gaz. O’ my word here’s a most fine pla^j 
to stand in. Did you see the new ship m 
launched last day, Mistress Fond? 

Fond. 0 God, and we citizens should lose 
such a sight! 

Gaz. I warrant here will be double as 
many people to see her take coach as there 
were to see it take water. 

Fond. 0 she’s married to a most fine 
castle i’th’ country, they say. 

Gaz. But there are no giants in the castle, 
are there ? 3» 

Fond. 0 no; they say her knight killed 
’em all, and therefore he was knighted. 

Gaz. Would to God her ladyship would 
come awayl 

Enter Gertrude, Mistress Touchstone, 
SiNDEFY, Hamlet, Potkin 

Fond. She comes, she comes, she comes! 

Fomi / heaven bless your ladyship ! 

Ger. Thank you, good people ! My 
coach, for the love of heaven, my coach 1 
In good truth I shall swoun else. 

Ham. Coach, coach, my lady’s coach 1 « 

Exit 

Ger. As I am a lady, I think I am with 
child already, I long for a coach so. May 
one be with child afore they are married, 
mother? 

Mist. Touch. Ay, by’r lady, madam; a 
little thing does that; I have seen a little 
prick no bigger than a pin’s head swell 
bigger and bigger till it has come to an 
ancome;' and e’en so ’tis in these cases. 

Enter Hamlet 

Ham. Your coach is coming, madam. «> 

Ger. That's well said. Now, heaven, me- 
thinks I am e’en up to the knees in prefer- 
ment ! [«n^s] 

But a little higher, but a little higher, hut a 
little higher, 

There, there, there lies Cupid’s fire!* 

* Boil^ felon. 

* The refrain of a song by Campion. 


Mist. Touch. But must this young man, 
an’t please you, madam, run by your coach 
all the way a-foot? 

Ger. Ay, by my faith, I warrant him! He 
gives no other milk,^ as I have another oo 
servant does. 

}iiist. Touch. Alas, ’tis e’en pity, me- 
thinks! For God’s sake, madam, buy him 
but a hobby-horse; let the poor youth have 
something betwixt his legs to ease ’hem. 
Alas, we must do as we would be done to! 

Ger. Go to, hold your peace, dame; you 
talk like an old fool, I tell you! 

Enter Sir Petronel and Quicksilver 

Sir Pet. Wilt thou be gone, sweet honey- 
suckle, before I can go with thee? to 

Ger. I pray thee, sweet knight, let me; 
I do so long to dress up thy castle afore 
thou com’st. But I marie* how my modest 
sister occupies herself this morning, that she 
cannot wait on me to my coach, as well as 
her mother. 

Quick. Marry, madam, she’s married by 
this time to prentice Golding. Your father, 
and some one more, stole to church with 
’hem in all the haste, that the cold meat so 
left at your wedding might serve to furnish 
their nuptial table. 

Ger. There’s no base fellow’,* my father 
now'! But he’s e’en fit to father such a 
daughter: he must call me daughter no 
more now; but ‘madam,’ and ‘please you, 
madam,’ and ‘please your worship, madam,’ 
indeed. Out upon him, marry his daughter 
to a base prentice! 

Mist. Touch. What should one do? Is m 
there no la\v for one that marries a woman’s 
daughter against her w’ill? How shall we 
punish him, madam? 

Ger. As I am a lady, an’t w’ould snow, 
we’d so pebble ’hem with snow-balls as they 
come from church; lut, sirrah Frank Quick- 
silver! 

Quick. Ay, madam. 

Ger. Dost remember since thou and I 
clapped what-d’ye-call'ts in the garret? iw 

Quick. I know not what you mean, 
madam. 

Ger. [sfn^s] His head as white as milk, 
all flaxen teas his hair; 

^ Is of no othor use. 

- Man'eL * Supply but. 
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Hut nvu> lie is dead, and laid in his bed, 

.And r iriU ratne ngaiti.^ 

( loti 1)0 at vour labor ! 

% 

ICntiT Touchstone, Golding, Mildred with 

rose mnry 

Sir Pet. [a,??f/c] Was there ever sucli a 
ladv? 

Quick. See, madam, the bride and bride- 
groom! no 

G(r. God’s my precious! God give you 
jo 3 ’. Mistress Wliaf-lack-you ! ’ Now out 
upon thee, banjia^e! My sister married in a 
taffeta hat! Marr>'. Iiang you I Westward 
with a wanion t’ye! ’’ Nay, I have done wi’ 
ye, minion, tiien, i’faith; never look to have 
my count 'nance any more, nor nnjdliing I 
can do for thee. Thou ride in my coach, or 
come down to my castle! Fie upon thee! 
I charge thee in my lad.vship’s name, call i-x) 
me sister no more. 

Touch. An’t please your worship, tliis is 
not your sister; tliis is m.v daugliter, an<l 
she calks mo father, and so does not your 
ladyship, an't please your worsliip, madam. 

Mist. Touch. No. nor she must not call 
thee father by luMaldry, bt'cause thou 
mak'st. thy i)rentice fliy son .as well as she. 
Ah, thou misproud prentice, dars’t thou 
presume to marry a ladys sistia ? lo 

Gold. It plcase<l my master, forsooth. t.> 
embolden me with his favor; ami though I 
confe.ss my.self far \mworfhy for ."O worthy 
a wife (being in part her servant, as I am 
your prentice) yet since (I may .siy it with- 
out boasting) I am born a genthunan. and 
by the trade I have learnc<l of my master 
(which I trust taints not my blood) able 
with mine own indusljT and portion lo 
maintain your daughter, my hope is n» 
heaven will so bh'ss our humble l>eginning 
that in the end I shall be no disgrace to the 
grace with which m. m.aster hath bound me 
his double prentice. 

Touch. Mas(('r me no mor(‘. son. if thou 
think’st me woilh.v to be thy father. 

(7er. Son? Now. good Lord, liow he 
.shines, and you mark him! He’s a gon‘1 •- 
man 1 

> Ihimlrt. IV. V. lf>n. 

- 'rht» iiKUdl rrv r»f tlio SiHosinan to pusscrs I\v. 

^ W ith a 


Gold. Ay, indeed, madam, a gentleman iso 
born. 

Sir Pci. Never stand o’ your gentry. Mas- 
ter Bridegroom; if your legs be no better 
tlian your arms, you’ll be able to stand up- 
right on neither shortly. 

Touch. An't please your good worship, 
sir, there are two sorts of gentlemen. 

Sir Pet. What mean you, sir? 

Touch. Bold to put off my hat to your 
worship— iM 

Sir Pet. Nay, pray forbear, sir, and then 
forth with your two sorts cf gentlemen. 

Touch. If your worship will have it so, I 
say there are two sorts of gentlemen. There 
is a gentleman artificial, and a gentlemr-.u 
natural.^ Now though your worship bo a 
gentleman natural — work \ipon that nowl 

Quick. Well said, old Touchstone; I am 
proud to hoar thee enter a set speech, 
i'fiiith! Forth, I b(‘.<ecch thee! iw 

Touch. Cry you mercy, sir, your wor- 
ship’s a gentleman I do not know. If you 
bo one of my acquaintance, y’are very much 
disguised, sir. 

Quick. Go lo, old quipper!" Forth with 
thy speech. I say! 

Touch. What, sir, mj' speeches were ever 
in vain to your gracious worship; and there- 
fore, till I speak to you — gallantry* indeed 
— I will save my breath for m.v broth i» 
anon. Come, my poor son and daughter, 
let us hide ourselves in our poor humility. 
an<l live safe. Ambition consumes itself 
with the ver>* show. Work upon that now! 

[Eicuut TouriisTONE, 
Gou)Ing and Miij>red) 

Gcr. Let him go, let him go. for God’s 
sake! Let him make his prentice his son, 
for God's s;iko! Give away his daughter, 
for God’s sake! And when they come 
a-begging to us for God’s sake, let’s laiu’i 
at their good husbanihy, for God’s sake! iw 
I’ai-ewell. sweet knight, pray thee make 
haste after. 

Sir Pit. Wliat shall I say? I would not 
have tlu'e go. 

Qutek. .Voic. O noir, I must depart; 

Purtnuj thouqh it ab.scuce move — * 
This ditty, knight, do I see in thy looks ii 
capital letters. 

* \ nnhiral is a fool, 

* ijiiiblilrr, 

* \ ciirolcss i|Hotation a sons DowUnd* 
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What a grief ’tis to depart, and leave the 
Jlou'LT that has my heart! 

My sweet lady, and alack for woe, whj 
should we part so? »» 

Tell truth, knight, and shame all dissem- 
bling lovers; does not your pain lie on that 
side? 

Sir Pet. If it do, canst thou tell me how 
I may cure it? 

Quick. Excellent easily 1 Divide yourstlf 
in two halves, just by the girdlestead ; ' send 
one half with your lady, and keep the tother 
yourself; or else do as all true lovers do- 
part with your heart, and leave your no 
body behind. I have seen’t done a hundred 
times: ’tis as easy a matter for a lover to 
part without a heart from his sweetheart, 
and he ne’er the worse, as for a mouse to 
get from a trap and leave her tail behind 
him. See, here comes the writings. 

Enter Security with a Scrivener 

Sec. Good morrow to my worshipful 
ladyl I present your ladyship with this 
writing, to which if you please to set your 
hand with your knight’s, a velvet gown 220 
shall attend your journey, o’ my credit. 

Ger. What WTiting is it, knight? 

Sir Pet. The sale, sweetheart, of the poor 
tenement I told thee of, only to make a 
little money to send thee down furniture 
for my castle, to w’hich my hand shall lead 
thee. 

Ger. Very well! Now give me your pen, 
I pray. 

Quick, [aside^ It goes down without soo 
chewing, i’faith! 

Scriv. Your worships deliver this as your 
deed? 

Amho. We do. 

Ger. So now, knight, farewell till I see 
thee! 

Sir Pet. All farewell to my sweetheart 1 

Mist. Touch. God-buy, son knight! 

Sir Pet. Farewell, my good mother! 

Ger. Farewell, Frank; I would fain «o 

take thee down if I could. 

Quick. I thank your good ladyship; fare- 
well, Mistress Sindefy. 

Exeunt [Gertrude and her partyl 


Sir Pet. 0 tedious voyage whereof there 
is no end! What will they think of me? 

Quick. Think what they list. They 
longed for a vagary into the country and 
now they are fitted. So a woman marry 
to ride in a coach, she cares not if she ride 
to her ruin. ’Tis the great end of many 2^0 
of their marriages. This is not [the] fii-st 
time a lady has rid a false journey in her 
coach, I hope. 

Sir Pel. Nay, 'tis no matter, I care little 
what they think; he that weighs men’s 
thoughts has his hands full of nothing. A 
man, in the course of this world, should 
be like a surgeon’s instrument — work in the 
wounds of others, and feel nothing himself. 
The sharper and subtler, the better. seo 

Quick. As it falls out now, knight, you 
shall not need to devise excuses, or endure 
her outcries, when she returns; we shall now 
be gone before, where they cannot reach us. 

Sir Pet. Well, my kind compeer, you have 
now the assurance we both can make you; 
let me now entreat you, the money we 
agreed on may be brought to the Blue 
Anchor, near to Billingsgate, by six o’clock; 
where I and my chief friends, bound for ro 
this voyage, will with feasts attend you. 

Sec. The money, my most honorable com- 
peer, shall without fail observe your ap- 
pointed hour. 

Sir Pet. Thanks, my dear gossip. I must 
now impart 

To 3 'our approved love a loving secret, 

As one on whom my life doth more rely 
In friendly trust than any man alive. 

Nor shall you be the cho.«en secretary 
Of my affections for affection only: aso 

For I protest (if God bless my return) 

To make you partner in my actions’ gain 
As deeplj^ as if yo\i had ventured with me 
Half my expences. Know then, honest 
gossip, 

I have enjoyed with such divine content- 
ment 

A gentlewoman’s bed, whom you well know, 
That I shall ne’er enjoy this tedious voyage. 
Nor live the least part of the time it asketh. 
Without her presence ; so I thirst and 
hunger 

To taste the dear feast of her company. 

And if the hunger and the thirst you vow, 
As my sworn gossip, to my wished good 


> Waist. 


28G 


JONSON, CHAPMAN AND MARSTON 


III. ii. 


Hr* (as I know it is) unfeigned and firm, 
Do me an easy favor in your power. 

Sec. Be sure, brave gossip, all that I can 
do, 

To iny best nerve, is wholly at your semeo: 
^^’ho is the woman, first, that is your friend? 

Sir Pet. The woman is your learned coun- 
sel's wife, 

The lawyer, Master Bramble; whom would 
you 

Bring out this even in honest neighbor- 
hood, 800 

To take his leave with you of me your 
gossip, 

I, in the meantime, will send this my friend 
Home to his house, to bring his wife dis- 
guised. 

Before his face, into our company; 

For love hath made her look for such a wile 
To free her from his tjTannous jealousy. 
And I would take this course before an- 
other. 

In stealing her away to make us sport 
And gull his circumspection the more 
grossly. 

And I am sure that no man like yourself sjo 
H ath credit with him to entice his jealousy 
To so long stay abroad a.s may give time 
To her enlargement in such safe disguise. 

See. A pretty, pithy, and most pleasant 
project I 

Who would not strain a point of neighbor- 
hood * 

For such a point-device,’ that, as the ship 
Of famous Draco’ went about the world, 
Will wind about the lawyer, compassing 
The world himself; ho hath it in his arms, 
•And that’s enough for him without his wife. 
.V lawyer is ambitious, and his head s» 
Cannot be praised nor raised too high, 
With any fork of highest knavery. 

I’ll go fetch lier straight. 

Exit Security 

Sir Pet. So, so. Frank, go thou home to 
his hou.se. 

Stead of his la^vyer’s, and bring his wife 
hither, 

Who, just like to the lawyer’s wife, is 
prisoned 

* Noiffhl>orline8S. 

* N'icc Irifk. 

* wlioso ship wns Ifmjf prosenod nt Dept- 
ford tn ooninii niornto his eirclioff the world. 


With his stem usurous jealousy, which 
could never 

Be over-reached thus but with over-reaching. 

Enter Security 

Sec. And, Master Francis, watch you th’ 
instant time sao 

To enter with his exit: ’twill be rare. 

To find ' horn’d beasts — a camel and a 
lawycrl [Fn'O 

Quick. How the old villain joys in vil- 
lany 1 

Enter Security 

Sec. And hark you, gossip, when you have 
her here, 

Have your boat ready, ship her to your ship 
With utmost haste, lest Master Bramble 
stay you. 

To o’cr-reach that head that out-reacheth 
all heads, 

’Tis a trick rampant! ’Tis a very quiblinl* 
I hope this harvest to pitch cart* with 
lawyers, 

Their heads will be so forked. This sly 
touch >40 

Will get apes* to invent a number such. 

Exit 

Quick. Was ever rascal honeyed so with 
poison? 

Ho that delights in slavish ava.ice, 

Is npt to joy in cvoiy’ sort of vice. 

Well, I’ll go fetch his wife, whilst he the 
lawyer's. 

Sir Pet. But stay, Frank, lot’s think how 
wo may disguise her upon this sudden. 

Quick. Goti’s me, there’s the mischiefl 
But hark you, hero’s an excellent device; 
’fore God, a rare one! I will carry her a »» 
sailor’s gown and cap, and cover her, and a 
player’s beard. 

Sir Pci. And w'hat upon her head? 

QwicA". I toll you, a sailor's cap I 'Slight, 
God forgive mo, w’hat kind of figent* mem- 
or>’ have you? 

Sir Pet. Nay, then, what kind of figent 
wit hast thou? 

A sailor’s cap? How shall she put it off 
When thou present’st her to our company? 

* To make iliscovery of ; thur the Qq. 

* Perfect trick. 

* Use lawyers for pitchforks. 
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Quick. Tush, man, for that, make her a 
saucy sailor. ^ 

Sir Pet. Tush, tush, ’tis no fit sauce for 
such sweet mutton!* 

I know not what t’ advise. 

Enter Security, with his vnje’s gown 

Sec. Knight, knight, a rare device! 

Sir Pet. ’Swounds, yet again! 

Quick. What stratagem have you now? 

Sec. The best that ever! You talked of 
disguising? 

Sir Pet. Ay, marry, gossip, that’s our 
present care. 

Sec. Cast care away then; here’s the best 
device 

For plain security (for I am no better) 

I think, that ever lived: here’s my wife’s 
gown. 

Which you may put upon the lawyers wife, 
And which I brought you, sir, for two great 
reasons ; 

One is, that Master Bramble may take hold 
Of some suspicion that it is my wife, 

And gird me so, perhaps, with his law-wit; 
The other (which is policy indeed) 

Is that my wife may now be tied at home, 
Having no more but her old gown abroad. 
And not show me a quirk,* while I firk’ 
others. 

Is not this rare? 

Ambo. The best that ever was. 

Sec. Am I not bom to furnish gentle- 
men? 

Sir Pet. 0 my dear gossip! ^ 

Sec. Well, hold, Master Francis! Watch 
when the lawyer’s out, and put it in. And 
now I wll go fetch him. 

Exit 

Quick, [aside] 0 my Dad! He goes, as 
’twere the devil, to fetch the lawyer; and 
devil shall he be, if horns will make him. 


[Re-enter Security] 


^;ir Pet. Why, how now, gossip? Why 

stay you there musing? 

Sec. A toy, a toy runs in my head, i 


faith! 

Quick. A pox of that head! 


suo 

Is there 


more toys yet? 


Sir Pet. What is it, pray thee, gossip? 
Sec. Why, sir, what if you should slip 
awaj' now with my wife’s best gowm, I hav- 
ing no security for it? 

Quick. For that, I hope, Dad, you will 
take our words. 

Sec. Ay, by th’ mass, your word! That’s 
a proper staff 

For wise Security to lean upon! 4oo 

But ’tis no matter, once I’ll trust my name 
On your cracked credits ; let it take no 
shame. 

Fetch the w’ench, Frank. Exit 

Quick. I’ll wait upon you, sir, 

And fetch you over, you were ne’er so 

fetched.* 

Go to the tavern, knight ; your followers 
Dare not be drunk, I think, before their 
captain. Exit 

Sir Pet. Would I might lead them to no 
hotter service 

Till our Virginian gold were in our purses! 

Exit 

[SCENA TERTIA] 

Enter Se.^gull, Spendall, and Scapethrift, 
in the Tavern, with a Drawer 

Sea. Come, draw’er, pierce your neatest * 
hogsheads, and let’s have cheer, not fit for 
your Billingsgate tavern, but for our Vir- 
ginian colonel; he will be here instantly. 

Draw. You shall have all things fit, sir; 
please you have any more wine? 

Spen. More wine, slave? Whether we 
drink it or no, spill it, and draw more. 

Scape. Fill all the pots in your house 
with all sorts of liquor, and let ’em wait lo 
on us here like soldiers in their pewter 
coats; and though we do not employ them 
now, yet we will maintain ’hem till w’e do. 

Draw. Said like an honorable captain; 
you shall have all you command, sir. 

Exit Drawer 

Sea. Come, boys, Virginia longs till we 
share the rest of her maidenhead. 

Spen. Why, is she inhabited already with 
any English? 

Sea. A whole country of English is «• 
there, man, bred of those that were left 
there in ’79. They have married w’ith the 
Indians, and make 'hem bring forth as 


* Used of a light woman. 

2 Trick. •'Cheat. 


* .Accompany you, gull you. 
' Rarest. 
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beautiful faces as any \vc have in England; 
and tlicrefore tlie Indians are so in love 
with ’hem, that all tlie treasure they have 
they lay at iheir feet. 

Licapr. Hut i.s there such treasure tlicre, 
captain. HvS I have heard? 

Sen. I tell tliee, gold is more plentiful 
tliere than cojiper is with us; and for as 
luueh red copper as I can bring, I’ll have 
thrice the weight in gohl. Why, man, all 
their dripping-pans and their chaiuber-pot.s 
are pure gold; anti all the chains with which 
thi\v chain up their streets are massy gold; 
all the prisoners they take arc fettered in 
gohl; and for rubies and diamonds, they 
go forth on holidays and gather ’hem by 
the sea-shore to hang on their children’s w 
coats and .«tick in their caps, as commonly 
as our children wear safTron-gilt brooches 
ami groats with lioles in ’hem.* 

Senpr. And i.s it a pleasant countiy 
withal? 

Sea. As ever the sun shined on; temper- 
ate and full of all sorts of excellent viands: 
wild boar is as common there as our tame.d 
bacon is here; venison, as mutton. And 
then you shall live freely there, without ro 
sergeants, or courtiers, or lawyers, or intelli- 
gencens, only a few industrious Scots, per- 
haps, who, indeed, are dispensed over the 
face of the whole earth. Hut as for them, 
there are no greater friends to Englishmen 
and England, when (hey are out on’t, in the 
worhl than they are. And for my own part, 
I would a liundred thousand of ’em were 
there, for we are all one countrx-rnen now, 
ye know, and we shoidd find ten times o-* 
more comfort of them there than we do 
here.^ Then for your means to advance- 
ment there, it is simple, an<l not preposter- 
ou.sly mixed. You may be an ahlerinan 
there, and never be scavenger: you may be 
a nobleman, and never be a slave. You 
may come to preferment enough, and never 
be a pander; to riches and for[t]une 
enoutdi, and have never the more villany 
nor the le.s.s wit. 70 

Sp<n. God’s me! And how far is it 
thither? 

Sea. Some six weeks’ sail, no more, with 
any indifTercnt good wind. And if I get to 

* This entire p:>,s.sagc is imiUitnl from Morr's 
Utopin, 

- Tlli^c soriouH o/Toiiso at ctiurt, hip I 

was oxpunKOil afUT the first impression. 


any part of the coast of Africa, I’ll sail 
thither with any wind; or when I come to 
Cape Finisterre, there’s a foreright wind 
continual wafts us till we come at Virginia. 
See, our colonel's come. 

Eiilcr Sir Petronel, with his followers 

Sir Pit. Well met, good Captain Sea- » 
gull, and my noble gentlemen! Now the 
sweet hour of our freedom is at hand. 
Come, drawer, fdl us some carouses, and 
prepare us for the mirth that will bo occa- 
sioned presentb'. Here will bo a pretty 
wench, gentlemen, that will bear us com- 
pany all our voyage. 

Sea. Whatsoever she be, here’s to her 
health, noble Colonel, both with cap and 
knee. m 

Sir Pci. Thanks, kind Captain Seagull 1 
She’s one I love dearly, and must not be 
known till we be free from all that know 
us. And so, gentlemen, hero’s to her health 1 

Ambo. Let it come, worthy Colonel. We 
do hunger and thirst for it. 

Sir Pel. Afore heaven, you have hit the 
phra.se of one that her presence will touch 
from the foot to the forehead, if ye knew 

it. 100 

Spen. Well, then, wo will join his fore- 
head with her health, sir; and, Captain 
Scapethrift, here’s to ’em bothl 

[All kneel and drink] 

Enter Security and Bramulb 

Sec. Sec, sec, Master Bramble, ’fore 
heaven, their voyage cannot but prosper! 
They arc o' their knees for success to it. 

Prnrn. And they pray to god Bacchus. 

Sec. God save my bravo colonel, with all 
his tall captains and corporals. See, sir, 
luy worshipful learned counsel, Master u« 
Bramble, is come to take his leave of you. 

Sir Pet. Worshipful Master Bramble, how 
far do you draw us into the sweet-brier of 
your kindness! Come, Captain Seagull, an- 
other health to (his rare Bramble, that hath 
never a prick about him. 

Sea. I pledge his most smooth disposi- 
tion, sir. Come, Master Security, bend your 
supporters, and pleiEe this notorious health 
here. lao 
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Sec. Bend you yours likewise, Master 
Bramble; for it is you shall pledge me. 

Sea. Not so. Master Security; he must 
not pledge his own health. 

See. No, Master Captain? 

Enter Quicksilver, uifh Winny di.'igui.-n d 

Why, then, here’s one is fitly come to do 
him that honor. 

Quick. Here’s the gentlewoman your 
cousin, sir, whom, with much entreaty, I 
have brought to take her leave of you in jw 
a tavern; ashamed whereof, you must par- 
don her if she put not off her mask. 

Sir Pet. Pardon, me, sweet cousin; my 
kind desire to see you before I went, made 
me so importunate to entreat your presence 
here. 

Sec. How now, Master Francis, have you 
honored this presence with a fair gentle- 
woman? 

Quick. Pray, sir, take you no notice no 
of her, for she will not be known to you. 

Sec. But my learned counsel, Master 
Bramble here, I hope may know her. 

Quick. No more than you, sir, at this 
time ; his learning must pardon her. 

Sec. Well, God pardon her for my part, 
and I do, I'll be sworn; and so. Master 
Francis, here’s to all that are going east- 
ward to-night towards Cuckold’s Haven; 
and so to the health of Master Bramble. 

Quick. I pledge it, sir. [krweh^ Hath it 
gone round. Captains? 

Sea. It has, sweet Frank; and the round 
closes with thee. 

Quick. Well, sir, here’s to all eastward 
and toward cuckolds, and so to famous 

Cuckold’s Haven, so fatally remembered. 

Surgit 

Sir Pet. [To Winifred] Nay, pray thee, 
coz, weep not. Gossip Security! 

Sec. Ay, my brave gossip! 

Sir Pet. A word, I beseech you, sir! Our 
friend, Mistress Bramble here, is so dis- 
solved in tears that she drowms the whole 
mirth of our meeting. Sweet gossip, take 
her aside and comfort her. 

Sec. [aside to Winifred] Pity of all true 
love, Mistress Bramble I What, weep you 
to enjoy your love? What’s the cause, lady? 
Is’t because your husband is so near, and 


your heart cams' to have a little abused i:o 
him? Alas, alas, the offence is too common 
to be respected!^ So great a grace hath 
seldom chanced to so unthankful a woman, 
to be rid of an old jealous dotard, to enjoy 
the arms of a loving young knight, that, 
when your prickless Bramble is withered 
with grief of your los.s, will make you 
flourish afresh in the bed of a lady. 

Enter Drawer 

Draw. Sir Petronel, here’s one of your 
watermen come to tell you it will be iso 
flood these three hours; and that ’twill be 
dangerous going again.st the tide, for the 
.sky is overcast, and there was a imrcjiisce' 
even now seen at London Bridge, which i.s 
always the messenger of tempests, he says. 

Sir Pet. A porcpisce! What’s that to th’ 
purpose? Charge him, if he love his life, 
to attend us; can we not reach Blackwall 
(where my ship lies) against the tide, and 
in spite of tempests? Captains and gen- im 
tlemcn, we’ll begin a new ceremony at the 
beginning of our voyage, which I believe 
will be followed of all future adventurers. 

Sea. What’s that, good Colonel? 

Sir Pet. This, Captain Seagull. We’ll 
have our provided supper brought aboard 
Sir Francis Drake’s ship, (hat hath com- 
passed the world; where, with full cups and 
banquets, we will do sacrifice for a pros- 
perous voyage. My mind gives me that »» 
some good spirits of the waters should 
haunt the desert^ ribs of her, and be aus- 
picious to all that honor her memory, and 
will with like orgies'^ enter their voyages. 

Sea. Rarely conceited! One health 
more to this motion, and aboard to perform 
it. He that will not this night be drunk, 
may he never be sober. 

They compass in Winifred, dance 
the drunken round, and drink carouses 

Bram. Sir Petronel and his honorable 
Captains, in these 5'oung services we old :;jo 
servitors may be spared. We only came to 
take our leaves, and with one health to you 
all. I’ll be bold to do so. Here, neighbor 

» Yparns. * Deserted. 

5 Regarded. ® Revels. 

’ Turpoise. 
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Sociiritv, to the health of Sir Petronel and 
all his captains. 

See. You must bend then. Master 
Hraniblc; [(Ik ij hnrri] so, now I am for 
you. I liave one corner of my brain, I hope, 
fit to bear one carouse more. Here, lady, to 
you that an' encompassf'd fliero, and are 
asliamed of our company. Ha ha, ha! By 
niy troth, my learned counsel, Master 
Bramble, rnv mind run.s so of CuckoM’s 
Haven to-ni^ht. that my head runs over 
with admiration. 

Bram. [aside] But is not that your wife, 
neighbor? 

Sec. [aside] No, by my troth, Master 
Bramble. Ha, ha, ha! A pox of all 
Cuckold’s Havens. I say! zw 

Bram. [a.dde] O’ my faith, her garments 
are exceeding like your wife’s. 

See. [aside] Ciicullus non facit monachum, 
my learned counsel ; all are not cuckolds 
that seem so, nor ;dl seem not that are so. 
Give me your hand, my learned counsel ; 
you and I will sup somewhere else than at 
Sir Francis Drake’s ship to-night. — Adieu, 
my noble gossip! 

Bram. Good fortune, brave Captains; 2 »o 
fair skies God send ye! 

Omnes. Farewell, my hearts, farewell 1 

Sir Pel. Gossip, laugh no more at 
Cuckold’s Haven, gossip. 

See. I have done, I have done, sir; will 
you lead, Master Bramble? Ha, ha, ha! 

Exit [uilh Br.vmhU':! 

Sir Pci. Captain Seagull, charge a boat! 

Omnc.s. A boat, a boat, a boatl 

Exeunt 

Draw. Y’arc in a proper taking,* indee<!, 
to take a boat, especially at this time of zo 
night, and against tide and tempest. They 
say yet, ‘drunken men never take harm.’ 
This night will trj' the tnith of that proverb. 

Exit 

[SCFNA QUARTAl 

[Ou/6-u/c’ SKri'EaTv’s House] 

Enter Secuiuty 

See. What. Wiuny! Wife, I say! Out of 
doors at this time! Where should I seek 
the gad-fly? Billingsgate. Billingsgate, Bil- 
lingsgate! She’s goru' with the knight, she’s 

‘ I'i( staU'. 


gone with the knight! Woo be to thee, 
Billingsgate! A boat, a boat, a boat!* A 
full hundred marks for a boatl 

Exit 

ACTUS QUARTUS. SCENA PRIMA 

Enter Slitgut, U'ith a pair oj ox-homs, dis- 
coverin(/ Cuckold's Ilaecn above 

Slit. All hail, fair haven of married men 
only, for there are none but married men 
cuckolds! For my part, I presume not to 
arrive here, but in my master’s behalf (a 
poor butcher of East-cheap) who sends me 
to set up (in honor of Saint Luke) these 
necessary ensigns of his homage. And up I 
got this morning, thus early, to get up to 
the top of this famous tree, that is all fruit 
and no leaves, to advance this crest of m 
my master’s .occupation. Up then; * heaven 
and Saint Luke bless me, that I be not 
blown into the Thames as I climb, with this 
furio\is tempest. ’Slight, I think the devil 
bo abroad, in likeness of a storm, to rob me 
of my horns! Hark how he roars 1 Lord, 
what a coil the Thames keeps! She bears 
some unjust burthen, I believe, that she 
kicks and curvets thus to cast it. Heaven 
bless all honest passengers* that are upon » 
her back now; for the bit is out of her 
mouth, I SCO, and she will run away with 
’hem I So, so, I think I have made it look 
the right way; it runs against London 
Bridge, ns it were, even full butt.* And 
now let me discover from this lofty pros- 
pect, wliat pranks the rude Thames plays 
in her desperate lunacy. O me, here’s a 
boat has been cast away hard by! Alas, 
alas, sec one of her passengers laboring » 
for his life to land at this haven here! Pray 
heaven he may recover it! His next land 
is even just under me; hold out yet a little, 
whatsoever thou art; pray, and take a good 
heart to thee. Tis a man; take a man’s 
heart to thee; yet a little further, get up 
o’ tl»y legs, man; now ’tis shallow enough. 
So, so, sol Alas, he’s down again 1 Hold 
thy wind* father; ’tis a man in a night-cap. 

* Pcrlmps a parody of Richard Ill’s cry, “a horse, 
etc." 

The action seems to indicate that Slitirat climbs 
a pole in sight of tlie audience to a(Rx the horns 
to it. 

* Travelers. * Faces full, • Keep your breath. 
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So! Now he’s got up again; now he’s « 
past the worst; yet, thanks be to heaven, he 
comes toward me pretty and strongly. 

Enter Security without his hat, in a night- 
cap, wet band, etc. 

Sec. Heaven, I beseech thee, how have I 
offended thee! Where am I cast ashore 
now, that I may go a righter way home by 
land? Let me see. 0 I am scarce able to 
look about me! Where is there any sea- 
mark that I am acquainted withal? 

Slit. Look up, father; are you acquainted 
with this mark? “ 

Sec. What! Landed at Cuckold’s Haven! 
Hell and damnation! I will run back and 
drown myself. He falls doivn 

Slit. Poor man, how weak he is! The 
weak water has washed away his strength. 

Sec. Landed at Cuckold’s Haven! If it 
had not been to die twenty times alive, I 
should never have scaped death ! I will 
never arise more ; I will grovel here and 
eat dirt till I be choked; I will make the «> 
gentle earth do that which the cruel water 
has denied me! 

Slit. Alas, good father, be not so des- 
perate! Rise, man; if you will, I’ll come 
presently and lead you home. 

Sec. Home! Shall I make any know my 
home, that has known me thus abroad? 
How low shall I crovich away, that no eye 
may see me? I will creep on the earth while 
I live, and never look heaven in the face » 
more. Exit creepUng] 

Slit. What young planet reigns now, trow, 
that old men are so foolish? What des- 
perate young swaggerer would have been 
abroad such a weather as this upon the 
water? Ay me, see another remnant of this 
unfortunate shipwrack, or some other! A 
woman, i’faith, a woman! Though it be 
almost at St. Katherine’s,' I discern it to be 
a woman, for all her body is above the » 
water, and her clothes swim about her most 
handsomely. O, they bear her up most 
bravely! Has not a woman reason to love 
the taking up of her clothes the better while 
she lives, for this? Alas, how busy the rude 
Thames is about her! A pox o’ that wave! 
It will drown her, i’faith, ’twill drown her! 
Cry God mercy, she has scaped it, I thank 

* A reformatory for fallen women, near the Tower. 


heaven she has scaped it! 0 how she s\\’ims 
like a mermaid! Some vigilant body look oo 
out and save her. That’s well said; just 
where the priest fell in,' there’s one sets 
down a ladder, and goes to take her up. 
God’s blessing o’ thy heart, boy! Now take 
her up in thy arms and to bed with her. 
She’s up, she’s up! She’s a beautiful woman, 
I warrant her; the billows durst not devour 
her. 

Enter the Drawer' m the Tavern before, 

with Winifred 

Draw. How fare 3 'ou now, lady? 

ll'm. Much better, my good friend, iw 
than I wish ; as one desperate of her fame, 
now my life is preser\’ed. 

Draw. Comfort yourself : that Power that 
pre.ser\’ed you from death can likewise de- 
fend you from infamy, howsoever you de- 
serve it. Were not you one that took boat 
late this night with a knight and other 
gentlemen at Billingsgate? 

TTTn. Unhappy that I am, I was. 

Draw. I am glad it was my good hap no 
to come down thus far after you, to a house 
of mj' friend’s here in St. Katherine’s, since I 
am now happily made a mean to your 
rescue from the ruthless tempest, which 
(when you took boat) was so extreme, and 
the gentleman that brought you forth so 
desperate and unsober, that I feared long 
ere this I should hear of your shipwrack, 
and therefore (with little other reason) 
made thus far this way. And this I must 
tell you, since perhaps you may make use 
of it, there was left behind you at our 
tavern, brought by a porter (hired by the 
young gentleman that brought you) a 
gentlewoman’s gown, hat, stockings, and 
shoes; which, if they be yours, and you 
please to shift j'ou, taking a hard bed here 
in this house of my friend, I will presently 
go fetch you. 

ir/n. Thanks, my good friend, for your i»o 
more than good news. The gown with all 
things bound with it are mine; which if 
.vou please to fetch as you have promised, 
I will boldly receive the kind favor you 
have offered till your return; entreating 
you, by all the good jmu have done in pre- 

* An irrecoverable local allusion. 

* Supply u ho u as. 
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rvinj: mo liifhorfo. Jo lof none take knowl- 
edt-'f' of wliat. fa\<)r \oii <io me. or where 
Mic)! a f)nc as I am bestowed, lest yon incur 
me rmicli more damatio in rny fame tlian no 
^•oll luive done me pleasure in preserving 
iny life. 

})rnu\ Come in. lady, and sliift yourself; 
re-olve that nofliing but your own pleasure 
shall be U'ed in your discover^'. 

Thank >'ou. good friend; the time 
may come, I .shall reqtiife you. Eicxmt 
Slit. Sec, .see, .see! I hohl niy life, there’s 
.«ome other a taking up at Wapping now! 
Look, what a sort * of people cluster >w 
about the gallows there! In good troth it is 
so. 0 me. a fine young gentleman! What, 
and taken up at the galIow.<! Hi-aven grant 
he he not one day taken down there! A' my 
life, it is ominous! Well, he i.s delivcreil for 
the time. I .«ee the people have all left 
him; yet will I keep rny prospect awhile, 
to ace if any more have been shipwraekod. 

Enter Qvicksiiatr. bare head 

Quick. Accur.«e<l that ever I was saved or 
born I 

How' fatal i.s my sad arrival here! i<» 

As if the stars and Providence spake to me, 
;\nd said. ‘The <lrift of all unlawful cour.'^es 
(Whatever end they dare propose them- 
selves 

In frame of their licentious policies) 

In the firm onliT of just Di'stiny 
They are the ready highway.s to our ruins.’ 
I know not what to do; my wicki'd ho|)i’S 
Are, with this tempe.^t, torn up by the roots. 
0 which way .‘^hall I bend my desperate 
step.*. 

In which imsufTi'r.able shame and miser>- ko 
W ill not attend them? I will walk this 
bank, 

.And sec if I can meet the other relics 
Of our poor .‘^hipwrackt crew', or hear of 
them. 

The knight — alas! — was so far gone with 
wine. 

And til’ other three, that I refused their 
boat . 

And took the liapless woman in another. 
Who cannot but bi' sunk, whatever Fortune 
Hath WTOUght upon the otliers’ desperate 
lives. (Fj-Z/I 

’ Croup. 


Enter Petiionel, and Se.\gull, hareheaded 

Sir Pet. Zounds, Captain, I tell thee, we 
are cast up o’ the coast of France! i» 
‘Sfoot, I am not drunk still, I hope! Dost 
remember where we were last night? 

S<a. No, by my troth, knight, not I; but 
methink.s we have been a horrible while 
upon the wafer and in the water. 

Sir Pet. Ay me, we are undone for evcrl 
Hast anv money about thee? 

Sea. Not a penny, by heaven! 

Sir Pit. Not a penny betwixt us, and 
cast ashore in France! i» 

iSVn. Faith, I cannot tell that; my brains 
nor mine eyes are not mine own yet. 

Enter two Gentlemen 

Sir Pet. ’Sfoot, wilt not believe me? I 
know’t by th’ elevation of the pole, and 
by the altitude and alatitude of the climate. 
See, here comes a couple of French gentle- 
men ; I knew we were in France; <lost thou 
think our Knglislmien are so Frenchified 
that a man know.s not wliether he be in 
France or in England, when he sees ’hem? 
What shall we do? We must e'en to 'hem, 
and entreat some relief of ’hem. Life is 
.sweet, and we have no other means to re- 
lieve our lives now but their charities. 

Sin. Pray you. do you beg on ’hem then; 
you can speak French. 

Sir Pet. i\f onsieur, plaiJ:it-il d'avoir pitii 
ile no.'itre grande injortune. Jc suis un porre 
cheialier d’An/jleterre qui a soufjri l'in}or~ 
tune dc naufrage. no 

1 Cent. Vn porre chernlicr d'Angletcrrcf 

Sir Pet. Oui, wuuusfrj/r. il est trop rray; 

tnai.'i I'ous .9ruir.v bien nous sornmes tonics 
subject (j fortune. 

2 Gent. A poor knight of England? A 
poor knight of Windsor.' are you not? Why 
.«peak you this broken French, when y’are 
a whole Engli.<hman? Oi what coast are 
you, think you? 

Sir Pet. (An the coast of France, sir. 

1 Gent. On the coa.-^t of Dogs, sir; y’are 
i'th' Isle o’ Dogs.’ I tell you. I see y’ave 
been washe»l in the Thames here, and I 
bidieve ye were drowned in a tavern before, 
or else you would never have took boat in 

* pcn«iinR'r, 

• A swunipy islainl down the river. 
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such a dawning as tliis was. Farewell, fare- 
well; we will not know you for shaming of 
you. — I ken the man weel; he’s one of my 
thirty pound knights.' 

2 Gent. No. no, this is he that stole his sm 
knighthood o’ the grand day for four pound, 
giving to a page all the money in’s purse, I 
wot well. Exeunt [Gentlemen] 

Sea. Death, Colonel, I knew you were 
overshot ! “ 

Sir Pet. Sure I think now, indeed. Cap- 
tain Seagull, we were something overshot. 

Enter Quicksilver 

What, my sweet Frank Quicksilverl Dost 
thou survive to rejoice me? But what! No- 
body at thy heels, Frank? Ay me, what is =»o 
become of poor Mistress Security? 

Qtdck. Faith, gone quite from her name, 
as she is from her fame, I think; I left her 
to the mercy of the water. 

Sea. Let her go, let her go I Let us go to 
our ship at Blackwall, and shift us. 

Sir Pet. Nay, by my troth, let our clothes 
rot upon us, and let us rot in them ; twenty 
to one our ship is attached by this time! 
If we set her not under sail this last tide, 

I never looked for any other. Woe, w’oe is 
me, what shall become of us? The last 
money we could make, the greedy Thames 
has devoured; and if our ship be attached, 
there is no hope can relieve us. 

Quick. ’Sfoot, knight, what an unknightly 
faintness transports thee! Let our ship sink, 
and all the world that’s without us be taken 
from us, I hope I have some tricks in this 
brain of mine shall not let us perish, ^ 

Sea. Well said, Frank, i'faith! 0 my 
nimble-spirited Quicksilver! ’Fore God, 
would thou hadst been our colonel! 

Sir Pet. I like his spirit rarely; but I see 
no moans he has to support that spint. 

Quick. Goto, knight! I have more means 
than thou art aware of. I have not li\od 
amongst goldsmiths and goldmakers all this 
while, but I have learned something worthy 
of my time with ’hem. And not to let 
thee stink where thou stand’st, knight, III 
let thee know some of my skill presently. 

' .\ take off of the king’s burr and his indiscnm- 
inale dubbing of knights. 

- Drunk, 


Sea. Do, good Frank, I beseech thee! 

Quick. I will blanch copper' so cunningly 
that it shall endure all proofs but the test: 
it shall endure mallcation,' it shall have 
the ponderosity of Luna,® and the tenacity 
of Luna, by no means friable. 

Sir Pet. ’Slight, where leam’st thou these 
terms, trow? sao 

Quick. Tush, knight, the terms of this 
art every ignorant quack-salver is perfect 
in! But ril toll you how yourself shall 
blanch copper thus cunningly. Take ar- 
senic, otherwise called realga (which, indeed, 
is plain ratsbane); sublime ’hem three or 
four times, then take the sublimate of this 
rcalga, and put ’hem into a glass, into 
chymia, and let 'hem have a convenient 
decoction natural, four-and-twenty hours, zw 
and he will become perfectly fixed; then 
take this fixed powder, and project him upon 
well-purged copper, et habebis magisterium.* 

A7nbo. Excellent Frank, let us hug thee! 

Quick. Nay, this I will do besides: I’ll 
take you off twelvepence from eveiy angel,® 
with a kind of aqua-fortis, and never deface 
an}' part of the image. 

Sir Pet. But then it will want w'eight? 

Quick. You shall restore that thus: 
take your sal achyrae prepared and your 
distilled urine, and let your angels lie in it 
but four-and-twenty hours, and they shall 
have their perfect weight again. Come on, 
now; I hope this is enough to put some 
spirit into the livers of you; I’ll infuse more 
another time. We have saluted the proud 
air long enough with our bare sconces.® 
Now will I have you to a wench’s house 
of mine at London, there make shift to aio 
shift us. and after, take such fortunes as the 
stars shall assign us. 

Ambo. Notable Frank, we will ever adore 
thee ! Exeunt 

Enter Drawer, with Winifred new-attired 

n’m. Now, sweet friend, you have 
brought me near enough your tavern, which 
I desired I might with some color be seen 
near, inquiring for my husband, who, I must 

* Turn to silver. 

3 Hammering* 

* Silver. 

* The philosopher’s stone. We are surely here in 
the hands of tlic author of The AUhemUt. 

® The gold coin, 

^ Heads. 
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tell you, stale thither the last night with 
my wet gown we have left at your ai-o 
friend’s — which, to continue your former 
honest kimlness, let me pray you to keep 
close from the knowledge of any; and so, 
with all vow of your requital, let me now 
entreat you to leave me to my woman’s 
wit and fortune. 

Draw. All shall be done you desire; and 
so all the fortune you can wish for attend 
you. Exit Drawer 

Enter Security 

Sec. I will once more to this unhappy »» 
tavern before I shift one rag of me more; 
that I may there know what is left behind, 
and what news of their passengers. I have 
bought me a hat and band with the little 
money I had about me, and made the 
streets a little leave staring at my night- 
cap. 

Win. 0 my dear husband I Where have 
you been to-night? All night abroad at 
tav’emsl Rob me of my garments, and 
fare as one run away from me I Alas, is this 
seemly for a man of your credit, of your 
age, and affection to your wife? 

See. What should I say? How miracu- 
lously sorts this! Was not I at home, and 
called thee last night? 

Win. Yes, sir, the harmless sleep you 
broke; and my answer to you wouUl have 
witnessed it, if you had had the patience 
to have stayed and answered me: but xa 
your so sudden retreat made me imagine 
you were gone to Master Bramble’s, and so 
rested patient and hopeful of your coming 
again, till this your unbelieve<D ab.'^ence 
brought me abroad with no less than won- 
der, to seek you where the false knight 
had carried you. 

Sec. Villain and monster that I was, how 
have I abu.sed theel I was suddenly gone 
indeed; for my sudden jealousy trans- a«o 
ferred me. I will say no more but this: dear 
wife, I suspected thee. 

Win. Did you suspect me? 

See. Talk not of it, I beseech thee; I am 
ashamed to imagine it. I will home, I will 
home; and every morning on my knees ask 
thee heartily forgiveness. Exeunt 

[Slit.] Now will I descend my honorable 
prospect, the farthest seeing sea-mark of the 

* Uiilx'licvjiblc. 


world; no marvel, then, if I could see 
two miles abput me. I hope the red tem- 
pest’s anger be now over-blowm, which sure, 

I think, heaven sent as a punishment for 
profaning holy Saint Luke’s memory with 
so ridiculous a custom.' Thou dishonest 
satire, farewell to honest married men; fare- 
well to all sorts and degrees of theel Fare- 
well, thou horn of hunger, that call’st th’ 
Inns o’ Court to their manger! Farewell, 
thou horn of abundance, that adomest w 
the headsmen of the commonwealth! Fare- 
well, thou horn of direction, that is the city 
lanthom! Farewell, thou horn of pleasure, 
the ensign of the huntsman; Farewell, thou 
horn of destiny, th’ ensign of the married 
man! Farewell, thou horn tree, that bearest 
nothing but stone-fruit 1 Exit 

[SCENA SECUNDA] 

[A Room in Touchstone’s //ousel 
Enter Touchstone 

Touch. Ha, sirrah! Thinks my knight ad- 
venturer wc can * no point of our compass? 
Do we not know north-north-east, north- 
east-and-by-cast, east-and-by-north, nor 
plain eastward? Hal Have wc never heard 
of Virginia? Nor the Cavallaria? * Nor the 
Colonoria?* Can wc discover no discov- 
eries? Well, mine errant Sir Flash, and my 
runagate Quicksilver, you may drink dnmk, 
crack cans, hurl away a brown dozen of » 
Monmouth caps^ or so. in sea ceremony to 
yotir bon voyage; but for reaching any 
coast, save the coast of Kent or Essex, with 
this tide, or with this fleet. I’ll be your 
warrant for a Gmvesend^ toast. There’s 
that gone afore will stay your admiral and 
vice-a<lmiral and rear-admiral, were they all 
(as they arc) but one pinnace and under 
sail, as well as a remora,® doubt it not, and 
from this sconce, without either powder ■> 
or shot. Work upon that now! Nay, and 
you’ll show tricks, we’ll vie with you a 
little. My daughter, his lady, was sent 
eastward by laiul, to a castle of his i’ the 

’ Tho Frtir of St. Luke at Charlton, near Green- 
wich in wiiich the horn chiefly featured. 

* Know. 

* I.a\v tenns relating to the tenure of colonists. 

* Sailors’ raps. 

* .\ last toast with n play on the word. 

* Hartmclo, supj>osed to delay sliips. 
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air (in what region I know not) and, as I 
hear, was glad to take up her lodging in her 
coach, she and her two waiting-women, her 
maid and her mother, like three snails in a 
shell, and the coachman a-top on ’hem, I 
think. Since they have all found the wa}' 30 
back again by Weeping Cross; * but I’ll not 
see ’horn. And for two on ’hem, madam 
and her malkin. they are like to bite o’ the 
bridle for William,’ as the poor horses have 
done all this while that hurried ’hem, or else 
go graze o’ the common. So should my 
Dame Touchstone, too; but she has been 
my cross these thirty years, and I’ll now 
keep her to fright away sprites, i’faith. I 
wonder I hear no news of my son Gold- « 
ing. He was sent for to the Guildhall this 
morning betimes, and I marvel at the 
matter; if I had not laid up comfort and 
hope in him, I should grow desperate of 
all. See, he is come i' my thought! How 
now, son? What news at the Court of 
Aldermen? 

Enter Golding 


Gold. Troth, sir, an accident somewhat 
strange, else it hath little in it worth the 

reporting. “ 

Touch. What? It is not borrowing of 

money, then? 

Gold. No, sir; it hath pleased the wor- 
shipful commoners of the city to take me 
one i’ their number at presentation of the 
inquest’ — 

Touch. Ha! 

Gold. And the alderman of the ward 
wherein I dwell to appoint me his 
deputy — 


Touch. How? 

Gold. In which place I have had an oath 
ministered me, since I went. 

Touch. Now, my dear and happy son, 
let me kiss thy new worship, and a little 
boast mine own happiness in thee. What 
a fortune was it (or rather my judgment, 
indeed) for me, first, to see that in his dis- 
position which a whole city so conspires to 
second! Ta’en into the liveiy of his 'o 
company^ the first day of his freedom! 
Now (not a week married) chosen com- 

» The place of repentance, though several localities 

were so-called. 

- Get little feeding for me. 

® Equal to our report of the committee. 

^ Made a freeman. 


moner and alderman’s deputy in a day! 
Note but the reward of a thrifty course. 
The wonder of his time! Well, I will honor 
Master Alderman for this act (as becomes 
me) and shall think the better of the Com- 
mon Council’s wisdom and worship while I 
live, for thus meeting, or but coming after 
me, in the opinion of his desert. For- so 
ward, my sufficient son, and as this is the 
first, so esteem it the least step to that high 
and prime honor that expects thee. 

Gold. Sir, as I was not ambitious of this, 
so I covet no higher place; it hath dignity 
enough, if it will but save me from con- 
tempt; and I had rather iny bearing in this 
or any other office should add worth to it, 
than the place give the least opinion to me. 

Touch. Excellently spoken! This w 
modest answer of thine blushes, as if it 
said, I will wear scarlet’ shortly. Worship- 
ful son! I cannot contain myself, I must 
tell thee; I hope to see thee one 0' the 
monuments of our city, and reckoned among 
her worthies to be remembered the same 
day with the Lady Ramsey * and grave 
Gresham,’ when the famous fable of Whit- 
tington and his puss shall be forgotten, and 
thou and thy acts become the posies* 100 
for hospitals; when thy name shall be 
written upon conduits, and thy deeds played 
i’ thy lifetime by the best companies of 
actors, and be called their get-penny.® This 
I divine; this I prophesy. 

Gold. Sir, engage not your expectation 
farther than my abilities will answer; I, 
tjiat know mine own strengths, fear ’hem; 
and there is so seldom a loss in promising 
the least, that commonly it brings with it no 
a welcome deceit. I have other news for 
you, sir. 

Touch. None more welcome, I am sure! 

Gold. They have their degree of welcome, 
I dare affirm. The Colonel and all his com- 
pany, this morning putting forth drunk from 
Billingsgate, had like to have been cast 
away o’ this side Greenwich; and (as I 
have intelligence by a false brother) are 
come dropping to town like so many i» 

3 Become an alderman. 

3 Beiiefactrice of Christ’s Hospital. 

* Founder of the Royal Exchange. 

* Inscriptions. 

“ All of these personages actually appeared in 
plays. 
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rnastcricss men. i' fhcir doublets and hose, 
wiftiont hat, or cloak, or any other — 

Touch. Aiiiiracle! Tlie justice of licaven I 
Where are they? Let’s go pre.'^ently and lay 
for ’hern.' 

Gold. I have done tliat already, sir, both 
by consfa[)lcs and other oHicers, wiio sliall 
fake ’hem at tiu'ir ohl Anchor, and witli less 
tumult or .'suspicion tlian if yourself wi-re 
seen in’t. under color of a great press’ 
that is now abroad, and they shall here 
be brought afore me. 

Touch. Prud(“nt and politic son! Dis- 
grace 'hem all that ever thou caiist ; their 
.'•flip I have already arrested. How to my 
wish it falls out, that thou hast the j)laco 
of a justicer upon them! I am partly glad 
of the injuiy done to me. that thou inay.'t 
punish it. Bo severe i’ thy place, like a 
new onTjccr o’ the first c|uarter, unre- no 
fleeted. A'ou hoar how our lady is come l)aek 
with her train from the invisible castle? 
Gold. No; where is she? 

Touch. Within; but I ha’ not seen lier 
yet, nor her mother, who now begin.s to 
wi.sh her daughter undubbed, they say. and 
that she had walked a foot-pace with her 
sister. Here they come; stand back. 

[Enter] Mistrk.ss Toitiistone, Geiitiiude, 

Mildked, Si .n defy 

God save your ladyship, save your good 
ladyship I ^ our ladyship is welcome iw 
from your enchanted castle, so are your 
beauteous retinue. I hear your knight er- 
rant is travt'lled on strange adventure’s. 
Surely, in iny mind, your ladyship hath 
fished fair and caught a frog, as the saying 

13 . 

Mist. Touch. Speak to your father, 
madam, and kneel down. 

Gcr. Kneel? I hope I am not brought so 
low yet; though my knight be run away. i«o 
and has .sold my land, 1 am a l.ady .still. 

Touch. Your ladyship .say.s true, madam; 
and it IS fitter and a greater decorum, that 
I should ciirt.sey to you that are a kniglit’s 
wife, and a lady, than you be brought o’ 
your knee.s to me, who am a poor cuHion ’ 
and your father. 

* t.ic ill w.Tit for tliom, 

* l.i'vy of troops. 

* Base fellow. 


Gcr. Lol My father knows his duty. 

Mist. Touch. O child! 

Touch. And tliereforc I do desire your itd 
ladyship, my good Laily Flash, in all humil- 
ity, to depart, my obseure cottage, and re- 
turn in quest of your bright and most 
tr.insparent castle, however pre.scntly con- 
cealed to mortal eyes. .\nil as for one poor 
woman of your train here. I will take that 
order, she shall no longer be a charge unto 
you, nor help to spend your ladyship; she 
shall slay at home with me, and not go 
abroad, not put you to the pawning of i» 
an o<id coach-horse or three wheels, but take 
part with the Touchstone. If we luck, we 
will not complain to your huly.sliip. And so, 
good mailam, with your dainosel here, 
please you to li t us sec your straight bucks 
in (’(luipage;’ for truly liere is no roost 
for such chickens ns you are, or birds o’ 
your feather, if it like your ladyship. 

Gcr. Marry, fist o’ your kindness I I 
thought as much. Come away. Sin., we iw 
shall as soon get a fbreath] from a dead 
Ilian, as a farthing of courtesy here. 

Mil. O good sister! 

Gcr. Sister, sir reverence! Come away, I 
say. hunger drops out at his nose. 

Gold. O madam, fair words never hurt 
the tongue. 

Gcr. How say yon by that? You come 
out with your gold ends now! 

Must. Touch. Stay, lady-daughter! wo 
Good husliniid! 

Touch. Wife, no man loves his fetters, 
bo they made of gold. I list not ha’ my 
head fasti’iied uniler my child’s girdle; ns 
she has brewed, so let her ilrink, o’ God’s 
name! She went witless to wedding, now 
slie may go wisely a-begging. It’s but 
honeymoon yet witli her ladyship; she has 
coaeli-horses, apparel, jewels, yet left; she 
needs care for no friends, nor take knowl- »io 
edge of fatlier, mother, brotlier, sister, or 
anybody. lien those are pawned or spent, 
perliaps we shall return into tlie list of her 
acquaintance. 

Otr. I scorn it, i'faitli! Come. Sin. 

Mist. Touch. O madam, why do you pro- 
voke your father thus? 

E.rit Gehtiu'DE [with Sindefy] 

Touch. Nay, nay; e’en let pride go afore, 
shame will follow alter, I warrant you. 

'In iiKircluM); i»riler. 
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Come, why dost thou weep now? Thou 
art not the first good cow hast had an ill 
calf, I trust. [Exit Mistress Touchstone] 
What’s the news with that fellow? 

Enter Constable 

Gold. Sir, the knight and your man 
Quicksilver are without; will you ha’ ’em 
brought in? 

Touch. 0 by any means! ‘ [Exit Con- 
stable] And, son, here’s a chair; appear 
terrible unto 'hem on the first interview. 
Let them behold the melancholy of a 130 
magistrate, and taste the fury of a citizen 
in office. 

Gold. Why, sir, I can do nothing to ’hem, 
except you charge them with somewhat. 

Touch. 1 will charge ’hem and recharge 
’hem, rather than authority should want foil 
to set it off. [Offers Golding a chair] 

Gold. No, good sir, I will not. 

Touch. Son, it is your place; by any 
means — 

Gold. Believe it, I will not, sir. 

Enter Knight Petronel, Quicksilver, 

Constable, Officers 

Sir Pet. How misfortune pursues us still 
in our misery 1 

Quick. Would it had been my fortune to 
have been trussed up at Wapping,* rather 
than ever ha’ come here! 

Sir Pet. Or mine to have famished in the 
island! “ 

Quick. Must Golding sit upon us? 

Con. You might carry an M. under sm 
your girdle to Master Deputy’s worship. 

Gold. What are those. Master Constable? 

Con. An't please your worship, a couple 
of masterless men I pressed for the Low 
Countries, sir. 

Gold. Why do you not carry ’hem to 
Bridewell, according to your order, they 
may be shipped away? 

Con. An’t please your worship, one of 
’hem says he is a knight; and we thought ^ 
good to shew him to your worship, for our 
discharge. 

Gold. Which is he? 

Con. This, sir! 

* Assuredly. 

‘ Hanged like a pirate. 

* Isle of Dogs. 


Gold. And what’s the other? 

Con. A knight’s fellow, sir, an’t please 
3 'ou. 

Gold. What ! A knight and his fellow 
thus accoutred? Where are their hats and 
feathers, their rapiers and their cloaks? 270 

Quick. 0 they mock us! 

Con. Nay, truly, sir, they had cast both 
their feathers and hats too, before we see 
’hem. Here’s all their furnilurc, an’t please 
you, that we found. They say knights are 
now to be known without feathers, like 
cockerels* by their si)urs. sir. 

Gold. What are their names, say they? 

Touch, [aside] Very well this! He .should 
not take knowledge of ’hem in his place, ao 
indeed. 

Con. This is Sir Petronel Flash. 

Touch. How! 

Con. And this, Francis Quicksilver. 

Touch. Is’t possible? I thought your 
worship had been gone for Virginia, sir; 
j'ou are welcome home, sir. Your worship 
has made a quick return, it seems, and no 
doubt a good voyage. NaJ^ pray you be 
covered, sir. How did your biscuit hold nw 
out, sir? Methought I had seen tliis gen- 
tleman afore. Good Master Quicksilver, 
how a degree to the southward has changed 
3 'oul 

Gold. Do you know ’hem, father? — For- 
bear your offers a little, you shall be heard 
anon. 

Touch. Yes, Master Deputy; I had a 
small venture with them in the voyage — 
a thing called a son-in-law, or so. Of- »oo 
ficers, you may let ’em stand alone, they 
will not run away; I’ll give my word for 
them. A couple of very honest gentlemen. 
One of ’hem was my prentice, Master 
Quicksilver here; and when he had two year 
to serve, kept his whore and his hunting 
nag, would play his hundred pound at 
gresco, or primero,* as familiarly (and all 
o' my purse) as any bright piece of crimson 
on ’hem all; had his changeable trunks sio 
of apparel standing at livery, with his mare, 
his chest of perfumed linen, and his bathing- 
tubs, which when I told him of, why he — 
he was a gentleman, and I a poor Cheap- 
side groom I The remedy was, we must part. 
Since when, he hath had the gift of gath- 

' Young cocks. 

* Fab.iionable gambling games. 
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cring up some small parcels of mine, to the 
value of five hundred pound, dispersed 
among my customers, to fiirnish tins 
his Virginian venture; wherein this 3» 
knight was the chief, Sir Flash — one that 
married a daughter of mine, ladyfied her. 
turned two thousand poun<ls’ worth of good 
land of hers into caslj within the first week, 
bought her a new gown and a coach, sent 
her to seek her fortune by land, wliilst he 
himself prepared for his fortune by sea; 
took in fresh flesh at Billingsgate, for his 
own diet, to serve him the whole voyage — 
the wife of a certain usurer called Secur- aw 
ity, who hath been the broker for 'hem in 
all this business. Please, Master Deputy, 
work upon that now! 

Gold. If my worshipful father have 
ended. 

Touch. I have, it shall please Master 
Deputy. 

Gold. Well then, under correction 

Touch, [aside to GoldingI Now, son, 
come over ’hern with some fine gird, as sio 
thus, ‘Knight, you shall be encountered, that 
is, had to the Counter,’ or, 'Quicksilver, I 
will put you into a crucible,’ or so. 

Gold. Sir Petroncl Flash, I am sorry to 
see such flashes as these proceed from a 
gentleman of your quality and rank; for 
mine own part, I could wish I cotjid say I 
could not see them ; but such is the mi.sery 
of magistrates nn<l men in place, that they 
must not wink at offenders. Take him »» 
aside — I will hear you anon, sir. 

Touch. I like this well, yet; there’s some 
grace i’ the knight left — he cries. 

Gold. Francis Quick.^ilvcr, would God 
thou hadst turned qnack-'^alver, rather than 
run into these dissolute and lewd courses! 
It is great pity; thou art a proper* young 
man, of an honest and clean face, somewhat 
near a good one; Go<l hath done his part 
in thee; but thou hast made too much 3«> 
and been too proud of that face, with the 
rest of thy body; for maintenance of which 
in neat and garish attire (only to be looked 
upon by some light housewives) tliou hast 
prodigally consumed much of thy mjister's 
estate; and being by him gently admonished 
at several times, hast returned thy.self 
haughty and rebelliotis in thine answers, 
thund’ring out uncivil comparisons, requit- 

• Gdoil-looking. 


ing all this kindness with a coarse and 
harsh behavior, never returning thanks for 
any one benefit, but receiving all as if they 
had been debts to thee and no courtesies. 

I must tell thee. Francis, these are manifest 
signs of an ill-nature; and God doth often 
punish such pride and outrccuidance * with 
scorn and infamv, which i.s the worst of 
misfortune. My woi'shipful father, what do 
you please to charge tiiem withal? From 
the press I will free 'hem. Master Con- mo 
stable. 

Con. Then I’ll leave your worship, sir. 

Gold. No, you may stay; there will be 
other matters against ’hem. 

Touch. Sir, I do charge this gallant. Mas- 
ter Quicksilver, on suspicion of felony; and 
the knight as being accessorj' in the receipt 
of my goods. 

Quick. O God, sirl 

Touch. Hold thy peace, impudent var- »» 
let, hold thy peace! With what forehead 
or face dost thou ofTcr to chop logic with 
me, h.aving run such a race of riot as thou 
hast done? Does not the sight of this 
worshipful man’s fortune and temper con- 
found thee, that was thy younger fellow in 
hou.'^ehold, and now come to have the place 
of a judge upon thee? Dost not observe 
this? Which of all thy gallants and game- 
sters, thy swearers and thy swaggerers, 
will come now to moan thy misfort\mc. or 
pity thy penury? They'll look out at a 
window, as thou rid’st in triumph to 
Tyburn, and cr>’, ‘Yomlcr goes honest 
Frank, mad Quicksilver!’ 'He was a free 
boon companion, when he had money,’ says 
one; ‘Hang him, fool!’ says another, ‘he 
could not keep it when he had it I’ 'A pox 
o’ the cullion, his master,’ says a third, ‘he 
has brought him to this’; when their pox *«o 
of pleasure and their piles of perdition 
would have been better bestowed upon 
thee, that hast ventured for ’hem with the 
best, and by the clue of thy knavery 
brought thyself weeping to the cart of 
calamity. 

Quick. Worshiped master I 

Touch. OITer not to speak, crocodile; I 
will not hear a sound come from thee. 
Thou hast learnt to whine at the play 
yonder. Master Deputy, pray you commit 

• .Vrrogaiice. 
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’hem both to safe custody, till I be able 
farther to charge ’hem. 

Quick. 0 me, what an unfortunate thing 
am II 

Sir Pet. Will you not take security, sir? 

Touch. Yes, marr>', will I, Sir Flash, if 
I can find him, and charge him as deep as 
the best on you. He has been the plotter 
of all this; he is your enginer,' I hear. 430 
Master Deputy, you’ll dispose of these. In 
the meantime, I’ll to my Lord Mayor, 
and get his warrant to seize that serpent 
Security into my hands, and seal up both 
house and goods to the King’s use or my 
satisfaction. 

Gold. Officers, take ’hem to the Counter. 


0 Godl 


Quick. 'I 
Sir Pei j 
Touch. Nay, on, onl You see the issue 
of your sloth. Of sloth cometh pleasure, 
of pleasure cometh riot, of riot comes whor- 
ing, of whoring comes spending, of spending 
comes want, of want comes theft, of theft 
comes hanging; and there is my Quicksilver 
fixed. Exeunt 


ACTUS QUINTUS. SCENA PRIMA 

[Gertrude’s Lodging] 

Gertrude [and] Sindefy 

Ger. Ah, Sin., hast thou ever read i’ the 
chronicle of any lady and her waiting- 
woman driven to that extremity that we 
are, Sin.? 

5 m. Not I, truly, madam; and if I had, 
it were but cold comfort should come out 
of books now. 

Ger. Why, good faith, Sin., I could dine 
with a lamentable story now. 0 hon£, 
hone, 0 no nera, etc.P Canst thou tell 
ne’er a one. Sin.? 

Sin. None but mine own, madam, w'hich 
is lamentable enough : first to be stolen 
from my friends, w’hich were worshipful and 
of good accompt, by a prentice in the habit 
nnd disguise of a gentleman, and here 
brought up to London and promised mar- 
riage, and now likely to be forsaken, for 
he is in possibility to be hanged 1 

' Schemer, 

*The refraio of an Irish lament. 


Ger. Nay, weep not, good Sin.; my » 
Petronel is in as good possibility as he. 
Thy miseries are nothing to mine, Sin.: I 
was more than promised marriage, Sin.; I 
had it, Sin., and was made a lady, and by 
a knight, Sin.; which is now as good as 
no knight, Sin. And I was born in Lon- 
don, which is more than brought up. Sin.; 
and already forsaken, which is past likeli- 
hood, Sin.; and instead of land i' the coun- 
try, all my knight’s living lies i’ the *0 
Counter,* Sin.; there’s his castle nowl 

Sin. Which he cannot be forced out of, 
madam. 

Ger. Yes. if he would liv'e hungry a week 
or two. ‘Hunger’, they say, 'breaks stone 
walls.’ But he is e’en well enough served. 
Sin., that so soon as ever he had got my 
hand to the sale of my inheritance, run away 
from me, an * I had been his punk, God 
bless us! Would the Knight o’ the Sun, 40 
or Palmerin of England, have used their 
ladies so, Sin.? Or Sir Lancelot, or Sir 
Tristram? 

Sin. I do not know, madam. 

Ger. Then thou know’st nothing, Sin. 
Thou art a fool, Sin. The knighthood now- 
adays are nothing like the knighthood of 
old time. The rid a-horseback; ours go 
a-foot. They were attended by their 
squires; ours by their lackeys. They » 
went buckled in their armor; ours muffled 
in their cloaks. They travelled wildernesses 
and deserts; ours dare scarce walk the 
streets. They were still prest® to engage 
their honor; ours still ready to pawn their 
clothes. They would gallop on at sight of 
a monster; ours run away at sight of a ser- 
geant. They would help poor ladies; ours 
make poor ladies. 

Sin. Ay, madam, they were knights of eo 
the Round Table at Winchester, that sought 
adventures; but these of the Square Table 
at ordinaries,'* that sit at hazard.® 

Ger. True, Sin., let him vanish. And tell 
me, what shall we pawn next? 

Sin. Ay, marry, madam, a timely consid- 
eration; for our hostess (profane woman!) 
has sworn by bread and salt,® she will not 
trust us another meal. 

* Prison. * Eating houses. 

* As if. * Dice. 

* Ever ready. ^ A common oath. 
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Gcr. T>< t it stink in li- r hnnd then. I’ll ■?.> 

not bo b( holdin^t to her. Pot me see, my 

jouols bo frono. nn<l tny sjoun.-^. and iny 

rod velvet petticoat tliat I was marned in. 

and in\' woddin<r silk .'^tockinjis, and all tliy 

best apparel, poor Sin. I Good faith, rather 

than tlion shoiildst pawn a rac more. I’d lay 

my lady.''hip in lavender’ — if I knew where. 

Sin. Alas, madam, yonr ladyshiji? 

Gcr. Ay, why? You tlo not scorn my 

laely.diip, thoiinh it is in a waistcoat? 

God’s my life, you are a peat ’ indeed! Do 

I offer to morttrnjze my lady.'^hi{) for you anel 

for your avail, and do you turn the lip and 

the ala.s to my lady.'liip? 

Sm. No. madam; but I make question 

who will lend anythint; upon it? 

Ctr. Who? Marry, enow, I warrant you. 

if vou’il seek ’hem out. I’m sure I remem- 
% 

her the time when I would ha’ given one 
thoii.'and pounds (if I liad liad it) to w 
have been a lady; and I liope I was not bred 
and born with tliat appetite alone: some 
other gentle-born o’ the City have the same 
longing, I trust. And for my part. I would 
affonl ’hem a peni’rth; my ladyship is little 
the worse for (he wearing, and yet I would 
bate a good <leal of the sum, I would lend 
it (let me see) for forty pound in hand. 
Sin. — (hat would apparel us — and ten pound 
a year — that would keep me and you, i-' 
Sin. (with our needles) — and wc should 
never need to be beliolding to our scurvy 
parents. Good Lord, tliat there arc no 
fairies nowaday.^, Sin. I 
Sin. Wliy, madam? 

Gcr. To do miracles, and bring ladies 

money. Sure, if we lay in a cleanly house. 

(hey would haunt it, Sin. I'll try. I'll 

sweep the chamber soon ut night, and set 

a dish of water o’ the hearth. .\ fain* >io 

may come, and bring a pearl or a diamond. 

We do not know. Sin. Or. there mav lx* a 

% 

pot of gold hid o’ the backside,’ if we had 
tools to dig for’t? Why may not we two 
rise early i’ tlie morning, Sin., afore any- 
body is up, and find a jewel i’ the streets 
wortii a hundred pound? May not sonic 
great court-lndy, as she comes from revels 
at midnight, look out of her couch us ’tis 


running, and lose such a jewel, and we 
find It? Ila? 

Sni. They are pretty waking dreams, 
(he.<e. 

Cn r. Or may not some old usurer be 
drunk overnight, with a bag of money, and 
l(“ave it beliiml liiiii on a stall? For God’s 
i^ake. Sin., h‘l ’s rise to-morrow by break of 
day. and s«‘e. I protest, law, if I had as 
much money as an alderman, I would scat- 
ter some on't I'th’ streets for poor ladies i*> 
to find, when their knights were laid up. 
And, now I remember my son o’ the 
Gohlen Sliower, why may not I have such 
a fortune? I’ll sing it, and try what luck 
I shall have after it. 

Fond fohics tell of old 
Ilow Jure in Dayuic’a lap 
Fell in a nhoivcr of gold, 
liy xt'hich she caught a clap; 

O had it l)( i 7i niy hap iw 

Glow cre the blow doth threaten) 

So well 1 like the play, 

That I could wish all day 
And night to be so beaten. 

Enter Misthess Touciistoxb 

O here’s my motherl Good luck. I hope. 
Ha’ you brought any money, mother? Pray 
you, motlier, your blessing. Nay, sweet 
mother, do not weep. 

Mkl. Touch. God bless youl I would I 
were in my gravel 

Gcr. Nay, <lear mother, can you steal no 
more money from mj’ father? Dry your 
eyes, and comfort mo. Alas, it is my 
knight’s fault, and not mine, that I am in 
a waistcoat, and attired thus simply. 

Mist. Touch. Simply? ’Tis better than 
thou deserv’.st. Never whimper for the 
matter. Thou shouldst have looked before 
thou hadst leaped. Thou wort afire to be 
a lady, and now your ladyship and you 
may both blow at the coal,' for ought I 
know. Self do, self have. ‘The hasty »» 
person never wants woe.’ tliey say. 

G(r. Nay, then, mother, you should ha* 
looked to it, .\ body would think you 
were the older; I did but my kind,* I, He 
was a knight, and I was fit to be a lady. 

* /.<•., to kct'p wrtnn. 

* Acli'J but aci'uniiiig to u\y nature. 


* Pawn my rank. 

• Spoiled ^irl. 

•" k of Uic luiuso. 
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'Tis not lack of liking, but lack of living, 
that severs us. And you talk like yourself 
and a cittiner' in this, i’faith. You show ko 
what husband you corae on, I wis. You 
smell the Touchstone — he that will do 
more for his daughter that he has married 
a scurvy gold-end man * and his prentice, 
than he will for his tother daughter, that 
has wedded a knight and his customer. By 
this light, I think he is not my legitimate 
father. 

Sin. 0 good madam, do not take up your 
mother so! 

Mist. Touch. Nay, nay, let her e’en alone! 
Let her ladyship grieve me still, with her 
bitter taunts and terms. I have not dole® 
enough to see her in this miserable case, I, 
without her velvet gowns, without ribands, 
without jewels, without French wires,’ or 
cheat-bread,® or quails, or a little dog, or a 
gentleman-usher, or anything, indeed, that’s 

fit for a lady 

Sin. [aside] Except her tongue. 

Mist. Touch. And I not able to relieve 
her, neither being kept so short by my hus- 
band. Well, God knows my heart. I did 
little think that ever she should have had 
need of her sister Golding. 

Ger. Why, mother, I ha’ not yet. Alas, 
good mother, be not intoxicate for me! I 
am well enough; I would not change hus- 
bands with my sister, I. The leg of a lark 
is better than the body of a kite.® 

Mist. Touch. I know that, but — 

Ger. What, sweet mother, what? 

Mist. Touch. It’s but ill food when noth- 
ing’s left but the claw. 

Ger. That’s true, mother. Ay me! 

Mist. Touch. Nay, sweet lady-bird, sigh 
not. Child, madam, why do you weep thus? 
Be of good cheer; I shall die, if you cry 
and mar your complexion thus. 

Ger. Alas, mother, what should I do? 210 
Mist. Touch. Go to thy sister’s, child; 
she’ll be proud thy ladyship will come 
under her roof. She’ll win thy father to 
release thy knight, and redeem thy gowns 
and thy coach and thy horses, and set thee 
up again. 

Ger. But will she get him to set my 
knight up too? 

* Citizen. * To support the ruff. 

* Seller o( scraps of gold* ® Fine white bread. 

^ Sorrow. * A fatniliar proverb. 


Mist. Touch. That she will, or anything 
else thou’lt ask her. 21:0 

Ger. I will begin to love her if I thought 
she would do this. 

Mist. Touch. Try her, good chuck, I 
warrant thee. 

Ger. Dost thou think she’ll do’t? 

Sin. Ay, madam, and be glad you will 
receive it. 

Mist. Touch. That’s a good maiden; she 
tells you true. Come, I’ll take order for 
your debts i’ the ale-house. kw 

Ger. Go, Sin., and pray for thy Frank, 
as I will for my Pet. 

[Exeunt] 

ISCENA SECUNDA] 
[Goldsmith's Row] 

Enter Touchstone, Golding, Wolf 

Touch. I will receive no lettei's, Master 
Wolf; you shall pardon mo. 

Gold. Good father, let me entreat you. 

Touch. Son Golding, I will not be 
tempted; I find mine own easy nature, and 
I know not what a well-penned subtle letter 
may work upon it ; there may be tricks, 
packing,® do you see? Return with your 
packet, sir. 

Wolj. Believe it, sir, you need fear no 10 
packing here; these are but letters of sub- 
mission all. 

Touch. Sir, I do look for no submission. 
I will bear myself in this like blind Justice. 
Work upon that now! When the Sessions 
come, they shall hear from me. 

Gold. From whom come your letters. 
Master Wolf? 

Wolf. An't please you, sir, one from 
Sir Petronel, another from Francis Quick- 20 
silver, and a third from old Security, who is 
almost mad in prison. There are two to 
your worship, one from Master Francis, sir, 
another from the knight. 

Touch. I do wonder, Master Wolf, why 
you should travail thus in a business so 
contrary to kind or the nature o’ your place, 
that you. being the keeper of a prison, 
should labor the release of your prisoners! 
Whereas, methinks, it were far more nat- 30 
ural and kindly in you to be ranging about 
for more, and not let these scape you have 

^ Collusion. 
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already under the tooth. But they say you 
wolves, when you ha’ sucked the blood once, 
that they are dry, you ha’ done. 

B’o//. Sir, your worsliip may descant as 
you please o’ my name; but I protest I 
was never so mortified* with any men’s 
discourse or behavior in prison; yet I have 
had of all sorts of men i’ tlie kingdom w 
under my key.'?, and almost of all religions 
i' the land, as Papi.^^t, Protestant. Puritan, 
Brownist, Anabaptist, Millenarj’, Family-o’- 
Love, Jew, Turk, Infidel, Atheist, Good- 
Fellow, etc. 

Gold. And which of all these, thinks 
Master Wolf, was the best religion? 

Wolj. Troth, Master Deputy, they that 
pay fees best ; we never examine their con- 
sciences fardcr. » 

Gold. I believe you. Master Wolf. Good 
faith, sir, here's a great deal of humility i’ 
these letters. 

Wolf. Humility, sir? Ay, were your wor- 
ship an eye-witness of it. you would say so. 
The knight will i’ the Knight’s Ward,* do 
what we can, sir; and Master Quicksilver 
would be i’ the Hole if wo would let him. 
I never know or saw prisoners more peni- 
tent, or more dev'out. They will sit you » 
up all night singing of psalms and edifying 
the whole prison; only Security sings a note 
too high sometimes, because he lies i’ the 
twopenny ward, far off, and cannot take 
his tune.* The neighbors cannot rest for 
him, but come every morning to ask what 
godly prisoners we have. 

Touch. Wliich on ’hem is’t is so devout — 
the knight or the tother? 

Wolf. Both, sir; but the young man to 
c.spccially. I never heard his like. He has 
cut hi.s hair too. He is so well given, and 
has .such good gifts. He can tell you almost 
all the stories of the Hook of Martyrs, and 
speak you all The Sick Man’s Salve* with- 
out book. 

Touch. Ay, if ho had had grace — he was 
brought up where it grew, I wis. On, Mas- 
ter Wolf I 

Wolf. And ho has converted one Fangs, » 
a sergeant, a fellow could neither write nor 
road, ho was called the Bandog o’ the 

Counter; and he has brought him already 

« 

‘ I’lTtiaps a Tiialapropism for cilified. 

•ltif< rior parts <]f tlic prison, 
ttip pitch. 

* A popular hook of devotion. 


to pare his nails and say his prayers; and 
’tis hoped he will sell his place shortly, and 
become an intelligence.* 

Touch. No more; I am coming already. 
If I should give any farder ear I were 
taken. Adieu, good Master Wolfl Son, I 
do feel mine own weaknesses; do not » 
importune me. Pity is a rheum,* that I am 
subject to; but I will resist it. Master 
Wolf, fish is cast away that is cast in dry 
pools. Tell hypocrisy it will not do; I have 
touched and tried too often; I am yet 
proof, and I will remain so; when the Ses- 
sions come they shall hear from me. In 
the meantime, to all suits, to all entreaties, 
to all letters, to all tricks. I will be deaf as 
an adder, and blind ns a beetle, lay mine i« 
car to the ground, and lock mine eyes i’ mj 
hand against all temptations. Exit 

Gold. You see. Master Wolf, how inexor- 
able he is. There is no hope to recover 
him. Pray you commend me to my brother 
knight, and to my fellow Francis; present 
’hem with this small token of my love 
[giiiny money]; tell 'hem, I wish I could 
do ’hem any worthier office; but in this, ’tis 
desperate; yet I will not fail to try the m 
uttermost of my power for ’hem. And, sir, 
as far as I have any credit with you, pray 
you let ’hem want nothing; though I am 
not ambitious they should know so much. 

Wolf. Sir, both your actions and words 
speak you to be a tnie gentleman. They 
shall know only what is fit, and no more. 

Exeunt 

[SCENA TERTIA] 

[The Couyitcr] 

Holdfast, Bramble; SECURm' [aporf] 

Hold. Who would you speak with, sir? 

Bram. I would speak with one Security, 
that is prisoner here. 

Hold. You are welcome, sir I Stay there, 
I’ll call him to you. Master Security 1 

Sec. Who calls? 

Hold. Here’s a gentleman would speak 
with you. 

Sec. What is he? Is’t one that grafts my 
forehead now T am in prison, and comes 
to see how the horns shoot up and prosper? 

^ Cold in the hcftd. 
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Hold. You must pardon him, sir; the old 
man is a little crazed with his imprison- 
ment. 

Sec. What say you to me. sir? Look you 
here, my learned counsel. Master Bramble! 
Cry you mercy, sir! When saw you my 
wife? 

Bram. She is now at my house, sir; and 
desired me that I would come to visit to 
you, and inquire of you your case, that 
we might work some means to get you forth. 

Sec. My case, Master Bramble, is stone 
walls and iron grates; you see it, this is 
the weakest part on ’t. And for getting 
me forth, no means but hang myself, and 
so to be carried forth, from which they 
have here bound me in intolerable bands. 

Bram. Why, but what is’t you are in for, 
sir? M 

Sec. For my sins, for my sins, sir, whereof 
marriage is the greatest! 0 had I never 
married, I had never known this purgatory, 
to which hell is a kind of cool bath in re- 
spect; my wife’s confederacy, sir, with old 
Touchstone, that she might keep her 
jubilee and the feast of her new moon. Do 
you understand me, sir? 

Enier Quicksilver 

Quick. Good sir, go in and talk with him. 
The light does him harm, and his ex- « 
ample will be hurtful to the weak prisoners. 
Fie, Father Security, that 5'ou’ll be still so 
profane! Will nothing humble you? 

[Exeunt Security, Br.\mble, 
Holdfast, and Quicksilver] 

Enter two Prisoners with a friend 

Friend. What’s he? 

1 Pm. 0 he is a rare young man! Do 
you not know him? 

Friend. Not I! I never saw him, I can 
remember. 

2 Pm. Why, it is he that was the gallant 
prentice of London — Master Touchstone’s w 
man. 

Friend. Who? Quicksilver? 

1 Pm. Ay, this is he. 

Friend. Is this he? They say he has been 
a gallant indeed. 

tl] Pm, 0 the royalest fellow that ever 


was bred up i' the City! He would play 
you his thousand pound a-night at dice; 
keep knights and lords company; go witii 
them to bawdy-houses; had his six men w 
in a liven'; kept a stable of hunting- 
horses, and his wench in her velvet gown 
and her cloth of silver. Here’s one knight 
with him here in prison. 

Friend. And how' miserably he is 
changed! 

1 Pm. 0 that’s voluntary' in him; he gave 

away all his rich clothes as soon as ever 
he came in here among the prisoners; and 
will eat o’ the basket,’ for humility, :o 

Frivnd. Wliy will he do so? 

[IJ Pm. Alas, he has no hope of life. He 
mortifies himself. He does but linger on till 
llie Sessions. 

2 Pris. 0 he has penned the best thing, 
that he calls his Repentance or his Last 
Farewell, that ever you heard. He is a 
pretty poet, and for prose — you would 
wonder how many prisoners he has helped 
out, with penning petitions for ’hem, and so 
not take a penny. Look! This is the 
knight, in the rug® gown. Stand by! 

Enter Sir Petronel, Bramble, Quicksilver 

Bram. So, for Security’s case, I have told 
him. Say he should be condemned to be 
carted or whipped for a bawd, or so, why, 
I’ll lay an e.xecution on him 0’ two hundred 
pound; let him acknowledge a judgment, 
he shall do it in half an hour; they shall 
not all fetch him out without paying the 
e.xecution, o’ my word. oo 

Sir Pet. But can we not be bailed. Master 
Bramble? 

Bram. Hardly; there are none of the 
judges in town, else you should remove 
yourself (in spite of him) with a habea.'i 
corpus. But if you have a friend to deliver 
your tale sensibly to some justice 0’ the 
town, that he may have feeling of it (do 
you see) you may be bailed; for as I under- 
stand the case, ’tis only done in ter- 100 
roreni; and you shall have an action of 
false imprisonment against him when you 
come out, and perhaps a thousand pound 
costs. 

* Of broken victuals collected for poorer prisoners. 

5 Drugget. 
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Enter Master Wolf 

Quick. How now. Master Wolf? Wliat 
news? What return? 

Wolf. Faith, bad all! Yonder will be no 
letters received. He says the Sessions shall 
determine it. Only Master Deputy Golding 
eonmierids him to you, and with this n<> 
token wishes ho could do you other pood. 

Giving money] 

Quick. I thank him. Good Master 
Bramble, trouble oui quiet no more; do 
not molest us in prison thus with your 
winding devices; pray you depart. For my 
part, I commit my cause to him that can 
succor n)e ; let God woi’k his will. Master 
Wolf, I pray you let this be distributed 
among the prisoners, and desire ’hem to 
pray for us. [Exit] 

Wolf. It shall bo lone, Master Francis. 

1 Priis. An excellent temper 1 

2 Prii. Now God send him good luck! 

EtcuuI ( Hramiu.b. two 
I’risoners anti FhiendI 

Sir Pci. Rut what said mv father-in law, 
Master Wolf? 

Enter Hoidfast 

Hold. Here’.s one would speak with you, 
sir. 

Wolf. I'll tell you anon. Sir IN'Ironel. 
Wlm is’t? 

Hold. A gentleman, sir. that will not m 
be seen. 

Enter GoLDlNU 

Wolf. Where is he? Master Deputy I 
Vour worship is welcome — 

Gold. Peace ! 

Wolf. Away, sirrah! 

[Eril II(»Li)FAST with Sir PetronelI 

Gold. Good faith. Master Wolf, the es- 
tate of these g('nt lemon, for whom you were 
so late and willing a suitor, doth much af- 
fect me; and becau.-<e I am de.sirous to do 
them some fair oflice, and fiml there is no 
no means to make mv father relent so likelv 
as to bring him to be a spectator of (heir 
miseries, I have ventured on a device, which 
is, to make myself your prisoner, entreating 
you will presently go report it to my father, 
and (ft'igning an action at suit of some third 
person) pray him by tUia token [giving « 


ring] that he will presently,' and with all 
secrecy, come hither for my bail; which 
train, if any, I know will bring him iso 
abroad; and then, having him here, I doubt 
not but we shall be all fort\mate in the 
«“\cnt. 

Wolf. Sir, I will put on my best speed 
to effect it. Please vou come in. 

Gold. Yes; and lot me rest concealed, I 
pray you. [Exit] 

Wolf. See here a benefit truly done, when 
it is done timely, freely, and to no ambi- 
tion. Exit 100 

fSCENA QUARTA] 

1.4 Room in Toi’ciistonk’s House] 

Enter TorensTONB. Wife, Daughters, 
SiNDEFY, Winifred 

Touch. I will .<ail by you and not hear 
you, like the wise Ulysses. 

MU. Dear father! 

Mist. Touch. Husband! 

Ger. Father! 

Il’m and Sin. Master Touchstone! 

Touch. Away, sirens, I will immure my- 
self against your cries, and lock myself up 
to lyjour lamentation.s. 

Mist. Touch. Gentle husband, hear « 
me! 

Ger. Father, it is I, father, my Lady 
Flash. My sister and I am friends. 

il/i7. Good father! 

He not hardened, good Master 
Touchstone! 

Sin. I pray you, sir, be merciful! 

Touch. I am deaf. 1 do not hear you; 

I have stoppetl mine eai's with shoemakers* 
wax, and drunk Lethe ami mandnigora* » 
to forget you. All you speak to me I com- 
mit to the air. 

Enter Wou 

Mil. How now, Master Wolf? 

Wolf. Where’s Master Touchstone? I 
must speak with him presently; I have lost 
my breath for haste. 

Mil. What’s the matter, sir? Pray all bo 
well ! 

Wolf. Master Deputy Golding is ar- 
rested upon an execution, and desires him *» 
presently to come to him, forthwith. 

‘ IiiinuMliatd.v. * .\ soRoriftc. 
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Mil. Ay me! Do 3 'ou hoar, fatlicr? 

Touch. Tricks, tricks, confederacy, tricks! 
I have ’hem in my nose — I scent ’hem! 

Wolj. Who’s that? Master Touchstone? 

Mist. Touch. Why, it is Master Wolf 
himself, husband. 

Mil. Father! 

Touch. I am deaf still, I say. I will 
neither yield to the song of the siren, nor *o 
the voice of the hyena,* the tears of the 
crocodile, nor the howling o’ the wolf. 
Avoid my habitation, monsters! 

Wolf. Why, you are not mad, sir? I pray 
you look forth, and see the token I have 
brought you, sir. 

Touch. Ha! What token is it? 

Wolf. Do you know it, sir? 

Touch. My son Golding’s ring! Are you 
in earnest, Master Wolf? 

Wolf. Ay, by my faith, sir! He is in 
prison, and required me to use all speed 
and secrecy to you. 

Touch. My cloak, there — pray you be 
patient. I am plagued for my austerity. 
My cloak! At whose suit, Master Wolf? 

Wolf. I’ll tell you as we go, sir. 

Exeunt 

[SCENA QUINTA] 

[The Counter] 

Enter Friend, Prisoners 

Friend. Why, but is his offence such as 
he cannot hope of life? 

1 Pris. Troth, it should seem so; and ’tis 
great pity, for he is exceeding penitent. 

Friend. They say he is charged but on 
suspicion of felony yet. 

2 Pris. Ay, but his master is a shrewd * 
fellow; he'll prove great matter against him. 

Friend. I’d as lief as anything I could see 
his Farewell. 

1 Pris. 0 ’tis rarely written; why, Toby 
niay get him to sing it to you; he's not lo 
curious® to anybody. 

2 Pris. 0 no! He would that all the 
world should take knowledge of his re- 
pentance, and thinks he merits in’t, the 
more shame he suffers. 

1 Pris. Pray thee, try what thou canst do. 

2 Pris. I warrant you he will not deny 

* Supposed to lure by a human cry. 

* Shrewish. •Offish. 


it, if he be not hoarse with the often re- 
peating of it. Exit 

1 Pris. You never saw a more com- m 
teous creature than he is, and the knight 
too; the poorest prisoner of the house may 
command ’hem. You shall hear a thing 
admirably penned. 

Friend. Is the knight any scholar too? 

1 Pris. No, but he will speak very well, 
and discourse admirably of nmning horses 
and White-Friars,* and against bawds, and 
of cocks; and talk as loud as a hunter, but 
is none. ao 

Enter Wolf and Touchstone 

Wolf. Plca.>c you, slay here, sir; I’ll call 
his worship down to you. [/Tj-d] 

Enter (2 Prisoncr.s with] Quicksilver, 

Petronel and [Security; Golding uith 
Wolf, who stand aside] ® 

1 Pris. See, he has brought him, and the 
knight too. Salute him. I pray. Sir, thus 
gentleman, upon our report, is very de- 
sirous to hear some piece of your Repent- 
ance. 

Quick. Sir, with all my heart; and, as I 
told Master Toby, I shall be glad to have 
any man a witness of it. And the more « 
openly I profess it, I hope it will appear 
the heartier and the more unfeigned. 

Touch, [aside] Who is this? My man 
Francis, and iny son-in-law? 

Quick. Sir, it is all the testimony I shall 
leave behind me to the world and my mas- 
ter that I have so offended. 

Friend. Good sir! 

Quick. I ywit it when my spirits W'ere 
oppressed. to 

Sir Pet. Ay, I’ll be sworn for you, Fran- 
cis! 

Quick. It is in imitation of Manning- 
ton’s,® he that was hanged at Cambridge, 
that cut off the horse’s head at a blow. 

Friend. So, sir! 

Quick. To the tune of T wail in woe, I 
plunge in pain.’ 

Sir Pet. An excellent ditty it is, and 
worthy of a new tune. w 

* A sanctuary for debtors. 

^ I follow Parrott’s additions here* 

* This Woeful Ballad is extant 
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(Jiiich. In Chrap.'iidc, famom for gold and 
pintf, 

(^uick-sib cr, I did dun II of late; 

I hod a rno.strr good and hind, 

That would hove wrought rnc to his mmd. 
He bade me still, Work upon that, 

But, alas, I urought I km w not what! 
lie. wa-^ a Touchstone black, hut true, 

And told me. still uhat would ensue; 

Yit U'oc is me! I would not learn; 

I saw, alas, but could not illsarn! to 

Friend. KxccIk’Jif . cxcollriif well! 

Gold, [aside to Woi.fI O Irf him alone; 
he is taken already. 

Quick. I cast mg coot and cap away, 

I went i.i silks and .satins gay; 

False rm tal of goo(' manm rs 1 
Did daily coin unlawfully. 

/ scormd my masttr, being drunk; 

/ kept my gelding and my putik ; 

And with a knight. Sir Flash by name, » 
Who now is .sorry for the .same — 

Sir Pet. I Jhatik yon. Krancis. 

[Quick.] / thought by sea to run away, 
But Thamf s and ti mpe.st did me .s/n?/. 

Touch. [a.s'iV/e] This cannot he feijined, 
snre. Heaven pardon iny severity! The 
ra^'^^efl colt may pro\c a noocl hoix'. 

Gold, [a.sidi ] How he listens, and i.s trans- 
ported I He h:is forgot me. 

Quick. Still Faulward Ho was all my 
word ; o 

But westward / had no regard, 

Nor never thought what would come after, 
yl.v did, alas, hts youngest daughter! 

At last the black ox trod o' my foot,' 

And 1 saw thin what longed unto ‘t; 

Now cry I, ‘Touchstone, touch me still. 

And make me curnnt by thy skill.’ 

Toueh. [aside] And I will lo it. Francis. 
Wolf, [aside lo GoldinoI Stay him, Ma.'®- 
ter Deputy; now is the time; we shall m* 
lose the sons else. 

Friend. I protest it is the best that ever 
I heard. 

Quick. How like you it, gentlemen? 

All. O admirable, sir! 

Quick, d'his slanze now following alludes 
to the story of Mannington, from wliencc 
I took my project for my invention. 
Friend. Pray you go on, sir. 

(}\nek. O Mannington, thy .sdon’r.s* show no 
Thou cut'st a hor.se-hcnd of) at a blow! 

* Pro\<'rl>ial of trouble. 


But I confess, I have not the force 
For to cut off the head of a horse; 

Yit I desire this grace to win. 

That / may cut off the horse-head of Sin, 
And leave his body in the dust 
Of Sins highway and bogs of lust, 

When by 1 may take Virtue’s purse, 

And lire with her for better, for worse. 

Friend. Admirable, sir, and excellently iso 
conceited ! 

Quick. .Mas, sir! 

Touch, [coming to Golding and Wolf] 
Son Golding an<l Master Wolf, I thank you; 
the deceit is welcome, especially from thee, 
whose charitable soul in this hath shown a 
high point of wisdom and honesty. Listen, 

I am ravished with his repentance, and 
could stand here a whole prenticeship to 
lu'ar him. mo 

Friend. Forth, good sirl 

Quick. This is the last, and the Farewell. 
Fan wi II, Cheapsidc, farewell, sweet trade 
Of Goldsmiths all, that never shall fade; 
Farewell, dear fellow prentices all, 

Ajid be you tvarned by my fall: 

Shun u.surers, bawds, and dice, and drabs; 
Avoid thcfn as you would French scabs. 

Sei I: not to go beyond your tether, 

Bui cut your thong.s unto your leather; i*o 
So shall you thrive by little and little, 

Scape Tyburn, Counters, and the Spital!' 

Touch. And scape them shalt tl.oii, my 
penitent and dear Francis! 

Quick. Masterl 

Sir Pet. Father! 

Touch. I can no longer forbear to do your 
Iminility right. Arise, and let me honor 
\’our repentance with the hearty and joyful 
embraces of a father and friend’s love. i» 
C^uick.-^ilver, thou hast eat into my breast, 
(Quicksilver, with the drops of thy sorrow, 
and killed the desperate opinion I had of 
thy reclaim. 

Quick. 0 sir, I am not worthy to see your 
worshipful face! 

Sir Pet. Forgive me, father 1 

Touch. Speak no more; all former pass- 
ages are forgotten, and here my word shall 
release you. Thank this worthy brother j» 
and kind friend, ITancis. — Master Wolf, I 
am their bail. A shout in the prison 

Sec. Master Touchstone! Master Touch- 
stone 1 

* Tlie k;iIU>ws. jjiil and tlic hospital. 
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Touch. Who’s that? 

Wolf. Security, sir. 

Sec. Pray you, sir, if you'll be won with a 
song, hear my lamentable tune too; 

SONQ 

0 Master Touchstone, 

My heart is full of xvoe; iro 

Alas, I am a cuckold! 

And why should it be so? 

Because 1 w'as a u^^rer 
And bawd, os all you know, 

For which, again 1 tell you, 

My heart is full of woe. 

Touch. Bring him forth, Master Wolf, 
and release his bands. This day shall be 
sacred to mercy and the mirth of this en- 
counter in the Counter. See, we are en- iso 
countered with more suitors I 

Enter Mistress Touchstone, Gertrude, 
Mildred, Sindefy, Winifred 


Save your breath, save your breath I All 
things have succeeded to your wishes; and 
we are heartily satisfied in their events. 

Ger. Ah, runaway, runaway I Have I 
caught you? And how has my poor knight 
done all this while? 

Sir Pet. Dear lady wife, forgive me I 

Ger. As heartily as I w'ould be forgiven, 
knight. Dear father, give me your bless- i«> 
ing, and forgive me too; I ha’ been proud 
and lascivious, father, and a fool, father; 
and being raised to the state of a w'anton 
coy thing, called a lady, father, have scorned 
you, father, and my sister, and my sister’s 
velvet cap too; and would make a mouth 
at the City as I rid through it ; and stop 
mine ears at Bow-bell. I have said j'our 
beard was a base one, father ; and that you 
looked like Twierpipe the taberer;* and 200 
that my mother was but my midwife. 

Mist. Toitch. Now God forgi’ you, child 

madam ! 

Touch. No more repetitions ! What is 
else wanting to make our harmony full? 

Gold. Only this, sir, that my fellow 
Francis make amends to Mistress Sindefy 
'vith marriage. 

* Drummer. 



Quick. With all my heart! 

Gold. And Security give her a dower, 210 
which shall be all the restitution he shall 
make of that huge mass he hath so un- 
lawfully gotten. 

Touch. Excellently devised! A good mo- 
tion! What says Master Security? 

Sec. I say anything, sir, what you’ll ha’ 
me say. Would I were no cuckold! 

Il'i/K Cuckold, hasband? Why, I think 
this wearing of yellow ' has infected you. 

Touch. Why, Master Security, that 23) 
should rather be a comfort to you than a 
corasive.’ If you be a cuckold, it’s an argu- 
ment you have a beautiful woman to your 
wife; then you shall be much made of; 
you shall have store of friends, never want 
money; yo.i shall be eased of much o’ your 
wedlock pain, others will take it for you. 
Besides, you being a usurer and likely to 
go to hell, the devils will never torment you, 
they’ll take you for one 0’ their own 230 
race. Again, if you be a cuckold, and know 
it not, 3'ou are an innocent; if you know it 
and endure it, a true martyr. 

Sec. I am resolved, sir. Come hither, 
Winny I 

Touch. Well, then, all are pleased, or 
shall be anon. Master Wolf, you look hun- 
gry, methinks; have you no apparel to lend 
Francis to shift him? 

Quick. No, sir, nor I desire none; but 340 
here make it my suit, that I may go home 
through the streets in these, as a spectacle, 
or rather an example, to the children of 
Cheapside. 

Touch. Thou hast thy wish. Now, Lon- 
don, look about. 

And in this moral see thy glass run out: 
Behold the careful father, thrifty son. 

The solemn deeds which each of us have 
done; 

The usurer punished, and from fall so steep 
The prodigal child reclaimed, and the lost 
sheep. 2SO 


EPILOGUS 

[Quick.] Stay, sir, I perceive the multi- 
tude are gathered together to view our com- 
ing out at the Counter. See, if the streets 

» The prison dress, also the color of jealousy. 

* Corrosive. 
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ami the fronts of tl)e houses be not stuck 
with people, and tlic windows filled with 
ladies, as on the solemn day of the 
Pageant 1 

O may you find in this our pageant, 
here, 


V. V.' 


The same contentment which you came to 
seek ; 

And as that show but draws you once a 

year, “ 

May this attract you hither once a week. 

Exeunt 


BEN: lONSON 


his 

VOLPONE 

Or 

THE FOXE. 

I 

I 

— Smtil &iuc»:fdai diccrc itf/A 


i 


i 

i 

i 

1 


Printed for Tkotntts TkoyppSt 

1607. 


Volpone, or the Fox was printed in quarto in 1607 and included in the folio of 
Jonson's Works, 1616. It was acted by the King’s men (Shakespeare’s company) in 
1606, or possibly even earlier. The dedication declares the acting and acceptance 
of Volpone at both the universities, a conspicuous favor in the case of a professional 
London play, to which Hamlet alone furnishes a parallel. Volpone is an admirable 
example of Jonson’s theory and practice in the art of play-making. The main plot 
is expanded from the merest suggestion, in the Saliricon of Pelronius Arbiter and 
even the two songs are imitated from Philostratus and Catullus; but only to be 
made wholly Jonson’s own. Sir Politic Would-be and his Lady are in the best in- 
ventive vein of. Jonson’s comedy of humors. The text is that of the folio of 1616, 
as that volume received the author”s careful personal revision. 

Ben Jonson was some ten years Shakespeare’s junior, having been bom in 1573 
or 1574. In consequence of the death of his father shortly before hig birth and the 
remarriage of his mother beneath her, Jonson was poorly brought up and never 
attended either university, though later the recipient of honorary degrees from both. 
Through the early friendship and encouragement of William Camden at Westminster 
School, which Jonson attended, he became an eager scholar and in time a learned man. 
Jonson’s career as a dramatist begins in 1596 or thereabouts and in the employ of 
Henslowe. In 1598 he became famous with Every Man in his Humor and worked 
thereafter satirical comedy in the “war of the theaters" in several notable plays. 
Jonson’s best comedies are Volpone, The Alchemist, The Silent Woman and Barthol- 
omew Fair, the last dating 1614. Meanwhile he had gained a second repute at court 
for his masques to add to his .success in comedy on the popular stage. Jonson s two 
tragedies, Sejanus and Catiline, though fine and dignified dramas, were not successfm 
m their day, and several of his later comedies failed on the stage. But he continued 
active in his profc.«?sion. especially at court, up to the time of his death in 1637, 
enjoying, upon Shakespeare’s death, the greatest literary reputation of his age. Jonson 
collected his Works in 1616, and a second folio followed, adding to a reprint of the 

first, in 1640-1642. j u 

The .standard complete edition of Jonson is still that of W. Gifford as re-edited by 
I*. Cunningham, 9 vols., 1875. But a new and scholarly edition by C. H. Herfom 
and P. Simpson is now issuing. The Mermaid edition by B. Nicholson and C. H. 
Herford, 3 vols., 1894, contains the more important plays. 


THE PERSONS IN THE PLAY 


VoLPONE, a Magnifico 
Mosca, his Parasite 
VoLTORE, an Advocate 
CoRBACcio, an Old Gentleman 
CoRviNO, a Merchant 
Avocatori, four Magistrates 
Notario, the Register 
Nano, a Dvxirf 
Castrone, an Eunuch 
PouTicK WouLiHBE, o Knight 

The 


Peregrine, a Gentleman Traveller 

Bonario, a Young Gentleman 

Fine Madam Would-be, the Knight’s Wife 

Celia, the Merchant’s Wife 

CoMMANDADORi, Officers 

Mercatori, three Merchants 

Androgyno, a Hermaphrodite 

Servitore, a Servant 

Gregb 

Women 

: Venice 


TO THE 

MOST noble and MOST EQUAL SISTERS, 

THE TWO FAMOUS UNIVERSITIES 

FOR THEIR 

LOVE AND ACCEPTANCE SHOWN TO HIS POEM 
IN THE presentation; 

BEN JONSON, 

THE GRATEFUL ACKNOWLEDGER, 

dedicates both it and HIMSELF 


THE ARGUMENT 


V OLi'ONB, childless, rich, feigns sick, de- 
spairs, 

0 ffers his state to hopes of several heirs, 

L ies languishing: his parasite receives 

P resents of all, assures, deludes; then 
weaves 

0 ther cross plots, which ope themselves, 
are told. 

N ew tricks for safety arc sought; they 
thrive: when bohl, 

E ach tempts the other again,* and all arc 
sold. 

PROLOGUE 

Now. luck yet send us, and a little wit 
Will serve to make our play hit; 

(According to the palates of the season) 
Here is rhyme, not empty of reason. 

This we w’cre bid to credit from our poet. 
Whose true scope, if you would know it, 

In all his poems still ^ hath been this 
mca.‘iure. 

To mix profit with your pleasure; 

And not as some, whose throats their envy 
failing, 

Cry hoarsely, ‘All ho writes is railing:* lo 

And when his plays come forth, think they 
can flout them. 

With saying, he was a year about them. 

'Trios to deceive* 

' Always* 


To this there needs no lie, but this his 

creature,* 

Which was tAvo months since no feature: 
And though he dares give them five lives 
to mend it, 

’Tis known, five weeks fully penned it, 
From his own hand, without a coadjutor, 
Novice, journeyman, or tutor. 

Yet thus much I can give you as a token 
Of his play’s worth, no eggs arc broken, » 
Nor quaking custards with fierce teeth af- 
frighted. 

Wherewith your rout are so delighted; 
Nor hales he in a gull old ends reciting,* 

To stop gaps in his loose writing; 

With such a deal of monstrous and forced 
action. 

As might make Bethlem a faction:* 
Nor made he his play for jests stolen from 
each table, 

But makes jests to fit his fable; 

And so presents quick comedy refined. 

As best critics have designed; » 

The laws* of time, place, persons he ob- 
serveth, 

From no needful rule he swerveth. 

All gall and copperas from his ink he drain- 
eth, 

Only a little salt remaineth, 

Wherewith he'll rub your checks, till red 
with laughter. 

They shall look fresh a week after. 

' Creation. 

• A fiHil rcoitinff old scraps of plavs. 

^ Aild to Uic confusion of the madhouse* 

^ Unities* 


VOLPONE, OR THE FOX 

Ben Jonson 


ACT I, SCENE I 
[A Room in Volpone’s House] 
[Enter] Volpone, Mosca 

Volp. Good morning to the day; and 
next, my gold! 

Open the shrine, that I may see my saint. 
[Mosca withdraws the curtain, and dis- 
covers piles of gold, plate, jewels, etc.] 
Hail the world’s soul, and mine! more glad 
than is 

The teeming earth to see the longed-for sun 
Peep through the horns of the celestial 
Ram, 

Am I, to view thy splendor darkening his; 
That lying here, amongst my other hoards, 
Show’st like a flame by night, or like the 
day 

Struck out of chaos, when all darkness fled 
Unto the center.^ 0 thou son of Sol,’ w 
But brighter than thy father, let me kiss, 
With adoration, thee, and every relic 
Of sacred treasure in this blessed room. 

Well did wise poets, by thy glorious name, 
Title that age which they would have the 
best; 

Thou being the best of things, and far tran- 
scending 

All style of joy, in children, parents, friends, 
Or any other waking dream on earth: 

Thy looks when they to Venus did ascribe, 
They should have given her twenty thou- 
sand Cupids;* 

Such are thy beauties and our loves 1 Dear 
saint, 

Riches, the dumb god, that giv’st all men 
tongues, 

That canst do nought, and yet mak’st men 
do all things; 

The price of souls; even hell, with thee to 
boot, 

Is made worth heaven. Thou art virtue, 
fame, 

\ Of the earth. 

’ Gold. 

*To make her power that of gold. 


Honor, and all things else. Who can get 
thee, 

He shall be noble, valiant, honest, wise — 

Mos. And what he will, sir. Riches are 
in fortune 

A greater good than wisdom is in nature. 

Volp. True, my beloved Mosca. Yet I 
glorj' so 

More in the cunning purchase of my wealth, 
Than in the glad possession, since I gain 
No common way; I use no trade, no ven- 
ter; ’ 

I wound no earth with ploughshares, fat no 
beasts 

To feed the shambles; have no mills for 
iron. 

Oil, com, or men, to grind ’hem into 
powder : 

I blow no subtle glass, expose no ships 
To threat’nings of the furrow-faced sea; 

I turn no moneys in the public bank. 

No usure * private. 

Mos. No sir, nor devour to 

Soft prodigals. You shall ha’ some will 
swallow 

A melting heir as glibly as your Dutch 
Will pills of butter, and ne’er purge for it; 
Tear forth the fathers of poor families 
Out of their beds, and coffin them alive 
In some kind clasping prison, where their 
bones 

May be forthcoming when the flesh is rot- 
ten: 

But your sweet nature doth abhor these 
courses; 

You loathe* the widow’s or the orphan’s 
tears 

Should wash your pavements, or their 
piteous cries w 

Ring in your roofs and beat the air for ven- 
geance. 

Volp. Right, Mosca; I do loathe it. 

Mos. And, besides, sir. 

You are not like the thresher that doth 
stand 

With a huge flail, watching a heap of com, 

1 Venture. ’ Usury. ’ That. 
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And, hungry, dares not taste the smallest 
grain, 

But feeds on mallows and such bitter herbs; 
Nor like tlie merchant, who hath hllefl his 
vaults 

Witli Romugnia and rich Candian wines. 
Yet drinks the lees of Lombard’s vinegar: 
You will not lie in straw, whilst moths and 
worms 

Feed on your sumptuous hangings and soft 
beds; 

You know the use of riches, and dure give 
now 

From that bright heap, to me, your poor 
observer,* 

Or to your dwarf, or your hermaphrodite, 
Your eunuch, or what other household trifle 
Your pleasure allows maintenanct' — 

Volp. Hold thee. Mosca, 

Take of my hand; thou strik'st on truth in 
all, 

And they are envious term* thee parasite. 
Call forth my dwarf, my eunuch, and my 
fool. 

And let ’hem make me sport. [Exit Mosca] 
What should I do, «• 

But cocker^ up my genius, and live free 
To all delights my fortune calls me to? 

I have no wife, no parent, child, ally. 

To give my substance to; but whom I 
make 

Must be my heir; and this makes men ob- 
serve me : * 

Tliis draws new clients daily to my house, 
Women and men of every sex and age. 

That bring me presents, send me plate, coin, 
jewels, 

With hope that when I die (which they 
expect 

Each greedy minute) it shall then return » 
Tenfold \ipon them; whilst some, covetous 
Above the rest, seek to engross me whole,* 
And counter-work the one unto the other, 
Contend in gifts, as they would seem in 
love ; 

All which I suffer, playing with their hopes. 
And am content to coin ’hem into profit. 
And look upon their kindness, and take 
more, 

And look on that; still bearing them in 
hand,* 

'Sonant. ♦Pay nttontion to mo. 

3 Wlio call thoe. ® Muko im* wlmUy thoirs. 

* Puni|H.T. • tlioin. 
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Letting the cherry knock against their lips. 
And draw it by their mouths, and back 
again. — •» 

How nowl 

SCENE II 

[Hc-enter Mosca with] Nano, Androoyno, 

[andl Castrone 

Nan. ‘Now, room for fresh gamesters, 
who do will you to know. 

They do bring you neither play nor uni- 
versity show; 

And therefore do intreat you that what- 
soever they rehearse. 

May not fare a whit the worse, for the false 
pace of the verse.* 

If you wonder at this, you will wonder more 
ere we pass, 

For know, here* is enclosed the soul of 
Pythagoras. 

That jxiggler divine, as hereafter shall fol- 
low ; 

Which soul, fast and loose, sir, came first 
from Apollo, 

And was breathed into iEthalides, Mer- 
curius his son. 

Where it had the gift to remember all that 
ever was done. “ 

From thence it fled forth, and made quick 
transmigration 

To goldy-locked Euphorbus, who was killed 
in good fashion, 

At the siege of old Troy, by the cuckold of 
Sparta. 

Hermotimus was next (I find it in my 
charta),* 

To whom it did pass, where no sooner it 
was missing, 

But with one Pyrrhus of Delos it learned to 
go a-fishing; 

And thence did it enter the sophist of 
Greece. 

From Pythagore, she went into a beautiful 
piece. 

Right Asposia, the meretrix; and the next 
toss of* her 

Was again of a whore, she became a 
philosopher, * 

' This Is in the* himblinR measure which 

prfci-«letl blank verso on the stage. The Pythagorean 
tninMnignititnu of the st'tul which It reUteft tN 
fuuiulod on Inician*s Dialogue of the cobbler tnd tbe 
cock. 

' 111 Androgyne, • List * Of the ioula 


VOLPONE, OR THE FOX 


315 


I. ii. 


Crates the cynic, as itself* doth relate it: 

Since kings, knights, and beggars, knaves, 
lords, and fools gat it, 

Besides ox and ass, camel, mule, goat, and 
brock,* 

In all which it hath spoke, as in the cob- 
bler’s cock. 

But I come not here to discourse of that 
matter, 

Or his one, two, or three, or his great oath, 
‘by quater!’ 

His musics, his trigon, his golden thigh,* 

Or his telling how elements shift; but I 

Would ask, how of late thou hast suffered 
translation. 

And shifted thy coat in these days of refor- 
mation. *0 

And. Like one of the reformed,* a fool, 
as you see, 

Counting all old doctrine heresy. 

Nan. But not on thine own forbid meats 
hast thou ventered? 

And. On fish, when first a Carthusian I 
entered. 

Nan. Why, then thy dogmatical silence 
hath left thee? 

And. Of that an obstreperous lawyer be- 
reft me. 

Nan. 0 wonderful change, when sir law- 
yer forsook thee! 

For Pythagore’s sake, what body then took 
thee? 

And. A good dull mule. 

Nan. And how! by that means 

Thou wert brought to allow of the eating 
of beans? ® 

And. Yes. 

N an. But from the mule into whom 

didst thou pass? 

And. Into a very strange beast, by some 
writers called an ass; 

By others a precise, pure, illuminate 
brother * 

Of those devour flesh, and sometimes one 
another: 

And will drop you forth a libel, or a sancti- 
fied lie. 

Betwixt every spoonful of a nativity-pie.* 

* The soul. 

* Badger. 

The tetractys. Pythagoras was proficient In 
geometry. 

A Puritan. ® Puritanical. 

Forbidden food. ^ Christmas pie. 


Nan. Now quit thee, for heaven, of that 
profane nation. 

And gentlj’ report thy next transmigration. 

And. To the same that I am. 

Nan. A creature of delight, 

And, what is more than a fool, an herma- 
phrodite! 60 

Now, prithee, sweet soul, in all thy varia- 
tion, 

Which body wouldst thou choose to keep up 
thy station?* 

And. Troth, this I am in: even here 
would I tarry. 

Nan. ’Cause here the delight of each sex 
thou canst vary! 

And. Alas, those pleasures be stale and 
forsaken ; 

No, ’tis your fool* wherewith I am so taken. 
The only one creature that I can call 
blessed; 

For all other forms I have proved most 
distressed. 

Nan. Spoke true, as thou wert in Pytha- 
goras still. 

This learned opinion we celebrate will, w 
Fellow eunuch, as behoves us, with all our 
wit and art, 

To dignify that whereof ourselves are so 
great and special a part.’ 

Volp. Now, very, very pretty. Mosca, 
this 

Was thy invention? 

Mos. If it please my patron. 

Not else. 

Volp. It doth, good Mosca. 

Mos. Then it was, sir. 

Song 

‘Fools, they are the only nation 
Worth men’s envy or admiration; 

Free from care or sorrow-taking, 

Selves and others merry making: 

All they speak or do is sterling. 70 

Your fool he is your great man’s darling, 
And your ladies’ sport and pleasure; 
Tongue and bauble are his treasure. 

E’en his face begetteth laughter. 

And he speaks truth free from slaughter; 
He’s the grace of every feast. 

And sometimes the chiefest guest; 

Hath his trencher and his stool, 

When wit waits upon the fool. 

* To remain. ® Jester. 


316 


BEN JONSON 


O, who would not be » 

He, ho. he?’ One knocks withonl 

Volp. Who’s that? Away! [£’jcuni Nano 
and Castrone.] Look. Mosca. 

[Exit AndrogynoI 
Mos. Fool, begone! 

Tis Signior Voltore, the advocate; I know 
him by his knock. 

Volp. Fetch me my gown. 

My furs, and night-caps; say my couch is 
changing, 

And let him entertain himself awhile 
Without i’ th’ gallery. [Exit Mosca.] Now, 
now my clients 

Begin their visitation! Vulture, kite, 
Raven, and gorcrow,' all my birds of prey, 
That think me turning carcass, now they 
come: » 

I am not for 'hem yet. 

[lie-enlcr Mosca, with the gown, etc.} 

How now! the news? 

Mos. A piece of plate, sir. 

Volp. Of what bigness? 

Mos. Huge, 

Massy, and antique, w'ith your name in- 
scribed. 

And arms engraven. 

Volp. Good, and not a fox 

Stretched on the earth, with fine delusive 
sleights, 

Mocking a gaping crow?’ ha, Moscal 

Mos. Sharp, sir. 

Volp. Give me my furs. [Puts on his 
sick dress] Why dost thou laugh so, 
man? 

Mos. I cannnot choose, sir, when I appre- 
heml 

What thoughts he has without now, as he 
walks: 

That this might bo the last gift he should 
give; 100 

That this would fetch you; if you died to- 
day. 

And gave him all, what ho should be to- 
morrow ; 

What large return would come of all his 
vent ores; 

How he should worshipped be, and rever- 
enced; 

Ride with his fure, and foot-cloths; waited 
on 

‘ r.Trri()n crow. 

’ Not a mocking coat of arms. 


By herds of fools and clients; h 
way 

Made for his mule, as lettered as himself; 

Be called the great and learned advocate: 

And then concludes, there’s nought impos- 
sible. 

Volp. Yes, to be learned, Mosca. 

Mos. O, no; rich 

Implies it. Hood an ass with reverend 
purple, m 

So you can hide his two ambitious’ ears. 

And he shall pass for a cathedral doctor* 

Volp. My caps, ray caps, good Mosca. 
Fetch him in. 

Mos. Stay, sir; your ointment for your 
eyes. 

Volp. That’s true; 

Dispatch, dispatch: I long to have posses- 
sion 

Of my new present. 

Mos. That, and thousands more, 

I hope to see you lord of. 

Volp. Thanks, kind Mosca. 

^^os. And that, when I am lost in blended 
dust, 

And hundreds such as I am, in succes- 
sion — m 

Volp. Nay, that were too much, Mosca. 

Mos. You shall live 

Still to delude these harpies. 

Volp. Loving Mosca I 

Tis well: my pillow now, and let him enter. 

[fxif Mosca] 

Now, my feigned cough, my phthisic, and 
my gout. 

My apoplexy, palsy, and catarrhs, 

Help, with your forced functions, this my 
posture. 

Wherein, this three year, I have milked 
their hopes. 

He comes; I hear him— Uhl [Coup/iin(73 uhl 
uh 1 uh 1 0 — 

SCENE III 

[i?c-cn(erl Mosca, [m/rorfucinp] VoLTtmD 
[with a piece of Plate] 

Mo.s. You still are what you were, sir. 
Only you. 

Of all the rest, are he* commands his love, 

* Mobile. 

’<>110 who hohlji a chair* 

^ Who coniniamis. 


I a » a 
. 111 . 


VOLPONE, OR THE FOX 


317 


And you do wisely to presen’c it thus, 
With early visitation, and kind notes 
Of your good meaning to him, which, I 
know, 

Cannot but come most grateful. Patron! 
sir! 

Here’s Signior Voltore is come — 

Volp. [faintly] What say you? 

Mos. Sir, Signior Voltore is come this 
morning 
To visit you. 

Volp. I thank him. 

Mos. And hath brought 

A piece of antique plate, bought of St. 

Mark,* lo 

With which he here presents you. 

Volp. He is welcome. 

Pray him to come more often. 

Mos. Yes. 

Volt. What says he? 

Mos. He thanks you, and desires you 
see him often. 

Volp. Mosca. 

M os. My patron ! 

Volp. Bring him near, where is he? 
I long to feel his hand. 

Mos. The plate is here, sir. 

Volt. How fare you, sir? 

Volp. I thank you, Signior Voltore; 
Where is the plate? mine eyes are bad. 

Volt, [putting it into his hands] I’m sorry 
To see you still thus weak. 

Mos. [aside] That he is not weaker. 
Volp. You are too munificent. 

Volt. No, sir; would to heaven, 

I could as well give health to you, as that 
plate! » 

Volp. You give, sir, what you can; I 
thank you. Your love 
Hath taste in this, and shall not be un- 
answered : 

I pray you see me often. 

Volt. Yes, I shall, sir. 

Volp. Be not far from me. 

Mos. Do you observe that, sir? 

Volp. Hearken unto me still; it will con- 
cern you. 

Mos. You are a happy man, sir; know 
your good. 

Volp. I cannot now last long — 

Mos. You are his heir, sir. 

Volt. Am I? 

Volp. I feel me going: Uhl uhl uh! uh! 

* At a goldsmith’s in St. Mark’s Square. 


I’m sailing to my port, Uh! uh! uh ! uh! 
And I am glad I am so near my haven, so 
Mos. Alas, kind gentleman! Well, we 
must all go — 

Volt. But, Mosca— 

Mos. Age will conquer. 

Volt. ’Pray thee, hear me; 

Am I inscribed his heir for certain? 

Mos. Are you! 

I do beseech you, sir, you will vouchsafe 
To write me i’ your family.* All my hopes 
Depend upon your worship: I am lost 
Except the rising sun do shine on me. 

Volt. It shall both slrine, and warm thee, 
Mosca. 

Mos. Sir, 

I am a man that hath not done your love s® 
All the worst offices: here I wear your keys, 
See all your coffers and your caskets locked, 
Keep the poor inventory of your jewels. 
Your plate, and moneys; am your steward, 
sir. 

Husband your goods here. 

Volt. But am I sole heir? 

Mos. Without a partner, sir: confirmed 
this morning: 

The wax is warm yet, and the ink scarce dry 
Upon the parchment. 

Volt. Happy, happy mel 

By what good chance, sweet Mosca? 

Mos. Your desert, sir; 

I know no second cause. 

Volt. Thy modesty 

Is not to know it; well, we shall requite it. w 
Mos. He ever liked your course, sir; that 
first took him. 

I oft have heard him say how he admired 
Men of your large profession, that could 
speak 

To every cause, and things mere contraries. 
Till they were hoarse again, yet all be law; 
That, with most quick agility, could turn. 
And return; make knots, and undo them; 
Give forked counsel; take provoking gold 
On either hand, and put it up; * these men, 
He knew’, would thrive with their humility. 
And, for his part, he thought he should be 
blest 81 

To have his heir of such a suffering spirit. 
So wise, so grave, of so perplexed a tongue, 
And loud withal, that would not wag, nor 
scarce 

» Enroll me among your sen’ants. 

* Pocket it. 
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Lie still, without a fee; when every word 
Your worship but lets fall, is a chequinl — 

Another knocks 
Who's that? one knocks; I would not have 
you seen, sir. 

And yet — protend you came, and went in 
haste; 

I’ll fashion an excuse — and, gentle sir, 
When you do come to swim in golden lard, 
Up to the arms in honey, that your chin 71 
Is borne up stiff with fatness of the flood. 
Think on your vassal; but remember me: 

I ha’ not been your worst of clients. 

Volt. Mosca! — 

Mos. When will you have your inventory 
brought, sir? 

Or see a copy of the will? — Anon I 

I’ll bring them to you, sir. Away, begone, 

Put business i’ your face. 

[Erit VoLTonE] 
Volp. [springing up] Excellent Mosca! 
Come hither, let me kiss thee. 

Mos. Keep you still, sir. 

Here is Corbaccio. 

Volp. Set the plate away: » 

The vulture’s gone, and the old raven’s 
come. 

SCENE IV 
Mosca, Volponb 

Mos. Betake you to your silence, and 
your sleep. 

Stand there and multiply. [Putting the 
plate to the rest] Now we shall see 
A wretch who is indeed more impotent 
Than this can feign to be;* yet hopes to 
hop 

Over his grave. 

[Enter Corbaccto] 

Signior Corbaccio I 
Yo’are very welcome, sir. 

Corb. How does your patron? 

Mos. Troth, as he did, sir; no amends. 
Corb. What I mends he? 

Mos. No, sir: he’s rather worse. 

Corb. That’s well. Where is he? 

Mos. Upon his couch, sir, newly fall’n 
asleep. 

Corb. Does he sleep well? 

Mos. No wink, sir, all this night, « 

* Voltoro. 
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Nor yesterday; but slumbers. 

Corb. Goodl he should take 

Some counsel of physicians: I have brought 
him 

An opiate here, from mine own doctor. 
Mos. 'le will not hear of drugs. 

Corb. Why? I myself 

Stood by while ’t was made, saw all th’ in- 
gredients; 

And know it cannot but most gently work: 
My life for his, ’tis but to make him sleep. 
Volp. [aside] Ay, his last sleep, if he would 
take it. 

Mos. Sir, 

He has no faith in physic. 

Corb. Say you, say you? 

Mos. He has no faith in physic: he does 
think m 

Most of your doctors are the greater danger. 
And worse disease, t’ escape. I often have 
Heard him protest that your physician 
Should never be his heir. 

Corb. Not I his heir? 

Mos. Not your physician, sir. 

Corb. 0, no, no, no. 

I do not mean it. 

Mos. No, sir, nor their fees 

He cannot brook: he says they flay a man 
Before they kill him. 

Corb. Right, I do conceive you. 

Mos. And then they do it by experiment; 
For which the law not only doth absolve 
’hem, M 

But gives them great reward: and he is 
loath 


To hire his death so. 

Corb. It is tnie, they kill 

With ns much license as a judge. 

Mos. Nay, more; 

For he but kills, sir, where the law con- 
demns, 

And these can kill him too. 

Corb. Ay, or me; 

Or any man. How do’s his apoplex? 

Is that strong on him still? 

Mos. Most violent. 

His speech is broken, and his eyes are set, 
His face drawn longer than ’twas wont^ 
Cor 6 . Howl howl 

Stronger than he was w’ont? 

Mos. No, sir; his face 

Drawn longer than 'tw’as wont. 

Corb. 0, good! 

Mos. His mouth 


I. iv. 


VOLPONE, OR THE FOX 


319 


Is ever gaping, and his eyelids hang. 

Corb. Good. 

Mos. A freezing numbness stiffens all his 
joints, 

And makes the color of his flesh like lead. 
Corb. ’Tis good. 

Mos. His pulse beats slow, and dull. 
Corb. Good symptoms still. 

Mos. And from his brain — 

Corb. Ha! how? not from his brain? 
Mos. Yes, sir, and from his brain — 

Corb. 1 conceive you; good. 

Mos. Flows a cold sweat, with a continual 
rheum, 

Forth the resolvM^ corners of his eyes. 

Corb. Is’t possible? Yet I am better, ha! 
How does he with the swimming of his 
head? “ 

Mos. 0, sir, ’tis past the scotomy;^ he 
now 

Hath lost his feeling, and hath left * to 
snort : 

You hardly can perceive him, that he 
breathes. 

Corb. Excellent, excellent; sure I shall 
outlast him: 

This makes me young again, a score of 
years. 

Mos. I was a-coming for you, sir. 

Corb. Has he made his will? 

What has he giv’n me? 

Mos. No, sir. 

Corb. Nothing I ha? 

Mos. He has not made his will, sir. 

Corb. 0, 0, 0! 

What then did Voltore, the lawyer, here? 
Afos. He smelt a carcass, sir, when he but 
heard 

My master was about his testament; 

As I did urge him to it for your good — 
Corb. He came unto him, did he? I 
thought so. 

Mos. Yes, and presented him this piece 
of plate. 

Corb. To be his heir? 

Mos. I do not know, sir. 

Corb. True : 

I know it too. 

Mos. [aside] By your own scale, sir.^ 
Corb. Well, 

I shall prevent him yet. See, Mosca, look, 


' Weeping. 
^ Dizziness. 


• Ceased. 

^ By your own standard. 


Here I have brought a bag of bright 
chequines,^ 

Will quite weigh down his plate. 

Mos. [takin{/ the bag] Yea, marry, sir. 
This is true physic, this your sacred 
medicine ; to 

No talk of opiates to this great elixirl 
Corb. ’Tis aurum palpabile, if not poto 
bile? 

Mos. It shall be ministered to him in 
his bowl. 

Corb. Ay, do, do, do. 

Mos. Most blessM cordial I 

This will recover him. 

Corb. Yes, do, do, do. 

Mos. I think it were not best, sir. 

Corb. What? 

Mos. To recover him. 

Corb. 0, no, no, no; by no means. 

Mos. Why, sir, this 

Will work some strange effect, if he but feel 
it. 

Corb. ’Tis true, therefore forbear; I’ll 
take my venter: 

Give me ’t again. 

Mos. At no hand : * pardon me : w 

You shall not do yourself that \vrong, sir. I 
Will so advise you, you shall have it all. 
Corb. How? 

Mos. All, sir; ’tis your right, your own; 
no man 

Can claim a part: ’tis yours without a rival, 
Decreed by destiny. 

Corb. How, how, good Mosca? 

Mos. I’ll tell you, sir. This fit he shall 
recover — 

Corb. I do conceive you. 

Mos. And, on first advantage 

Of his gained sense, will I re-iraportune him 
Unto the making of his testament: 

And show him this. 

[Pointing to the money] 
Corb. Good, good. 

Afos. ’Tis better yet, » 

If you will hear, sir. 

Corb. Yes, with all my heart. 

Afos. Now would I counsel you, make 
home with speed; 

There, frame a will; whereto you shall in- 
scribe 

My master your sole heir. 

* A sequin, worth about two dollars. 

* Liquid gold was a sovereign remedy. 

’ By no means. 
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Corb. And disinherit 

My son! 

Mos. 0, sir, the better: for that color' 
Shall make it much more takinp. 

Corb. O, but color? * 

Mos. This will, sir, you shall send it unto 
me. 

Now, when I come to enforce, as I will do, 
Your cares, your watchings, and your many 
prayers, 

Your more than many gifts, your this day’s 
present, 

And last, produce your will; where, without 
thought, 

Or least regard unto your proper issue, 

A son so brave, and highly meriting. 

The stream of your diverted love hath 
thrown you 

Upon my master, and made him your heir: 
He cannot be so stupid, or stone-dead. 

But out of conscience and mere gratitude — 
Corb. He must pronounce me his? 

Mos. ’Tis tnie. 

Corb. This plot 

Did I think on before. 

Mos. I do believe it. 

Corb. Do you not believe it? 

Mos. Yes, sir. 

Corb. Mine own project, no 

Mos. Which, when he hath done, sir — 
Corb. Published me his heir? 

Mos. And you so certain to survive him — 
Corb. Ay. 

Mos. Being so lusty a man — 

Corb. 'Tis true. 

Mos. Yes, sir — 

Corb. I thought on that too. See, how 
he should be 

The very organ to express my thoughts! 
Mos. You have not only done yourself a 
good — 

Corb. But multiplied it on my son. 
Mos. 'Tis right, sir. 

Corb. Still, my invention. 

Mos. 'Las, sir! hca.'en knows, 

It hath been all my study, all my care, 

(I e’en grow grey withal,) how to work 
things — 

Corb. I do conceive, sweet Mosca. 

Mos. You are ho 

For whom I labor here. 

Corb. Ay, do, do, do: 

I’ll straight about it. [Goinj;] 

* Pretence. ’ 0, only a pretence. 


Mos. Rook go with you, raven!' 

Corb. I know thee honest. 

Mos. You do lie, sirl 

Corb. And— 

Mos. Your knowledge is no better than 
your ears, sir. 

Corb. I do not doubt to be a father to 
thee. 

Mos. Nor I to gull ' my brother of his 
blessing. 

Corb. I may ha’ my youth restored to 
me, why not? 

Mos. Your worship is a precious ass! 

Corb. What sayest thou? 

Mos. I do desire your worship to make 
haste, sir. 

Corb. Tis done, 'tis done; I go. [Exit] 

Volp. [leaping from his couch] 0, I shall 
burst ! 

Let out my sides, lot out my sides — 

Mos. Contain 

Your flux of laughter, sir: you know this 
hope ' 

Is such a bait, it covers any hook. 

Volp. 0, but thy working, and thy plac- 
ing it I 

I cannot hold; good rascal, let me kiss thee: 

I never know thee in so rare a humor. 

Mos. Alas, sir, I but do as I am taught ; 
Follow your grave instructions; give ’hem 
words ; * 

Pour oil into their ears, and send them 
hence. 

Volp. ’Tis true, 'tis tnic. What a rare 
punishment 
Is avarice to itself! 

Mos. Ay, with our help, sir. 

Volp. So many cares, so many maladies. 
So many fears attending on old age. 

Yea, death so often called on, as* no wish 
Can be more fi*cqucnt with them, their 
limbs faint. 

Their senses d\dl, their seeing, hearing, 
going." 

All dead before them; yea, their very teeth. 
Their instruments of eating, failing them: 
Yet this is reckoned life! nay, here was one, 
Is now gone home, that wishes to live 
longer! m 

' Mny you bo choatctl, you old rax’en. Mowt U 
taking lulvniilage of Corb;u-cio's deafness. 

* (beat. 

* Tlie liopc of tlicse dupes. 

* Ib-coivo tlicm. 

sTImt. 

* Power to walk. 
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Feels not his gout, nor palsy; feigns himself 
Younger by scores of years, flatters his age 
With confident belying it, hopes he may 
With charms like iEson, have his youth re- 
stored; 

And with these thoughts so battens, as if 
fate 

Would be as easily cheated on as he, 

And all turas air! [another knocks] Who’s 
that there, now? a third! 

Mos. Close, to your couch again; I hear 
his voice. 

It is Corvino, our spruce merchant. 

Volp. [ties down a.s before] Dead. i<» 
Mos. Another bout, sir. with your eyes. 
[anointing them] Wlio’s there? 

SCENE V 

Mosca, Volpone, [Enter] Corvino 

Signior Corvino! come most wished for! 0 , 
How happy were you, if you knew it, now I 
Corv. Why? what? wherein? 

Mos. The tardy hour is come, sir. 

Cori;. He is not dead? 

Mos. Not dead, sir, but as good; 

He knows no man. 

Corv. How shall I do then? 

Mos. Why, sir? 

Corv. I have brought him here a pearl. 
Mos. Perhaps he has 

So much remembrance left as to know you, 
sir: 

He stilE calls on you; nothing but your 
name 

Is in his mouth. Is your pearl orient,* sir? 
Coru. Venice was never owner of the like. 
Volp. [faintly] Signior Corvino! 

Mos. Hark. 

Volp. Signior Corvino! n 

Mos. He calls you; step and give it him. 
— He’s here, sir, 

And he has brought you a rich pearl. 

Corv. How do you, sir? 

Tell him it doubles the twelve caract. 

Mos. Sir, 

He cannot understand, his hearing’s gone; 
And yet it comforts him to see you — 
Corv. Say 

I have a diamant for him, too. 

Mos. Best show it, sir; 

Put it into his hand: 'tis only there 

* Continually. * Of first quality. 


He apprehends: he has his feeling yet. 
See how he grasps it! 

Corv. ’Las, good gentleman 1 20 

How pitiful the sight is! 

Mos. Tut, forget, sir. 

The weeping of an heir should still be 
laughter 
Under a visor. 

Corv. Why, am I his heir? 

Mos. Sir, I am sworn, I may not show 
the will 

Till he be dead; but here has been Cor- 
baccio. 

Here has been Voltore, here were others, 
too, 

I cannot number ’hem, they were so many; 
.All gaping here for legacies: but I, 
Taking the v'antage of his naming you, 
Signior Cor/-mo, Signior Corvino, took 30 
Paper, and pen, and ink, and there I asked 
him 

Whom he would have his heir? Corvino. 
Who 

Should be executor? Corvino. And, 

To any question he was silent to, 

I still interpreted the nods he made, 
Through weakness, for consent: and sent 
home th’ others. 

Nothing bequeathed them, but to cry and 
curse. 

Corv. 0, my dear Mosca. {They em- 
brace) Does he not perceive us? 

Mos. No more than a blind harper. He 
knows no man. 

No face of friend, nor name of any servant. 
Who ’twas that fed him last, or gave him 
drink: a 

Not those he had begotten, or brought up, 
Can he remember. 

Corv. Has he children? 

Mos. Bastards, 

Some dozen, or more, that he begot on 
beggars, 

Gipsies, and Jews, and black-moors, when 
he was drunk. 

Knew you not that, sir? ’tis the common 
fable. 

The dwarf, the fool, the eunuch, are all his; 
H’is the true father of his family, 

In all save me: — but he has given ’hem 
nothing. 

Corv. That’s well, that’s well I Art sure 
he does not hear us? w 
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Mos. Sure, sir! why, look you, credit your 
own sense. (-SViouts in Volpone’s ear 
The pox approach, and add to your diseases, 
If it would send you hence the sooner, sir, 
For your incontinence, it hath deserved it 
Throughly and throughly, and the plague 
to boot ! — 

You may come near, sir. — Would you would 
once close 

Those filthy eyes of yours, that flow with 
slime, 

Like two frog-pits; and those same hanging 
cheeks, 

Covered with hide instead of skin — Nay, 
help, sir’ — 

That look like frozen dish-clouts set on 
end! « 

CoTv. Or like an old smoked wall, on 
which the rain 
Ran down in streaks I 

Mos. Excellent, sir! speak out: 

You may be louder yet; a culverin^ 
Discliarged in his car would hardly bore it. 

CoTv. His nose is like a common sewer, 
still ^ running. 

Mos. ’Tis goodl And what his mouth? 

Corv. A very draught. 

Mos. 0, stop it up— 

Corv. By no moans. 

Mos. Pray you, let me: 

Faith I could stifle him rarely with a pillow 
As well as any woman that should keep ^ 
him. 

Core. Do as you will; but I’ll begone. 

Mos. Be so; w 

It is your presence makes him last so long. 

Corv. I pray you use no violence. 

Mos. No, sir! why? 

Why should you be thus scrupulous, pray 
you, sir? 

Core. Nay, at your discretion. 

Mos. Well, good sir, begone. 

Corv. I will not trouble you now to take* 
my pearl. 

Mos. Puhl nor your diamant. What a 
needless care 

Is this afflicts you? Is not all here yours? 
Am not I here, whom you have made your 
creature? 

That owe my being to you? 

^ To Corvino to join him In the abuse, 

* A small camion. 

« Kver. 

^ Nurse, 

® From Volpoiie who still elutctios it. 


Corv. Grateful Moscal 

Thou art my friend, my fellow, my com- 
panion, » 

My partner, and shall share in all my for- 
tunes. 

Mos. Excepting one. 

Cory. What’s that? 

Mos. Your gallant wife, sir. 

[Exit CoRv.l 

Now he is gone: we had no other means 
To shoot him hence but this. 

Volp. My divine Moscal 

Thou hast to-day outgone thyself, [arv- 
othcr knocks] Who’s there? 

I will be troubled with no more. Prepare 
Me music, dances, banquets, all delights; 
The Turk is not more sensual in his pleas- 
ures 

Than will Volpone. [Exit Mos.] Let me 
see; a pearl I 

A diamant 1 plate! chcquincsl Good morn- 
ing’s purchase. *» 

Why, this is better than rob churches, yet; 
Or fat,* by eating, once a month, a man. 

[Rc-cnler Mosca] 

Who is’t? 

Mos. The beauteous Lady Would-be, sir, 
Wife to the English knight, Sir Politick 
Would-be, 

(This is the style, sir, is directed me,) * 
Hath sent to know how you have slept to- 
night, 

And if you would be visited? 

Volp. Not now: 

Some three hours hence. 

Mos. I told the squire* so much. 

Volp. When I am high with mirth and 
wine; then, then: 

'Fore heaven, I wonder at the desperate 
valor »» 

Of the bold English, that they dare let loose 
Their wives to all encounters! 

Mos. Sir, this knight 

Had not his name for nothing, he is politic, 
And knows, howe’er his wife affect strange 
airs, 

She hath not yet the face to be dishonest: 
But had she Signior Corvino’s wife’s face— 
Volp. Hath she so nue a face? 

Mos. O, sir, the wonder, 

' Fatten. 

’ I Hin tot() thus to {iitroduc« her. 

* MtsseuKor. 
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The blazing star of Italy! a wench 
O’ the first year! a beauty ripe as harvest! 
Whose skin is whiter than a swan all over, 
Than silver, snow, or lilies; a soft lip, m 
Would tempt you to eternity of kissing! 
And flesh that melteth in the touch to 
blood! 

Bright as your gold, and lovely as your 
gold! 

Volp. Why had not I known this before? 
Afos. Alas, sir, 

Myself but yesterday discovered it. 

Volp. How might I see her? 

Mos. 0, not possible; 

She’s kept as warily as is your gold; 

Never do’s come abroad, never takes air 
But at a windore * All her looks are sweet. 
As the first grapes or cherries, and are 
watched ^ 

As near * as they are. 

Volp. I must see her. 

Mos. Sir, 

There is a guard of spies ten thick upon her, 
All his whole household; each of which is 
set 

Upon his fellow, and have all their charge, 
When he goes out, when he comes in, ex- 
amined. 

Volp. I will go see her, though but at her 
windore. 

Mos. In some disguise then. 

Volp. That is true; I must 

Maintain mine own shape still the same; 
we’ll think. [Exeunt] 


ACT II, SCENE I 

iSt. Marlas Place; a retired comer before 

Cor^'ino’s House] 

[Enter Sir] Poutick Would-bb, and 

Peregrine 

Sir P. Sir, to a wise man, all the world’s 
his soil: 

It is not Italy, nor France, nor Europe, 
That must bound me, if my fates call me 
forth. 

Yet, I protest, it is no salt desire 
Of seeing countries, shifting a religion. 

Nor any disaffection to the state 
Where I was bred, and unto which I owe 
' Window. » Carefully. 


My dearest plots,' hath brought me out; 
much less 

That idle, antique, stale, grey-headed proj- 
ect 

Of knowing men’s minds and manners, with 
Ulysses ! lo 

But a peculiar humor of my wife’s 
Laid for this height of Venice,* to observe. 
To quote, to learn the language, and so 
forth — 

I hope you travel, sir, with license? 

Per. Yes. 

Sir P. I dare the safelier converse — How 
long, sir, 

Since you left England? 

Per. Seven weeks. 

Sir P. So lately! 

You ha* not been with my lord ambassador? 
Per. Not yet, sir. 

Sir P. Pray you, what news, sir, vents our 
climate? * 

I heard last night a most strange thing re- 
ported 

By some of my lord’s followers, and I long » 
To hear how ’twill be seconded. 

Per. What was ’t, sir? 

Sir P. Marry, sir, of a raven that should 
build 

In a ship royal of the king’s. 

Per. [aside] This fellow, 

Do’s he gull me, trow? or is gulled? — Your 
name, sir? 

Sir P. My name is Politick Would-be. 
Per. [aside] 0, that speaks him. — 

A knight, sir? 

Sir P. A poor knight, sir. 

Per. Your lady 

Lies^ here in Venice, for intelligence 
Of tires and fashions, and behavior. 

Among the courtesans? the fine Lady 
Would-be? 

Sir P. Yes, sir; the spider and the bee 
ofttimes » 

Suck from one flower. 

Per. Good Sir Politick, 

I cry you mercy; I have heard much of 
you: 

Tis true, sir, of your raven. 

Sir P. ' On your knowledge? 

* Most cherished plans. 

> To see Venice in the height of the season. 

* What news from England. 

* Loages. 
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Per. Ye?, and your lion's whelping in the 
Tower.' 

Sir P. Another whelp? 

Per. Another, sir. 

Sir P. Now heaven I 

What prodigies be these? The fires at Ber- 
wick 1 

And the new starl these things concurring, 
strange, 

And full of omen! Saw you those meteors? 

Per. I did, sir. 

Sir P. Fearful ! Pray you, sir, 

confirm me, 

Were there three porcpices seen above the 
bridge, «> 

As they give out? 

Per. Six. and a sturgeon, sir. 

Sir P. I am astonished. 

Per. Nay, sir, be not so; 

I’ll tell you a greater prodigy than these. 

Sir P, What should these things portend? 

Per. The very day 

(Let me be sure) that I put forth from 
London, 

There was a whale discovered in the river, 
As high as Woolwich, that had waited 
there, 

Few know how many months, for the sub- 
version 

On the Stode* fleet. 

Sir P. Is’t possible? believe it, 

’Twas either sent from Spain, or the arch- 
duke’s: to 

Spinola’s whale, upon my life, my credit 1 
Will they not leave these projects?’ Worthy 
sir, 

Some other news. 

Per. Faith, Stone the fool is dead. 

And they do lack a tavern fool extremely. 

Sir P. Is Mass^ Stone dead? 

Per. H’is dead, sir; why, I hope 

You thought him not immortal? — [aside] O, 
this knight, 

Were he well kno\\Ti, would be a precious 
thing 

To fit our English stage: ho that should 
write ® 

But such a fellow, should be thought to 
feign 

Extremely, if not maliciously. 

' An actual occurrence a year or so before. The 
naven nlx>vc may cloak a topical allusion or be only 
Sir P’s affected mode of speech. 

* Near IlnnilnirK- * .Messer or Master. 

’Give up these plots. '‘Write a play on. 


Sir P. Stone dead I « 

Per. Dead. — Lordl how deeply, sir, you 
apprehend it! 

He was no kinsman to you? 

Sir P. That I know of.' 

Well! that same fellow was an unknown 
fool. 

Per. And yet you knew him, it seems? 

Sir P. I did so. Sir, 

I knew him one of the most dangerous 
heads 

Living within the state, and so I held him. 
Per. Indeed, sir? 

Sir P. While ho lived, in action, 

He has received weekly intelligence, 

Upon my knowledge, out of the Low Coun- 
tries, 

For all parts of the world, in cabbages; w 
And tiiosc dispensed again to ambassadors. 
In oranges, mu.'«k-melons, apricots, 

Lemons, pome-citrons, and such-like; some- 
times 

In Colchester oysters, and your Selsey 
cockles. 

Per. You make me wonder. 

Sir P. Sir, upon my knowledge. 

Naj', I’ve observed him, at your public 
ordinary,' 

Take his advertisement® from a traveller, 
A concealed statesman, in a trencher of 
meat ; 

And instantly, before the meal was done, 
Convey an answer in a toothpick. 

Per. Strange 1 » 

How could this be, sir? 

Sir P. Why, the meat was cut 

So like his character, and so laid as* he 
Must easily read the cipher. 

Per. I have heanl, 

He could not read, sir. 

Sir P. So ’twas given out, 

In policy, by those that did employ him: 
But he could read, and had your languages, 
And to ’t,® as so\md a noddle — 

Per. I have heard, sir, 

That your baboons were spies, and that they 
were 

A kind of subtle nation near to Chinn. 
iSir P. Ay, ay, your Mamaluehi. Faith, 

they had » 

Their hand in a French plot or two; but 
they 

‘Not that I know of. ‘That, 

’ Katinp house. » In Addition to this, 

’ Information. 
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Were so extremely given to women, as’ 
They made discovery of all: yet I 
Had my advices here, on Wednesday last, 
From one of their own coat,® they were re- 
turned. 

Made their relations,® as the fashion is, 

And now stand fair for fresh employment. 

Per. [aside] Heart! 

This Sir Pol will be ignorant of nothing. — 
It seems, sir, you know all. 

Sir P. Not all, sir; but 

I have some general notions. I do love iw 
To note and to obscn’e: though I live out. 
Free from the active torrent, yet I’ld mark 
The currents and the passages of things, 

For mine own private use; and know the 
ebbs 

And flows of state. 

Per. Believe it, sir, I hold 

Myself in no small tie * unto my fortunes, 
For casting me thus luckily upon you. 

Whose knowledge, if your bounty equal it. 
May do me great assistance, in instruction 
For my behavior, and my bearing, which no 
Is yet so rude and raw. 

Sir P. Why, came you forth 

Empty of rules for travel? 

Per. Faith, I had 

Some common ones, from out that vulgar 
grammar, 

Which he that cried * Italian to me, taught 
me. 

Sir P. Why, this it is that spoils all our 
brave bloods, 

Trusting our hopeful gentry unto pedants, 
Fellows of outside, and mere bark. A ou 
seem 

To be a gentleman of ingenuous race: 

I not profess it, but my fate hath been 
To be, where I have been consulted with, 

In this high kind," touching some great 
men’s sons. 

Persons of blood and honor. — 

Per. Who be these, sir' 

SCENE II 

[To them enter] Mosca and Nano [dis- 
guised, followed by persons unth 
materials for erecting a stage] 

Mos. Under that windore, there ’t must 
be. The same. 

‘ That. * Kind, that. ’ Reports. 

* Obligation. ‘ Spoke. 

• As to these important matters. 


Sir P. Fellow.*, to mount a bank. Did 
vour in^tructor 

to 

In the dear tongues,’ never discourse to you 
Of the Italian mountebanks? 

Per. A’es, sir. 

Sir P. Why, 

Here you shall sec one. 

Per. They are quacksalvei-s, 

Fellows that live by venting oils and drugs. 
Sir P. Was that the character he gave you 
of them? 

Per. As I remember. 

Sir P. Pit.v his ignorance. 

They are the only knowing men of Europe! 
Great general scholars, excellent physicians, 
Most admired statesmen, professed favor- 


ites, " 

And cabinet counsellors to the greatest 

princes; 

The only languaged men of all the world! 

Per. And, I have heard, they are most 
lewd® impostors; 

Made all of terms and shreds; no less be- 
liefs 

Of great men’s favors, than their owro vile 
med’eines; 

Which they will utter upon monstrous 
oaths; 

Selling that drug for twopence, ere they part, 

Which they have valued at twelve crowns 
before. 

Sir P. Sir, calumnies are answered best 
with silence. “ 

Yourself shall judge.— Who is it mounts, 
my friends? 

Mos. Scoto of Mantua,® sir. 

Sir P. Is’t he? Nay, then 

I’ll proudly promise, sir, you shall behold 

Another man than has been phant’sied ’ to 
you. 

I wonder yet, that he should mount his bank. 

Here in this nook, that has been wont t’ 
appear 

In face of the Piazza!— Here he comes. 

[Enter Volpone, disguised as a mountebank 
Doctor, and followed by a crowd of 

people] 


Volp. Mount, zany. 
Grege^ Follow, follow, 


[To Nano] 
follow, follow! 


* Modern languages. ‘ 

s An Italian jug^^Ier, then in England. 

* Imagined. , , j 

“Jonson’s classical word for the crowd. 
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Sir P . Soc how the people follow him! 
li’is a man 

May write ten thousand crowns in bank 
here. Note, 3o 

fVoLPONE s/offc] 

Mark but his tiesture; — I do use to observe 
The state he keeps in petting up. 

’Tis worth it, sir. 
y olp. Most noble gentlemen, and my 
worthy patrons I It may seem strange that 
I, >oiir Scoto Alantuano, who was ever wont 
to fi.x iny bank in the face of the public 
Piazza, near the j^helfer of the Portico to 
the Procuratia.* should now. after eight 
months’ absence from this illu.<tnous city 
of Venice, humbly retire inv.self into an io 
obscure nook of the Piazza.’ 

Sir P. Did not I now object the same? 

,j Peace, sir. 

\ olp. Let me tell you: I am not, ns 
your Lombard proverb saith, cold on my 
feet; or content to part with my commodi- 
ties at a cheaper rate than I [arn] accus- 
tomed: look not for it. Nor that the cal- 
umnious reports of that impudent detractor, 
and shame to our profession (Alessandro 
Buttone, I mean), who gave out. in pub- w 
lie, I was condoinnod a to the 

galleys, for poisoning the Cardinal Bembo’s 
—cook, hath at all attached, much Ies.s de- 
jected me. No. no, worthy gentlemen; to 
ted you true, I cannot endure to see the 
rabble of these ground clarlitani,'* that 
spread their cloaks on the pavement, as if 
they meant to do feats of activity, and 
then come in lamely, with their m’ouldv 
tales out of Boccaccio. like stale Taba- iw 
rine, the fabulist:* some of them discours- 
ing their travel.s, and of their tedious cap- 
tivity in the Turks’ galleys, when, indeed, 
were the truth known, they were the Chris- 
tians’ gallcy.s, where very temperately they 
cat bread, and drunk water, a.s a wholesome 
penance, enjoined them by their confessors 
for ba^'^e pilferies/ 

Sir P. Note but his bearing, and contempt 
of the.se. 

Votp 'Tliese turdy-facy-nasty-paty- 70 
lousy-fartical roKiios, with onv poor groats- 
worth of unprepared antimony, finely 

* Residence of the procurators 
’ With har<I hihor. 

^ Small impostors. 

♦A French inoiintelxuik whose jests were pub- 

J J sl IC * 


wrapped up in several scartoedos* are able 
very well, to kill their twenty a week, and 
play; yet these meagre, starved spirits, who 
have half stopped the organs of their minds 
with earthy oppilations,* want not their 
favorers among your shrivelled salad-eating 
artisans, who are overjoyed that they may 
have their half-pc’rth of physic; though » 

it purge ’hern into another world, it makes 
no matter.’ 

3 (r P. Excellent I ha’ you heard better 
language, sir? 

Volp ‘Weil. let ’hem go. And, gentle- 
men, honorable gentlemen, know, that for 
tins time, our bank, being thus removed 
from the clamors of the cnnaglia? shall be 
the .ccene of pleasure and delight; for I 
have nothing to sell, little or nothing to 

Sir P . I told you, sir, his end. 

f"- , Vou did so, sir. 

y olp. 1 protest. I, and my six servants, 
are not able to make of this precious liquor, 
so fast us it IS fetched away from my lodg- 
ing by gentlemen of your city; strangers 
of the terra-firma;* worshipful merchants; 
ii.v, and senators too: who. ever since my 
arnvai. have ilotained mo to their uses, by 
tlieir splendidous liberalities. And worthily; 
or. what avails your rich man to have 100 
ns magazines stuffed with inoscadcUi, or of 
le purc^t grape, when his physicians pre- 
^'cnbe him. on pain of death, to drink noth- 
mg but water cocted ’ with aniseeds? O, 
H-alth, health! the blessing of the richl 
he riches of the poorl who can buy thee 
at. too dear a rate, since there is no enjoying 
tins world without thee? Be not then so 
sparing of your purses, honorable gentlemen, 
as to abridge the natural course of life”— no 
Icr. I ou see his end. 

f-^/ ■ good? 

For when a humid flux, or ca- 
tairh. by the mutability of air. falls from 
.^our liead into an arm or shoulder, or any 
of icr pjit, take you a ducket, or your 
‘■Imqnin of gol.i. „nd apply to the place 
alfecteiL^see what good effect it can work, 
Ao. no. (is (his ble.s.>;ed un{juvnto^ this rare 
extraction, (hat hatli only power to dis- 
por.<e all malignant humors, that proceed 1=0 


papers, envelopes. 

* Ot>st met ions. 

* frow.l. 


* Main land. 

* Boiled down. 
" Ointment. 
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either of hot, cold, moist, or windy 
causes — ’ 

Per. I would he had put in dry too. 

Sir P. Praj' you. observe. 

Volp. ‘To fortify the most indigest and 
crude stomach, ay, were it of one that, 
through extreme weakness, vomited blood, 
applying only a warm napkin to the place, 
after the unction and fricace,* — for the 
vertigine “ in the head, putting but a drop 
into your nostrils, likewise behind the m 
ears; a most sovereign and approved rem- 
edy; the mal caduco^ cramps, convulsions, 
paralysies, epilepsies, trcmor-cordia, retired 
nerves, ill vapors of the spleen, stoppings of 
the liver, the stone, the st^angur>^ hernia 
veniosa, iliaca, passio;* stops a dysenteria 
immediately; easeth the torsion of the small 
guts; and cures melancholia hypondriaca, 
being taken and applied, according to my 
printed receipt. {Pointing to his bill ® i*o 
and his vial.) For this is the physician, this 
the medicine; this counsels, this cures; this 
gives the direction, this works the effect; 
and, in sum, both together may be termed 
an abstract of the theoric and practic in the 
dSsculapian art. Twill cost you eight 
crowns. And,— Zan Fritada,® prithee sing 
a verse extempore in honor of it.’ 

Sir P. How do you like him, sir? 

Per. Most strangely, I! 

Sir P. Is not his language rare? 

Per. But' alchemy, »» 

I never heard the like; or Broughton’s 
books.* 

[Nano sings] 

Had old Hippocrates, or Galen, 

That to their books put med’eines all in, 
But known this secret, they had never 
( 0 / which they will be guilty ever) 

Been murderers of so much paper. 

Or wasted many a hurtless taper; 

Ho Indian drug had e'er been famed, 
Tobacco, sassafras not named; 

He yet of guacum^ one small stick, sir, w 
Hor Raymond Lully's"^ great elixir. 

He had been known the Danish Gonswart, 
Or ParacelsxLS, with his long sword. 

'Salve. * Dizziness. » Epilepsy. ^ Colic. 

* Advertisement, poster. 

Volpone’s name for Nano. 

[ Except. 

• Mystical comments on the Old Testament. 

• A resinous drug. 

* A famous alchemist. 


Per. All this, yet, will not do; eight 
crowns is high. 

Volp. ‘No more. — Gentlemen, if I had 
but time to discourse to you the miraculous 
effects of this my oil, surnamed oglio del 
Scoto; with the countless catalogue of those 
I have cured of th’ aforesaid, and many 
more diseases; the patents and privileges m 
of all the princes and commonwealths of 
Christendom; or but the depositions of 
those that appeared on my part, before the 
signiory of the Sanita and most learned 
College of Physicians; where I was author- 
ized, upon notice taken of the admirable 
virtues of my medicaments, and mine own 
excellency in matter of rare and unknown 
secrets, not only to disperse them publicly 
in this famous city, but in all the terri- iso 
tones, that happily joy under the govern- 
ment of the most pious and magnificent 
states of Italy. But may some other gal- 
lant fellow say, 0 , there be divers that 
make profession to have as good, and as 
experimented receipts as yours: indeed, 
very many have assayed, like apes, in imi- 
tation of that, which is really and essen- 
tially in me, to make of this oil; bestowed 
great cost in furnaces, stills, alembics, m 
continual fires, and preparation of the in- 
gredients (as indeed there goes to it six 
hundred several simples,* besides some 
quantity of human fat, for the conglutina- 
tion, which we buy of the anatomists), but 
when these practitioners come to the last 
decoction, blow, blow, puff, puff, and all 
flies in fumo: ha, ha, hal Poor wretches! 

I rather pity their folly and indiscretion, 
than their loss of time and money; for roo 
these may be recovered by industry: but 
to be a fool born, is a disease incurable. 

For myself, I always from my youth 
have endeavored to get the rarest secrets, 
and book them, either in exchange, or for 
money: I spared nor cost nor labor, where 
anything was worthy to be learned. And 
gentlemen, honorable gentlemen, I will un- 
dertake by virtue of chymical art, out of 
the honorable hat that covers your head, 210 
to extract the four elements; that is to 
say, the fire, air, water, and earth, and 
return you your felt without burn or stain. 
For, whilst others have been at the balloo,’ 

^ Herbs. 

^ A popular Italian game of ball. 
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I have been at my book; and am now past 
the crappy paths of study, and come to the 
flowery plains of honor and reputation.' 

Sir P. I do assure you. sir. that is his aim. 
Volp. ‘But to our price — ’ 

^ And (hat withal.* Sir Pol. 
\ olp. oil all know, honorable gen- ai-o 
tiemen, I never valued tlii.-? ampulla, or vial, 
at less than eiglit crowns; but for this time.' 
I am content to be deprived of it for six;’ 
six crowns is (lie price, and less in courtesy 
I know you cannot offer me; take it or 
leave it. liowsoover. both it and I am at 
your service. I a.-<k you not as the value 
of the thing, for then I should demand of 
you a thousand crowns, so tlie Cardinals 
Montalto. Fernesc. the great Duke of 
Tuscany, my gossip,^ with divers other 
princes, have given me; but I despise 
money. Only to show my affection to 
you, honorable gentlemen, and your illus- 
trious Slate here, I have negiected the 
me.s.sagos of tliesc i)rinces. mine own olfices,® 
framed my journey hither, only to present 
you with the fruits of my travel.^.— Tunc 
your voices once more to the touch of your 
instruments, and gii'e the lionorable as- =io 
scmbly some delightful recreation.’ 

Per. What monslrou.-^ and most painful 
circuiui^tanco 

Is here, to pet some three or four gazettes^ 
Some threepence in the whole! for that 
'twill come to. 

[N.\.\o .simjs] 


} ou that would la.st long, list to my song, 
Make no more coil, but buy of this oil 
H'ould you be ever fair and young/ 

Stout of teeth, and strong of tongue? 

Tart of palate? quick of ear? 

Sharp of sight? of nostril clear? 

Moist of hand? and light of foot? 

Or, I will come nearer to't, 

}yould you lire free from all diseases? 

Do the act your mistress pleases, 
let fright all nrhes^ from your bones? 
it ere s a med'eine for the nones.* 


no 


Volp. ‘Well, I am in a humor at this 
time to make a present of the small quan- 


' And that rspocially. 
^ Farniliiir frh nd. 


* A trifling Italhni coin, 
I ) i ssy I ] a I ft| V (I 
® Vnr tlio purpose. 


tity my coffer contains; to the rich in 
courtesy, and to the poor for God’s sao 
sake. Wherefore now mark; I asked you 
six crowns; and six crowns, at other times, 
you have paid me; you shall not give me 
SIX crowns, nor five, nor four, nor three, 
nor two, nor one; nor half a ducat: no[ 
nor a moccinigo.^ Six-pense it will cost you! 
or six hundred pound — expect no lower 
price, for. by the banner of my front, I will 
not bate a hnf/atme.*— that I will have, only, 
a pledge of >'our loves, to carry some- fni 
thing from amongst you. to show I am not 
contemned by you. Therefore, now, toss 
your handkerchiefs, cheerfully, cheerfully 
nnd be advertised, that the first heroic spirit 
that deigns to grace me with a handkerchief, 
I will give it a little remembrance of some- 
thing. beside, .'^hall please it better than if 
I had presented it with a double pistolet.” 

that heroic spark, Sir 

Celia, at a uindow fabore], 
throws down her handkerchief 

O, see, the windore has prevented* you. 

^ olp. Lady, I kiss your bounty; and 
for this timi‘ly grace you have done your 
poor Scoto of Mantua. I will return you. 
over and above my oil, a secret of that high 
and inc.stiinable nature, shall make you for 
ever enamored on that minute, wherein 
your eye first descended on so mean, yet 
not altogether to be despised, an object, 
llcre IS a poulder concealed in this paper, 
ol which, if I should speak to the worth,* «» 
nine tliousaiul volumes were but as one 
page that page ns a line, that line as a 
uord; so short is this pilgrimage of man 
(which some call life) to the expressing of 
It. Would I reflect on the price? why, the 
uholc world IS but ns an empire, that era- 
Pno as a province, that province as a bank, 
that bank ijs a private purse to the purchase 
of It. I Hill only tell you; it is the poulder 
lull Uiado \cnus n goddess (given her «. 

Minis nile.l her skin, colored her hair; from 
licr derived to Helen, and' at the sack of 

i A 

A Kolil piece* 

• AnticipaU'tl you, 

•Vulue it truly. 
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Troy unfortunately lost: till now, in this 
our age, it was as happily recovered, by a 
studious antiquary, out of some ruins of 
Asia, who sent a moiety of it to the court 
of France (but much sophisticated), where- 
with the ladies there now color their 3«o 
hair. The rest, at this present, remains 
with me; extracted to a quintessence: so 
that, wherever it but touches, in youth it 
perpetually preseiwes, in age restores the 
complexion; seats your teeth, did they 
dance like virginal jacks,* firm as a wall: 
makes them white as ivory, that were black 
as — ’ 

SCENE III 

[To them enter] Corvino 

Cor. Spite o’ the devil, and my shame! 
come down here; 

Come down; — No house but mine to make 
your scene? 

He beats away the mountebank, etc. 
Signior Flaminio, will you down, sir? down? 
What, is my wife your Franciscina, sir? 

No windores on the whole Piazza, here, 

To make your properties, but mine? but 
mine? 

Heart ! ere to-morrow I shall be new chris- 
tened, 

And called the Pantalone di besogniosi^ 
About the town. 

Per. What should this mean, Sir Pol? 
Sir P. Some trick of state, believe it; I 
will home. 

Per. It may be some design on you. 

Sir P. 1 know not. 

Pll stand upon my guard. 

Per. It is your best, sir. 

Sir P. This three weeks, all my advices, 
all my letters. 

They have been intercepted. 

Per. Indeed, sir! 

Best have a care. 

Sir P. Nay, so I will 

Per. This knight, 

I may not lose him, for my mirth, till 
night. 

[Exeunt] 

^ The pieces of wood which caused the quills to 
pluck the strings of a virginal* 

* Fool of beggars. 


SCENE IV 

[A Room in Volpone's House] 

[Enter] Vou’one and Mosca 

Volp. O, I am wounded! 

Mos. Where, sir? 

Tolp. Not without: 

Those blows were nothing: I could bear 
them ever. 

But angry Cupid, bolting from her eyes, 
Hath shot himself into me like a flame; 
Where now he flings about his burning lieat, 
As in a furnace an ambitious fire, 

Whose vent is stopped. The fight is all 
within me. 

I cannot live, except thou help me, Mosca; 
Mj' liver melts, and I. without the hope 
Of some soft air, from her reireshing breath, 
Am but a heap of cinders. 

Mos. ’Las, good sir, n 

Would j’ou had never seen her! 

Voip. Nay, would thou 

Hadst never told me of her! 

Mos. Sir, ’tis true; 

I do confess I was unfortunate, 

And you unhappy; but I’m bound in con- 
science, 

No less than duty, to effect my best 
To your release of torment, and I will, sir. 
Volp. Dear Mosca, shall I hope? 

Mos. Sir, more than dear, 

I will not bid you to despair of aught 
Within a human compass. 

Volp. 0, there spoke m 

My better angel. Mosca, take my keys, 
Gold, plate, and jewels, all’s at thy devo- 
tion; 

Employ them how thou wilt: nay, coin me 
too: 

So thou in this but crown my longings, 
Mosca. 

Mos. Use but your patience, 

Volp. So I have. 

Mos. I doubt not 

To bring success to your desires. 

Volp. Nay, then, 

I not repent me of my late disguise. 

Mos. If you can horn him, sir, you need 
not. 

Volp. True; 

Besides, I never meant him for my heir. — 
Is not the color o’ my beard and eyebrows » 
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To make me known? 

Mo.'s. No jot. 

Volp. I did it well. 

Mo.-i. So well, would I could follow* you 
in mine, 

With half the happino.'^?^ ! and yet I would 
Es^capc your cpilopuc.' 

Volp. [Grimachifj] Hut were they gulled 
With a belief that 1 was Scoto? 

Mos. ^ir, 

Scoto himself could hardly have distin- 
guished I 

I have not time to flatter you now. we'll 
part: 

An<l us I prosper, so applaud my art. 

[Excuul] 

SCENE V 

[A Room in Corvhw'fi Iloim] 

[Enter] CoHViNO. [u'ilh hi'i sword in his 
hand, dragging m] Celi.a 

Cori^. Death of mine honor, with the 
city’s fool! 

A juggling, tooth-drawing, prating mounte- 
bank I 

And at a public windorel whore, whilst he. 
With hid strained action, and his dole of 
faces, 

To hi.s drug-lecture draws your itching ears, 
A crew* of old, unmarried, noted lechers, 
Stood leering up like .satyrs: and you .smile 
Most graciously, and fan your favors forth. 
To give your hot spectators satisfaction! • 
What. was your mountebank their call? 

their whistle? lo 

Or were you enamored on his copper rings, 
His .saffron jewel, with the toadstone in't, 

Or his embroidered suit, with the cope- 
stitch. 

Made of a hearse cloth? or his old tilt- 
feather? 

Or his starched beard! Well you shall have 
him. yes! 

He shall come home, and minister unto you 
The fricacc^ for the mother.* Or, let me 
see, 

I think you’d rather mo»int ; would you not 
mount ? 

Why, if you’ll mount, you may; yes, truly, 
you may! 

* Ilis bcatiiiK by Conino. 

a Salve. * Hysteria, 


And so you may bo seen, do^vn to th’ foot. 
Get you a cittern, Lady Vanity, n 

And be a dealer with the virtuous man; 
Make one: I’ll but protest myself a cuckold, 
And save your dowry'. I’m a Dutchman, I! 
For if you thought me an Italian, 

You would be damned ere you did this, you 
whore! 

Thou'dst tremble, to imagine, that the , 
murder 

Of father, mother, brother, all thy race, 

Should follow, as the subject of my justice. 
C(7. Good sir. have patience. 

Corv. What couldst thou propose* 

Less to thys«'lf. lh:m in this heat of wrath. «i 
And stung with my dishonor. I should strike 
This steel into thee, with as many stabs 
As thou wert gazetl upon with goatish eyes? 
Ccl. Alas, sir, be appeased! I could not 
think 

My being at the windore should more now 
Move your impatience than at other times. 
Corv. No! not to seek and entertain a 
parley 

With a known knave, before a multitude! 
You were an actor with your handkerchief, «> 
Which he most sweetly kissed in the receipt, 
.\nd might, no doubt, return it with a letter. 
And point the place where you might meet; 
yo\>r sister's, 

Your mother’s, or your aunt’s might serve 
the turn. 

C<7. Why, dear sir, when do I make these 
excuses? 

Or ever stir abroad, but to the church? 

And that so seldom — 

Con*. Well, it shall be less; 

.\nd thy restraint before was liberty. 

To what I now decree: and therefore mark 
mo. 

First, I will have this bawdy light* dammed 

up: » 

And till’t be done, some two or three yards 
off. 

I’ll chalk a line; o'er which if thou but 
chance 

To set thy desp’mtc foot, more hell, more 
horror, 

More' wild remoi’seless rage shall seize on 
thee. 

Than on a conjuror that had heedless left 
His circle’s safety ere his devil was laid. 

‘ Expi'ct. 3 Window. 
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Then here’s a lock which I will hang upon 
thee, 

And, now I think on’t, I will keep thee 
backwards ; 

Thy lodging shall be backwards; thy walks 
backwards ; 

Thy prospect, all be backwards; and no 
pleasure, « 

That thou shalt know but backwards: nay, 
since you force 

My honest nature, know, it is your own. 
Being too open, makes me use you thus: 
Since you will not contain your subtle nos- 
trils 

In a sweet room, but they must snuff the air 
Of rank and sweaty passengers.* {Knock 
within) One knocks. 

Away, and be not seen, pain of thy life; 
Nor look toward the window ; if thou dost — 
Nay, stay, hear this — let me not prosper, 
whore. 

But I will make thee an anatomy.* « 
Dissect thee mine own self, and read a 
lecture 

Upon thee to the city, and in public. 

Away 1— Who’s there? [Exit Ceu.a] 

[Enter Servant] 

Serv. Tis Signior Mosca, sir. 

SCENE VI 

CoRviNO, [enter] Mosca 

Coru. Let him come in. [Exit Serv.] 
His master’s dead; there’s yet 
Some good to help the bad. — My Mosca, 
welcome 1 
I guess your news. 

Mos. I fear you cannot, sir. 

Corv. Is’t not his death? 

Mos. Rather the contrary. 

Corv. Not his recovery? 

Mos. Yes, sir. 

Corv. I am cursed, 

I am bewitched, my crosses meet to vex me. 
How? how? how? how? 

Afos. ‘ Why, sir, with Scoto’s oil; 

Corbaccio and Voltore brought of it, 

Whilst I was busy in an inner room — 

Corv. Death! that damned mountebank! 
but for the law 

* Passers by. 


Now, I could kill the rascal: it cannot be 
His oil should have that virtue. Ha’ not I 
Known him a common rogue, come fiddling 
in 

To th’ osieria,' with a tumbling w'hore. 
And, when he has done all his forced tricks, 
been glad 

Of a poor spoonful of dead wine, with flies 
in’t? 

It cannot be. All his ingredients 
Are a sheep’s gall, a roasted bitch’s marrow, 
Some few sod * eanvigs, pounded cater- 
pillars, 

A little capon’s grease, and fasting spittle: * 
I know ’hem to a dram. 

Mos. I know not, sir; si 

But some on’t, there, they poured into his 
ears. 

Some in his nostrils, and recovered him; 
Applying but the fricace. 

Cort^. Pox o’ that fricace!^ 

Afos. And since, to seem the more of- 
ficious 

And flatt’ring of his health, there, they have 
had, 

At extreme fees, the college of physicians 
Consulting on him, how they might restore 
him; 

Where one would have a cataplasm * of 
spices, » 

Another a flayed ape clapped to his breast, 
A third would ha’ it a dog, a fourth an oil, 
With wild cats’ skins: at last, they all re- 
solved 

That to preser\’e him, was no other means 
But some young woman must be straight 
sought out. 

Lusty, and full of juice, to sleep by him; 
And to this sendee most unhappily. 

And most unwillingly, am I now employed. 
Which here I thought to pre-acquaint you 
with, 

For your advice, since it concerns you most; 
Because I would not do that thing might 
cross *0 

Your ends, on whom I have my sole de- 
pendence, sir; 

Yet, if I do it not, they may delate * 

My slackness to my patron, work me out 
Of his opinion; and there all your hopes, 

' Inn. 

^Sodden or boiled. . ^ 

» These preposterous ingredients are not Jonson*s 
fancy but based on study. 

♦ Salve. Poultice. * Blaine. 


* Dead body. 
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or w l)ut.'«oover. arc all frustrate! 

1 do hut tell you, sir. Besides, they arc all 
Now slnvinp who shall fust present him; 
thei(‘for( — 

1 could entreat you. briefly conclude somc- 
uhaf : 

cut. ’ them if you can. 

Corv. Death to iny hopes! 

This i.s luy villainous hutune! Be?t to liirc 
Some common eourte.'aii. 

Mas. Ay, I tiioufiht on that, sir; oi 

But they ajo all .<o subtle, full of art — 

And afie apain dotinn and flc'xihle, 

So as — I cannot tell — we may, perchance, 
hitilit on a quean may cheat us all. 

Tore. 'Tis true. 

Mofi. No. no: it must be one that lias no 
tricks, sir, 

Some simple tiling, a creature made unto 
it; * 

Some wench j’ou may command. Ha’ you 
no kinswoman? 

Godso — Think, think, think, think, think, 
think, think, sir. 

One o’ the doctors offered there his daugh- 
ter. «o 

Con‘. How! 

Mo.^. Yes, Signior Lupo, the physician. 

('ori'. His daughter! 

Mo.-<. And a virgin, sir. Why, alas, 

He knows the state of's body, what it is; 
d'liat nought can warm his blood, sir, but a 
fever; 

Nor any incantation raise hi.s spirit: 

.V long forget fulne.<s hath seized that part. 
Besnh's, sir. who shall know it? some one 
or two — 

Cori'. I pray thee give me leave. [Walks 
(isitli 1 If any man 

But I had had this luck — The thing in’t self, 
1 know, is nothing — Whi'refore should not I 
.\s well command lu)' blood and my alTcc- 
! ions'' Ti 

.\s this dull doctor? In the point of honor, 
I’he ca>es are all one <jf wife and daughter. 

Mos. I hear him coming.* 

Corr. She siiall do’t: ’tis done. 

Slight! if this tloctor, who is not engaged, 
Unle.-^s ’t be for his counsel, which is noth- 
ing, 

OlTer his daughter, what sliould I, that am 

* ATiticipBte. 

‘ My n*lii(ioiis anti (tmso tlear to me.J 

* Kalliii^ into niy triip. 


So deeply in? I will prevent him: Wretch! 
Covetous wretch! — Mosca, I have deter- 
mined. 

Mos. How, sir? 

Corv. We’ll make all sure. The party 
you wot of w 

Shall bo mine own wife, Mosca. 

Mo.-<. Sir, the thing, 

But that I would not .«eem to counsel you, 

I should have motioned* to you, at the 
first : 

And make your count, you have cut all 
their throats.’ 

Why, ’tis directly taking a possession! 

And in his next fit, we may let him go. 

’Tis but to pull the pillow from his head, 
And he is throttled; it had been done be- 
fore 

But for your scrupulous doubts. 

Corr. Ay, a plague on’t, 

My con.'icicnce fools my wit I Well, I’ll be 
brief «> 

And so be thou, lest they should be before 
\i.s: 

Go home, prepare him, tell him with what 
zeal 

And willingness I do it: swear it was 
On the first hearing, as thou mayst do, 
truly. 

Mine own free motion. 

Mos. Sir, I warrant you, 

I’ll so possess him with it, that the rest 
Of his sfarvctl clituds shall be banished all; 
And only you ^“cci^■el^. But come not, sir, 
Until 1 send, for 1 have something else 
To ripen for your good, you must not 
know’t. 

Corv. But do not yo\i forget to send now. 

Mos. • Fear not. 

[Fxd] 

SCENE VII 

Corr. Where are you, wife? my Celia! 
wife ! 

lA'u/cr CeliaI 

What, blubbering? 
Como, dry those tears. I tlunk thou 
thought’s! me in earnest; 

Ha! hy this light I talked so but to try 
thee: 

* SugRCStl-«l. 

* lU* (vriain, if yovj do tills, you will have beaten 
them nil. 
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Methinks, the lightness of the occasion 
Should ha’ confirmed thee. Come, I am 
not jealous. 

Cel No? 

Corv. Faith I am not, I. nor never was; 
It is a poor unprofitable humor. 

Do not I know, if women have a will, 
They’ll do ’gainst all the watches o’ the 
world, 

And that the fiercest spies are tamed with 
gold? 

Tut, I am confident in thee, thou shalt see’t ; 
And see I’ll give thee cause too, to believe 
it. 

Come kiss me. Go, and make thee ready 
straight, 

In all thy best attire, thy choicest jewels. 
Put ’hem all on, and, with ’hem, thy best 
looks : 

We are invited to a solemn feast. 

At old Volpone’s, where it shall appear 
How far I am free from jealousy or fear. 

[Exeunt] 

ACT III, SCENE I 
[A Street] 

Enter Mosca 

Mos. I fear I shall begin to grow in love 
With my dear self, and my most prosp’rous 
parts. 

They do so spring and burgeon; I can feel 
A whimsy i’ my blood: I know not how. 
Success hath made me wanton. I could 
skip 

Out of my skin now, like a subtle snake, 

I am so limber. 0! your parasite 
Is a most precious thing, dropped from 
above, 

Not bred ’mongst clods and clodpoles, here 
on earth. 

I muse, the mystery ' was not made a 

science, “ 

It is so liberally professed! Almost 
All the wise world is little else, in nature, 
Put parasites or sub-parasites. And yet 
I mean not those that have your bare town- 
art, 

To know who’s fit to feed ’hem; have no 
house. 

No family, no care, and therefore mould 

* Profession. 


Tales for men’s ears, to bait that sense;* 
or get 

Kitchen-invention, and some stale receipts 
To please the belly, and the groin; nor 
those, 

With their court dog-tricks, that can fawr 
and fleer, » 

Make their revenue out of legs and faces,* 
Echo my lord, and lick away* a moth: 

But your fine elegant rascal, that can rise 
And stoop, almost together, like an arrow; 
Shoot through the air as nimbly as a star; 
Turn short as doth a swallow; and be here, 
And there, and here, and yonder, all at 
once; 

Present to any humor, all occasion; 

And change a visor swifter than a thought! 
This is the creature had the art born with 
him; » 

Toils not to learn it. but doth practise it 
Out of most excellent nature: and such 
sparks 

Are the true parasites, others but their 
zanies. 

SCENE II 

Mosca, [enter] Bonario 

Who's this? Bonario, old Corbaccio’s son? 
The person I was bound to seek. Fair sir, 
You are happ’Iy met. 

Bon. That cannot be by thee. 

Mos. Why, sir? 

Bon. Nay, pray thee know 

thy way, and leave me: 

I would be loath to interchange discourse 
With such a mate^ as thou art, 

Mos. Courteous sir, 

Scorn not my poverty. 

Bon. Not I, by heaven; 

But thou shalt give me leave to hate thy 
baseness. 

Mos. Baseness! 

Bon. Ay, answer me, is not thy sloth 
Sufficient argument? thy flattery? lo 

Thy means of feeding? 

fifos. Heaven be good to me! 

These imputations are too common, sir, 
And eas’ly stuck on virtue when she’s poor. 
You are unequal * to me, and howe’er 

iThe love of gossip. ‘Fellow. 

3 Bows and smiles. ‘Unjust. 

» Brush oU. 
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Vour sentence may be righteous, yet you 
arc not, 

That, ere you know me, thus proceed in 
censjire ; 

St. Mark bear witnc.ss ’gainst you, ’tis in- 
human. [U’erpil 

Bon. [nfndc] Whatl do’s he weep? the 
sign is soft and good. 

I do repent me that I was so harsh. 

Mos. Tis true, that, swayed by strong 
necessity, ^ 

I am enforced to cat my careful broad 
With too much obsequy;^ 'tis true, beside, 
That I am fain to spin mine own poor 
raiment 

Out of my mere observance.* being not born 
To a free fortune: but tliat I have done 
Base oHices, in rending friends asunder, 
Dividing families, betraying counsels. 
Whispering false lies, or mining men with 
praises. 

Trained* their credulity with perjuries, 
Corrupted chastity, or am in love «> 

With mine own tender ease, but would not 
rather 

Prove the most rugged and laborious course. 
That might redeem my present estimation. 
Bet mo here perish, in all hope of goo<lness. 
Bon. [a.w/r] This cannot be a person- 
ated passion. — 

I was to blame, so to mistake thy nature; 
'Pray thee forgive me: and speak out thy 
bus’ness. 

Mos. Sir, it concerns you; and though I 
may seem 

At first to make a main ofTence in manners, 
And in my gratitude unto my master; 

Vet for tlje ptire love which I bear all right, 
And hatred of the wrong, I must reveal it. 
This very hour your father is in purpose 
To jlisinherit you — 

Bon. Howl 

A/os. And thrust j'oii forth. 

As a mere stranger to his blood: 'tis true, 
sir. 

The work no way engageth me, but, as 
I claim an interest in the general state 
Of goodness and true virtue, which I hear 
T’ abound in you ; and for wliich more re- 
spect. 

Without a second aim. sir, I have done it. w 
Bon. This talc hath lost thee much of the 
late trust 

' Obsecjukiusnoss. * Scn'ico. 


Thou hadst with me; it is impossible: 

I know not how to lend it any thought, 

My father should be so \innatural. 

A/os. It is a confidence that well becomes 
Your piety: * and formed, no doubt, it is 
From your own simple innocence: which 
makes 

Your wrong more monstrous and abhorred. 
But, sir, 

I now will tell you more. This very minute. 

It is, or will be doing; and if you » 
Shall be but pleased to go with me, I’ll 
bring you, 

I dare not say where you shall see, but 
where 

Your ear shall be a witness of the deed. 
Hear yourself written bastard, and professed 
The common issue of the earth. 

Bon. I'm mazed! 

Mos. Sir, if I do it not, draw your just 
sword. 

And score your vengeance on my front and 
face ; 

Mark me your villain: you have too much 
wrong. 

And I do siifTer for you, sir. My heart 
Weeps blood in anguish — 

Bon. Lead; I follow thee. «• 

[Exeunt] 

SCENE III 

ti4 Room in Volponc's House] 

[Enter] Volpone, N.\no, Anoroqyno, 

Castronb 

VoIp. Mosca stays long, methinks. Bring 
forth your sports, 

And help to make the wretched time more 
sweet. 

A'an. Dwarf, fool, and eunuch, well met 
hero we be. 

A question it were now. whether of us three, 
Being all the known delicates of a rich man. 
In pleasing him, claim the precedency can? 

Cas. I claim for myself. 

Ami. And so doth the fool. 

A’an. Tis foolish indeed: let me set you 
both to school. 

First for your dwarf, he’s little and witty, 
And everything, as* it is little, is pretty; »« 
Else why do men say to a creature of my 
shape, 

’ Filial affection. 


* I.urod. 


* Bocsiuse. 
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So soon as they see him, ‘It’s a pretty little 
ape’? 

And why a pretty ape, but for pleasing imi- 
tation 

Of greater men’s actions, in a ridiculous 
fashion? 

Beside, this feat' body of mine doth not 
crave 

Half the meat, drink, and cloth, one of your 
bulks will have. 

Admit your fool’s face be the mother of 
laughter, 

Yet, for his brain, it must always come 
after ; 

And though that do feed him, it’s a pitiful 
case, 

His body is beholding to such a bad face. » 

One knocks 

Volp. Who’s there? my couch; awayl 
look I Nano, see: 

[Exeunt And. and Cas. 

Give me my caps first — go, inquire. [Exit 
Nano] Now, Cupid, 

Send it be Mosca, and with fair return! 

Nan. [mthinl It is the beauteous 
madam — 

Volp. Would-be,— is it? 

Nan. The same. 

Volp. Now torment on me! 

Squire her in; 

For she will enter, or dwell here for ever: 

Nay, quickly. [Retires to his couch] That 
my fit were past! I fear 

A second hell too, that my loathing this 

Will quite expel my appetite to the other : “ 

Would she were taking now her tedious 
leave. » 

Lord, how it threats me what I am to 
suffer I 

SCENE IV 

[To him enter] Nano [with] Lady Poli- 
tick W0UU)-BB 

Ead.y P. \ thank you, good sir. Pray you 
signify 

Unto your patron I am here. — ^This band 

Shows not my neck enough, — I trouble you, 
sir; 

Let me request you bid one of my women 

Come hither to me. In good faith, I am 
dressed 

* l>aiiity. * Celia. 


Most favorably to-day! It is no matter: 
Tis well enough. 

[Enter 1 W.uting-W'OMAn] 

Look, sec these petulant things, 
How they have done this! 

Volp. [aside] I do feel the fever 

Entering in at mine ears; 0, for a charm, 
To fright it hence! 

Lady P. Come nearer: is this curl lo 
In his' right place, or this? Why is this 
higher 

Than all the rest? You ha’ not washed 
your eyes yet ! 

Or do they not stand even i’ your head? 
Where is your fellow? call her. 

[Exit 1 Woman] 

j^an. Now, St. Mark 

Deliver us! anon she’ll beat her women, 
Because her nose is red. 

[Re-enter 1 with 2 Woman] 

Lady P. I pray you view 

This tire,' forsooth: are all things apt, or no? 

1 Worn. One hair a little here sticks out, 
forsooth. 

Lady P. Does’t so, forsooth, and where 
was your dear’ sight, 

When it did so, forsooth! What now! bird- 
eyed? * 

And you, too? Pray you, both approach 
and mend it. 

Now, by that light I muse y’are not 
ashamed! 

I, that have preached these things so oft 
unto you. 

Read you the principles, argued all the 
grounds. 

Disputed every fitness, every grace, 

Called you to counsel of so frequent dress- 
ings — 

Nan. [aside] More carefully than of your 
fame or honor. 

Lady P. Made you acquainted what an 
ample dowry 

The knowledge of these things would be 
unto you, 

Able alone to get you noble husbands » 
At your return : and you thus to neglect it ! 

, ug » Heatl-dress. * Precious. 

« Near-siglited ? more likely in derision, keen-eyed. 
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Besides, you seeing whiit a curious * nation 
'I'll' Italians are, wliat will they say of me? 
‘The English lady cannot dress herself.’ 
Here’s a fine imputation to our countrjd 
Well, go j'our ways, and stay i’ the next 
room. 

This fucus’ was too coarse too; it's no 
matter. — 

Good sir, you’ll give them entertainment? 

[Exeunt Nano and Waitino-womenI 
Volp. The storm comes towanl me. 

Lady P. [f/oc.s to the couch] How does 
my Volpono? 

Volp. Troubled with noise, I cannot 
sleep: I dreamt 

That a strange fury entered now my house. 
And, with the dreadful tempest of her 
breath, 

Did cleave my roof asunder. 

Lady P. Believe me. and I 

Had the most fearful dream, couhl 1 re- 
mernber’t — 

Volp. [aside] Out on my fate! I ha’ 
giv’n lu'i* the occasion 
IIow to torment me: she will tell me hers. 
Lady P. Methought the golden medioc- 
rity, 

Polite, and delicate — 

Volp. 0, if you do love me. 

No more: I sweat, and suffer, at the men- 
tion 

Of any dream; feel liow I tremble yet. «• 
Lady P. Alas, good soul I the passion of 
the heart. 

Seed-pearl were good now, boiletl with syrup 
of apples. 

Tincture of gold, and coral, citron-pills, 
Your elecampane root,* myrobolancs — * 
Volp. [asidt ] Ah me, I have ta’en a grass- 
hopper by the wing! 

Lady P. Ihirnt silk and amber. You 
have nmscadel, 

Good i’ the house — 

Volp. You will not drink, and part? 

Lady P. No, fear not that. 1 doubt we 
shall not get 

Some English saffron, half a dram would 
serve ; 

Your sixteen cloves, a little nivisk, dried 
mints; 

Bugloss, and barley-meal — 

Volp. [aside] She’s in again! 

•Particular *A inrtlioinal liorb. 

a Hiiujce. * Swi-ftiiiouts, 


Before I feigned diseases, now I have one. 
Lady P. And these applied with a right 
scarlet cloth. 

Volp. [aside] Another flood of words! a 
very torrent! 

Lady P. Shall I, sir, make you a poultice? 
Volp. No, no, no. 

I’m very well, you need prescribe no more. 
Lady P. I have a little studied physic; 
but now 

I’m all for music, save, i' the forenoons, 
An hour or two for painting. I would have 
A lady, indeed, t’ have all letters and arts, 

Be able to discourse, to write, to paint, a 
But principal, as Plato holds, your music, 
And so does wise Pythagoras. I take it, 

Is your true rapture: when there is concent* 
In face, in voice, and clothes: and is, in- 
deed, 

Our sex’s chiefest ornament. 

Volp. The poet 

As old in time as Plato, and as knowing, 
Says that your highest female grace is 
silence. 

Lady P. Which of your poets? Petrarch 
or Tasso, or Dante? 

Guarini, Ariosto? Aretine? » 

Cieco di Hatlria? I have read them all. 
Volp. [aside] Is ever>’thing a cause to my 
destruction? 

Lady P. I think I ha’ two or three of 
’hem about me. 

Volp. [aside] The sun, the sea, will sooner 
both stand still 

Than her eternal tongue! nothing can scape 
it. 

Lady P. Here’s Pastor Fido — 

Volp. [aside] Profess obstinate 

silence; 

That’s now my safest. 

Lady P. All our English writers. 

I mean such ns arc happy in th’ Italian, 

Will deign to steal out of this author, 
mainly ; 

Almost as much as from Montagnic: » 

He has so modern and facile a vein, 
Fitting the time, and catching the court- 
car! 

Your Petrarch is more passionate, yet he, 

In days of sonneting, trusted ’hem with 
much ; 

Dante is hard, and few can \inderstand him. 
But for a despenite wit, there’s Aretine; 

* Agrwment. 
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Only his pictures are a little obscene — 

You mark me not. 

Volp. Alas, my mind’s perturbed. 

Lady P. Why, in such cases, we must cure 
ourselves. 

Make use of our philosophy — 

Volp. O’y me I loo 

Lady P. And as we find our passions do 
rebel, 

Encounter ’hem with reason, or divert ’hem, 
By giving scope unto some other humor 
Of lesser danger: as, in politic bodies, 

There’s nothing more doth overwhelm the 
judgement, 

And clouds the understanding, than too 
much 

Settling and fixing, and, as ’twere, subsiding 
Upon one object. For the incorporating 
Of these same outward things, into that 
part, 

Which we call mental, leaves some certain 
faeces no 

That stop the organs, and, as Plato says, 
Assassinates our knowledge. 

Volp. [o«de] Now, the spirit 

Of patience help me ! 

Lady P, Come, in faith, I must 

Visit you more a days;^ and make you 

well: 

Baugh and be lusty. 

Volp. [aside^ My good angel save me! 
Lady P. There was but one sole man in 
all the world 

With whom I e’er could sympathize ; and he 
Would lie you, often, three, four hours to- 
gether 

To hear me speak; and be sometimes so 

rapt, 

he would answer me quite from the 

purpose, »» 

Like you, and you are like him, just. I’ll 
^ discourse, 

An’t be but only, sir, to bring you asleep, 
flow we did spend our time and loves to- 
gether, 

For 3ome six years. 

J'o'p- 0,0.0,0,0,01 

Lady p. por we were cocetanei* and 

Brought up — 

Volp. Some pow'er, some fate, some for- 
tune rescue me 1 

5 More frequently. 

Equals in age. 


SCENE V 

[To them enter] Mosca 

Mos. God save you, madam! 

Lady P. Good sir. 

Volp. Mosca! welcome, 

Welcome to my redemption. 

Mos. Why, sir? 

Volp. 0, 

Rid me of this my torture, quickly; there, 
My madam with the everlasting voice: 
The bells, in time of pc.'^tilence, ne’er made 
Like noise, or were in that perpetual mo- 
tion! 

The cock-pit* comes not near it. All my 
house, 

But now, steamed like a bath with her 
thick breath, 

A lawA’er could not have been heard; nor 
scarce 

Another woman, such a hail of words lo 
She has let fall. For hell's sake, rid her 
hence. 

Mos. Has she presented?’ 

Volp. 0, I do not care! 

I’ll take her absence upon any price. 

With any loss. 

Mos. Madam- 

Lady P. I ha’ brought your patron 

A toy, a cap here, of mine own work. 

Mos. Tis well. 

I had forgot to tell you I saw your knight, 
Where you would little think it. — 

Lady P. Where? 

Mos. Marr/, 

Where yet, if you make haste, you may 
apprehend him. 

Rowing upon the water in a gondole, » 
With the most cunning courtesan of Venice. 
Lady P. Is't true? 

Mos. Pursue ’hem, and be- 

lieve your eyes: 

Leave me to make your gift. [Exit Lady P. 

hastily] I knew ’twould take: 

For, lightly, they that use themselves most 
license. 

Are still’ most jealous. 

YqIp, Mosca, hearty thanks, 

For thy quick fiction, and delivery of me. 
Now to my hopes, what sayst thou? 

1 As a place of noise and disturbance. 

• Has .she made her present, 

’ Ever. 
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[Rc-vnlcr Lal'* P. Woulo-bb] 

Lady P. But do you hear, sir? — 

Volp. Again! I fear a paroxysm. 

Lady P. Which way 

Rowod they together? 

Mos. Toward the Rialto. 

Lady P. I pray you lend me your dwarf. 
Mos. I pray you take him. 

[Exit Lady P.] 
Your hopes, sir, arc like happy blossoms, 
fair, 

And proini.'jo timely fruit, if you will stay 
But tlio maturing; keep you at your couch, 
Corbaecio will arrive .'^traiglit, witli the will; 
When l>c is gone, I’ll tell you more. 

[Exit] 

Volp. My blood, 

My spirits are returned; I am alive: 

And, like your wanton gamester at primero,* 
Whose tliouglit had whispered to him, not 
go less.* 

Methinks I lie, and draw — for an en- 
counter.’ 

[Draws Ike curtains] 

SCENE VI 

[E7Ucr] Mosco [and] Donaiuo 
[Shoicing an arras] 

^fos. Sir, here concealed you may hear 
all. Ihit, pray you. 

Have patience, sir (one k?iocks] — the same’s 
your father knocks: 

I am compelled to leave you. 

Don. Do so. — Yet 

Cannot my thouglit imagine this a truth. 

[Retires] 

SCENE VII 

[Enter] Mosca and Coitvixo, Celia following 

Mos. Death on me!* you are come too 
soon; what meant you? 

Did not I say I would send? 

Corn. Yes, but I feared 

You might forget it, and then they prevent* 
us. 

' A Rnmo at cards. 

’ I)(>a't make a smaller wngcr 

* These words are terms of prlmcro witli a play 
on Volpono’s posllion on his ct>ueh. 

^This is the turning-point of the play. Uosca*6 
plans iuiU hero fi)r the first time. 

• Anticipate. 


Mos. [aside] Prevent! Did e’er man 
haste so for his horns? 

A courtier would not ply it so for a place. 
Well, now there is no helping it, stay here; 
I’ll presently return. [Rxtt] 

Core. Where are you, Celia? 

You know not wherefore I have brought 
you hither? 

Ccl. Not well, except you told me.’ 
Corv. Now I will: 

Hark hither. [They retire] 

[Enter] Mosca ni\d Bon.ario [from 
behind the arras] 

Mos. {to Bon.muo) Sir, your father hath 
sent word, 

It will be half an hour ere he come; 

And therefore, if you please to walk the 
while 

Into that gallcr>' — at the upper end, 

There are some books to entertain the time: 
And I’ll take care no man shall come unto 
you, sir. 

Bon. Yes, I will stay there — (asfcfcl I do 
doubt this fellow. (Rxi£] 

Mos. [/ooA:i‘»^ after him] There; he is far 
eno\igh ; he can hear nothing: 

And, for his father. I can keep him off. 
[Draws the curtahis of Volpone’s coucA] 

[CoHViNO advances, forcing in Celia] 

Corv. Nay, now, there is no starting back, 
and therefore, 

Resolve upon it : I have so decreed. » 
It must be done. Nor would I move’t afore, 
Becavise I would avoid all shifts and tricks, 
That might deny me. 

Ccl. Sir, lot me beseech you. 

Affect not these strange trials; if you doubt 
My chastity, why, lock mo up for ever; 
Make me the heir of darkness. Let me live 
Where I may please your fears, if not your 
tnjst. 

Corv. Believe it, I have no such humor, I. 
All that I speak I mean; yet I’m not mad; 
Not horn-mad, you see? Go to, show your- 
self ao 

Obcilient, and a wife. 

Cel. 0 heaven! 

Corv. I say it, 

Do so. 

* Unless ,vou tell me. 
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Cel. Was this the train?* 

Corv. I’ve told you reasons; 

What the physicians have set down; how 
much 

It may concern me; what my engagements 
are; 

My means, and the necessity of those means 
For my recovery : w'herefore, if you be 
Loyal, and mine, be won, respect my ven- 
ture. 

Cel. Before your honor? 

Corv. Honor I tut, a breath: 

There's no such thing in nature; a mere 
term 

Invented to awe fools. What is my gold «o 
The worse for touching, clothes for being 
looked on? 

Why, this’s no more. An old decrepit 
wretch. 

That has no sense, no sinew; takes his meat 
With others’ fingers: only knows to gape 
When you do scald his gums; a voice, a 
shadow; 

And what can this man hurt you? 

Cel. [aside] Lord I what spirit 

Is this hath entered him? 

Corv. And for your fame, 

That’s such a jig; * as if I would go tell it, 
Cry it on the Piazza 1 who shall know it 
But he that cannot speak it, and this fellow. 
Whose lips are i’ my pocket? Save your- 
self, » 

(If you’ll proclaim’t, you may,) I know no 
other 

Should come to know it. 

Cel. Are heaven and saints then 

nothing? 

Will they be blind or stupid? 

Corv. Howl 

Cel. Good sir, 

Be jealous still,* emulate them; and think 
What hate they bum with toward every sin. 

Corv. I grant you : if I thought it were a 
sin 

I would not urge you. Should I offer this 
To some young lYenchman, or hot Tuscan 
blood 

That had read Aretine, conned all his prints, 
Knew every quirk within lust’s labyrinth, •! 
And were professed critic in lechery; 

And I would look upon him, and applaud 
him, 

This were a sin; but here, 'tis contrary, 

* Plot. * Trifle. • Forever. 


A pious work, mere charity for physic, 

And honest polity, to assure mine own. 
Cel. O heaven! canst thou suffer such a 
change? 

Volp. Thou art mine honor, Mosca, and 
my pride, 

My joy, my tickling, my delight! Go bring 
’hem. 

Mos. [advancing] Please you draw near, 
sir. 

Corv. Come on, what — 70 

You will not be rebellious? by that light— 
Mos. Sir, 

Signior Corvino, here, is come to see you. 
Volp. 01 

Mos. And hearing of the consultation 

had, 

So lately, for your health, is come to offer. 

Or rather, sir, to prostitute— 

Corv. Thanks, sweet Mosca. 

Mos. Freely, unasked, or unintreated— 
Corv. 

Mos. As the true fervent instance of his 
love. 

His own most fair and proper wife; the 
beauty 

Only of price* in Venice — 

Corv. 'Tis well urged. 

Mos. To be your comfortress, and to pre- 
serve you. 80 

Volp. Alas, I am past, already! Pray you, 
thank him 

For his good care and promptness; but for 
that, 

’Tis a vain labor e’en to fight ’gainst 
heaven; 

Applying fire to stone— uh, uh, uh, uh! 

[Coughing] 

Making a dead leaf grow again. I take 

His wishes gently, though ; and you may tell 
him 


vvnat 1 nave done lor him; marry, my state 
is hopeless. 

Will him to pray for me; and t’ use his for- 
tune 

With reverence when he comes to’t. 

. L)o you hear, sir? 

Go to him with your wife. 

Heart of my father! w 

Wilt thou persist thus? come, I pray thee 
come. ’ 

Thou seest ’tis nothing, Celia. By this hand 

I shall grow violent. Come, do’t, I say. 

* Unparalleled. 
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Ccl. Sir, kill me, rather: I will take down 
poison, 

Eat burning coals, do anything — 

Corv. Be damned 1 

Heart, I will drag thee hence home by the 
hair; 

Cry thee a strumpet through the streets; rip 
up 

Thy mouth unto thine ears; and slit thy 
nose, 

Like a raw rochet I — Do not tempt rae: 
come, 

Yield, I am loath — Death 1 I will buy some 
slave loo 

Whom I will kill, and bind thee to him 
alive! 

And at my windore hang you forth, devising 
borne monstrous crime, which I, in capital 
letters. 

Will cat into thy flesh with aquafortis, 

And burning corsives,* on this stubborn 
breast. 

Now, by the blood thou hast incensed, I’ll 
do ’t! 

CcL Sir, what you please, you may, I am 
your martyr. 

Corv. Be not thus obstinate, I ha’ not 
deserved it: 

Think who it is intreats you. Pray thee, 
sweet ; — 

Good faith, thou shall have jewels, gowns, 
attires, no 

What thou wilt think, and ask. Do but go 
kiss him. 

Or touch him but. For my sake. At my 
.suit — 

This once. No! not! I shall remember this. 
Will you disgran* me thus? Do you thirst 
my undoing? 

Mos. Nay, gentle lady, be advised. 

Corv. No, no. 

Slic has watched her time. God's precious, 
this is scurvy. 

Tis very scur\-y; and you are — 

^^os. Nay, good sir. 

Corv. An arrant locust — by heaven, a lo- 
cust! — 

Whore, crocodile, that hast thy tears pre- 
pared. 

Expecting how thou’lt bid ’hem flow — 

^^os. Nay, pray you, sirl 

She will consider. 

* A fisli haviiitf n liirire 

* (’t>rr()sives, tu brand a criminal. 


Cel. Would my life would serve 

To satisfy — 

Corv. ’SdeathI if she would but 

speak to him, 

And save my reputation, 't were somewhat; 
But spitefully to affect my utter ruin! 

Mos. Ay, now you have put your fortune 
in her hands. 

Why i’ faith, it is her modesty, I must quit* 
her. 

If you were absent, she would be more com- 
ing: 

I know it : and dare undertake for her. 
WMiat woman can before her husband? pray 
you, 

Let us depart, and leave her here. 

Corv. Sweet Celia, i» 

Thou mayst redeem all yet; I’ll say no 
more : 

If not, esteem yourself as lost. Nay, stay 
there. [Exit with Mosca] 

Ccl. O God. and his good angels I 
whither, whither. 

Is shame fled human breasts? that with such 
case, 

Men dare put off your honors, and their 
own? 

Is that, which ever was a cause of life,* 

Now placed beneath the basest circum- 
stance, 

And modesty an exile made, for money? 

Volp. Ay, in Corvino, and such earth-fed 
minds, 

He leaps ojj from his couch 
That never tasted the true heaven of love. 
Assure thee, Celia, he that wouldst sell 
thee, »« 

Only for hope of gain, and that uncertain, 
lie would have sold his part of Paradise 
For ready money, had he met a copeman.* 
W'hy art thou imued to see me thus re- 
vived? 

Kathcr applaud thy beauty’s miracle; 

Tis thy groat work: that hath, not now 
alone, 

But sundry times raised me, in several 
shapes, 

And, but this morning, like a mountebank, 
To see thee at thy winilore: ay, before »» 
I would have left my pmctice, for thy love, 
In varj'ing figures, I would have contended 

* Excuse. 

* Tile marriage tie. 

* OtH- \vt>o \vou1«l ileal with him. 
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With the blue Proteus, or the hornW flood.* 
Now art thou welcome. 

Cel. Sir! 

Volp. Nay, fly me not. 

Nor let thy false imagination 
That I was bed-rid, make thee think I am 
so: 

Thou shalt not find it. I am now as fresh, 
As hot, as high, and in as jovial plight 
As, when, in that so celebrated scene. 

At recitation of our comedy, jw 

For entertainment of the great Valois.* 

I acted young Antinous; and attracted 
The eyes and ears of all the ladies present. 
To admire each graceful gesture, note, and 
footing. 

SONQ 

Come, my Celia, let us prove 
While we can, the sports of love, 

Time will not be ours for ever, 

He, at length, our good will sever; 

Spend not then his gifts in vain: 

Suns that set may rise again; m 

But if once we lose this light, 

’Tis with us perpetual night. 

Why should we defer our joysf 
Fame and rumor are but toys. 

Cannot we delude the eyes 
Of a few poor household spiesf 
Or his easier ears beguile, 

Thus removed by our wile? 

*Tis no sin love’s fruits to steal; 

But the sweet thefts to reveal: wo 

To be taken, to be seen. 

These have crimes accounted been. 

Cel. Some serene’ blast me, or dire light- 
ning strike 

This rny offending face! 

Volp. Why droops my Celia? 

Thou hast, in the place of a base husband, 
found 

A worthy lover; use thy fortune well. 

With secrecy and pleasure. See, behold. 
What thou art queen of ; not in expectation, 
As I feed others : but possessed and 
crowned. 

See, here, a rope of pearl; and each more 
orient * 

Than the brave Egyptian queen caroused: 

J The ocean. 

,, ~ An allusion to the entertainment of Henry VI at 
Venice, 1574. 

* Mildew. • Precious. 


Dissolve and drink ’hem. See, a carbuncle. 
May put out both the eyes of our St. Mark; 
A diamant would have bought Lollia 
Paulina,* 

When she came in like star-light, hid with 
jewels, 

That wore the spoils of provinces, take these 
And wear, and lose 'hem; yet remains an 
ear-ring 

To purchase them again, and this whole 
state. 

A gem but w'orth a private patrimony. 

Is nothing; we will eat such at a meal.’ 200 
The heads of parrots, tongues of nightin- 
gales, 

The brains of peacocks, and of estriches. 
Shall be our food, and, could we get tlie 
phoenix, 

Though nature lost her kind, she were our 
dish. 

Cel. Good sir, these things might move a 
mind affected 

With such delights; but I, whose innocence 
Is all I can think wealthy, or worth th’ 
enjoying, 

And which, once lost, I have nought to lose 
beyond it, 

Cannot be taken with these sensual baits: 

If you have conscience — 

Volp. 'Tis the beggar’s virtue ; 210 

If thou hast wisdom, hear me, Celia. 

Thy baths shall be the juice of July-flowers, 
Spirit of roses, and of violets. 

The milk of unicorns, and panthers’ breath 
Gathered in bags, and mixed with Cretan 
wines. 

Our drink shall be prepared gold and 
amber; 

Which we will take until my roof whirl 
round 

With the vertigo: and my dwarf shall 
dance. 

My eunuch sing, my fool make up the antic, 
Whilst we, in changed shapes, act Ovid’s 
tales, 220 

Thou, like Europa now, and I like Jove, 

Then I like Nlars, and thou like Eiycine : 

So of the rest, till we have quite run 
through, 

And wearied all the fables of the gods. 

Then will I have thee in more modern 
forms, 

Attired like some sprightly dame of France, 

* A Roman heiress. 
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Brave Tuscan lady, or proud Spanisli 
beauty; 

Sometimes unto the Persian sophy’s wife; 
Or the grand signior’s mistress; and for 
change, 

To one of our most artful courtesans, sao 
Or some quick Negro, or cold Russian; 
And I will meet thee in as many shapes: 
Where we may so transfuse our wandering 
souls 

Out at our lips, and score up sums of pleas- 
ures, [Sin4/s] 

Thai the curious shall not know 
IIuw to tell them as they flow; 

And the envious, when they find 
What their riumber is, be pined. 

Cel. If you have cars that will be pierced 
— or eyes 

That can bo opened — a heart that may be 
touched — 940 

Or any part that yet sounds man about 
you — 

If you have touch of holy saints — or 
heaven — 

Do me the grace to let me scape — if not, 

Be bountiful and kill me. You do know, 

I am a creature, hither ill betrayed, 

By one whose shame I would forget it were: 
If you will deign me neither of these 
graces, 

Yet feed your wrath, sir, rather than your 
lust, 

(It is a vice comes nearer manliness,) 

And punish that unhappy crime of nature. 
Which you miscall my beauty: flay my 
face, ai 

Or poison it with ointments for seducing 
Your blood to tliis rebellion. Rub these 
hands 

With what may cause an eating leprosy, 
K'en to my bones and marrow; anything 
That may disfavor me, save in my honor — 
And I will kneel to you, pray for 3 ’ou, pay 
down 

A thousand hourly vows, sir, for your 
health ; 

Report, and think you virtuous — 

Volp. Think me cold, 

Frozen, and impotent, and so report mo? i»o 
That I had Nestor’s hernia, thou wouldst 
think. 

I do degenerate, and abuse my nation. 


To play with opportunity thus long; 

I should have done the act, and then have 
parleyed. 

Yield, or I’ll force thee. [Seizes her} 

Cel. 0! just God! 

Volp. In vain — 

[Bonario] leaps out from 
where Mosca had placed him 
Bon. Forbear, foul ravisher I libidinous 
■ swine I 

Free the forced ladj', or thou diest, impos- 
tor. 

But that I’m loath to snatch thy punish- 
ment 

Out of the hand of justice, thou shouldst 
yet m 

Be made the timely sacrifice of vengeance, 
Before this altar and this dross, thy idol. — 
Lady, let’s quit the place, it is the den 
Of villainy; fear nought, you have a guard: 
Anti he ere long shall meet his just reward, 

[Exeunt Bon. and Cel.] 
Volp. Fall on me, roof, and bury me in 
ruin 1 

Become my grave, that wert my shelter 1 01 
I am unmasked, unspirited, undone, 

Betrayed to beggary, to infamy — 

SCENE VIII 

[Enter] Mosca [leowadcd and bleeding] 

Mos. Where shall I nm, most wretched 
shame of men, 

To beat out my unlucky brains? 

Volp. Here, here. 

What! dost thou bleed? 

Mos. 0, that his well-driven sword 

Had been so courteous to have cleft me 
down 

Unto the navel, ere I lived to see 
My life, my hopes, my spirits, my patron, 
all 

Thus desperately engaged by my error 1 
Volp. Woe on thy fortune! 

Mos. And my follies, sir. 

Volp. Th’ hast made me miserable. 

Mos. And myself, sir. 

Who wo\ild have thought he would have 
hearkened so? w 

Volp. What shall we do? 

Mos. I know' not ; if my heart 

Co\ild expiate the mischance. I’d pluck it 
out. 



III. ix. 


VOLPONE, OR THE FOX 


343 


Will you be pleased to hang me, or cut my 
throat? 

And I’ll requite you, sir. Let’s die like 
Romans,* 

Since we have lived like Grecians. 

They knock without 
Volp. Hark I who’s there? 

I hear some footing; officers, the sajfi^ 
Come to apprehend us! I do feel the brand 
Hissing already at my forehead; now 
Mine ears are boring.’ 

Mos. To your couch, sir, you 

Make that place good, however. [Volpone 
lies dou-n as before} Guilty men » 
Suspect what they deserve still. Signior 
Corbaccio! 

SCENE IX 


[Enter} Corbaccio 

Corh. Why, how now, Mosca? 

Mos. 0, undone, amazed, sir. 

Your son, I know not by what accident, 
Acquainted with your purpose to my patron, 
Touching your will, and making him your 
heir. 

Entered our house, with violence, his sword 
drawn. 

Sought for you, called you wretch, unnat- 
ural. 

Vowed he would kill you. 

Corh. Me! 

Mos. Yes, and my patron. 

Corh. This act shall disinherit him in- 
deed: 

Here is the will. 

Mos. ’Tis well, sir. 

Corh. Right and well; 

Be you as careful now for me. 

[Enter Voltorb, behind} 

Mos. My life, sir, lo 

Is not more tendered ; * I am only yours. 
Corb. How does he? will he die shortly, 
think’st thou? 

Mos. X fear 

He’ll outlast May. 

Corb. To-day? 

Mos. No, last out May, sir. 

Corb. Couldst thou not gi’ him a dram? 


I Commit suicide. 
* The police. 


• Punishments of criminals. 

* Cared for. 


Mos. 0, by no means, sir. 

Corb. Na 3 ', I’ll not bid j'ou. 

\ oU. [coming forward} This is a 

knave, I see. 

Mos. [seeing Volt.— aside] How! Signior 
\oltore! did ho hoar me? 

^ oU. ^ Parasite! 

Mos. Vho’s that? — 0, sir, most timely 
welcome — 

Volt. Scarce, 

To the discoveiy of your tricks, I fear. 

\ OU are his, only^ and mine also, are you 
not? 

Mos. Who? I, sir! 

Volt. "^ou, sir. What device is this » 
About a will? 

Mos. A plot for you, sir. 

^ ^ Como, 

1 ut not your foists* upon me; I shall scent 
’hem. 

Mos. Did you not hear it? 

^ I hear Corbaccio 

Hath made your patron there his heir 

, . ’Tis true, 

By my device, drawn to it by my plot, 

With hope — 

\ olt. Your patron should reciprocate? 
And you have promised? 

Mos. For your good I did, sir. 

Naj’’, more, I told his son, brought, hid him 
here. 

Where he might hear his father pass the 
deed; 

Being persuaded to it by this thought, sir, m 
T hat the iinnaturalness, first, of the act 
And then his father’s oft disclaiming in him, 
(Which I did mean t’help on), would sure 
enrage him 

To do some violence upon his parent, 

On which the law should take sufficient 
hold, 

And you be stated in a double hope: 

Tnith be my comfort, and my conscience, 

My only aim was to dig you a fortune * 

Out of these two old rotten sepulchres— 

Volt, I cry thee mercy, Mosca. 

Mos. Worth your patience, « 

And your great merit, sir. And see the 
change ! 

Volt. Whi--, what success? 

Mos. M'ost hapless! you must help, sir. 
Whilst we e.xpected th’ old Raven, in comes 
Corvino’s wife, sent hither by her husband— 

‘ Tricks. 
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Volt. What, with a present? 

Mos. No, sir, on visitation; 

(I’ll tell you how anon;) and staying long, 
The youth he grows impatient, rushes forth, 
Seizeth tlie lady, wounds me, and makes her 
swear 

(Or he would murder her, that was his vow) 
T’ affirm my patron to have done her 
rape : «> 

Which how unlike it is, you see! and hence. 
With that pretext he’s gone, t’ accuse his 
father, 

Dofamc iny patron, defeat you — 

Volt. Where is her husband? 

Let him be sent for straight. 

Mos. Sir, I’ll go fetch him. 

]'oU. Bring him to the Scrutineo.‘ 

Mos. Sir, I will. 

Volt. This must bo stopped. 

Mos. 0 you do nobly, sir. 

Alas, 'twas labored all, sir, for your gootl; 
Nor was there want of counsel in the plot: 
But Fortune can, at any time, o'erthrow 
The projects of a hundred learned clerks, 
sir. «o 

Corf), [/wfou'nf/] What’s that? 

Volt. Wilt please you, sir. to go along? 

[Exit CoRBACcio, followed by Voltore) 
Mos. Patron, go in, and pray for our suc- 
cess. 

Volp. [ri.s’infj from his couch] Need 
makes devotion: 

Heaven] your labor bless! [Fj-cunf] 

ACT IV, SCENE I 
[A iS/rret] 

[Enter] Sir Poj.itick Woi-liv-re [and] 

Peregrine 

Sir P. I told you, sir, it was a plot; you 
see 

What obscr\'ation is! You mentioned me 
For some instructions! I will tell you, sir, 
(Since we are met here in this height of 
Venice,) 

Some few jiarticular.s I have set down. 

Only for this meridian, fit to be known 
Of your crude traveller; and they are these. 
I will not touch, sir, at your phrase, or 
clothes. 

For they are old. 

‘ Senate house. 


Per. Sir, I have better. 

Sir P. Pardon, 

I meant, as they are themes.* 

Per. O, sir, proceed: m 

I’ll slander you no more wit, good sir. 

Sir P. First, for your garb, it must Ve 
grave and serious, 

Very reserved and locked; not tell a secret 
On any terms, not to your father: scarce 
A fable, but with caution: make sure choice 
Both of your company and discourse; be- 
ware 

You never speak a truth — 

Per. Howl 

Sir P. Not to strangers. 

For those be they j'ou must converse with 
most ; 

Others I would not know, sir, but at dis- 
tance. 

So as I still might be a saver in ’hem: » 
You shall have tricks else passed upon you 
hourly. 

And then, for your religion, profess none, 
But wonder at the diversity of all; 

And, for your part, protest, were there no 
other 

But simply the laws o’ th’ land, you could 
content you. 

Nic. Machiavcl and Monsieur Bodin,* both 
Were of this mind. Then must you learn 
the use 

And handling of your silver fork at meals. 
The metal of your glass; (these are main 
matters 

With your Italian;) and to know the hour* 
When you must eat your melons and your 
figs. 

Per. Is that a point of state too? 

Sir P. Here it is: 

F^or j'our Venetian, if he see a man 
Preposterous in the least, he has him 
straight; 

He has; he strips him. I’ll acquaint you, 
sir, 

I now have lived here ’tis some fourteen 
months: 

^^'ithin the first week of my landing here. 
All took me for a citizen of Venice, 

I knew the forms so well — 

Per. (a«tWc) And nothing else, 

‘ Subjects to discuss, 

^ Uudin. a famous writer on politics, like 
velli. 
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Sir P. I had read Contarene,* took me a 
house, M 

Dealt with my Jews to furnish it with mov- 
ables — 

Well, if I could but find one man, one man 
To mine own heart, whom I durst trust, I 
would — 

Per. What, what, sir? 

Sir P. Make him rich; 

make him a fortune: 

He should not think again.® I would com- 
mand it. 

Per. As how? 

Sir P. With certain projects that I have; 
Which I may not discover. 

Per. [aside] If I had 

But one to wager with, I would lay odds 
now, 

He tells me instantly. 

Sir P. One is, and that 

I care not greatly who knows, to serve the 
state w 

Of Venice with red herrings for three years, 
And at a certain rate, from Rotterdam, 
Where I have correspondence. There’s a 
letter, 

Sent me from one o’ th’ states, and to that 
purpose: 

He cannot write his name, but that’s his 
mark. 

Per. He is a chandler? 

Sir P. No, a cheesemonger. 

There are some other too with whom I treat 
About the same negotiation; 

And I will undertake it: for ’tis thus. 

I’ll do’t with ease, I have cast® it all. Your 
hoy * 60 

Carries but three men in her, and a boy; 
And she shall make me three returns a 
year: 

So if there come but one of three, I save; 
If two, I can defalk: ® but this is now. 

If my main project fail. 

Per. Then you have others? 

Sir P. I should be loath to draw the 
subtle air 

Of such a place, without my thousand aims. 
I’ll not dissemble, sir: where’er I come, 

I love to be considerative; and ’tis true, 

I have at my free hours thought upon « 

* A writer on Venice. 

* I.e., about money. 

* Calculated. 

* Sloop. 

* Allow for the deduction. 


Some certain goods unto the state of 
Venice, 

Which I do call my Cautions; and sir, which 
I mean, in hope of pension, to propound 
To the Great Council, then unto the Forty, 
So to the Ten.* My means are made 
already — 

Per. By whom? 

Sir P. Sir, one that though his 

place b’ obscure. 

Yet he can sway, and they will hear him. 
H’is 

A comnmndadorc. 

Per. What ! a common serjeant? 

Sir P. Sir, such as they are, put it in their 
mouths. 

What they should say, .sometimes; as well 
as greater: m 

I think I have my notes to show you — 

[Searching his pockets] 

Good sir. 

Sir P . But you shall swear unto me, on 
your gently. 

Not to anticipate — 

Per. I, sir! 

Sir P . Nor reveal 

A circumstance— My paper is not with me. 
Per. 0 , but you remember, sir. 

Sir P ■ My first is 

Concerning tinder-boxes. You must know. 
No family is here without its box. 

Now, sir, it being so portable a thing. 

Put case,® that you or I were ill affected 
Unto the state, sir; with it in our pockets, « 
Might not I go into the Arsenal, 

Or you come out again, and none the wiser? 
Per. Except yourself, sir. 

Sir P . Go to, then. I therefore 

Advertise to the state, how fit it w'ere 
That none but such as were known patriots, 
Sound lovers of their country, should be 
suffered 

T’ enjoy them in their houses; and even 
those 

Sealed at some office, and at such a bigness 
As might not lurk in pockets. 

Per- Admirable I 

Sir P. My next is, how t’ inquire, and be 
resolved, ,oo 

By present demonstration, whether a ship, 
Newly arrived from Soria,® or from 
Any suspected part of all the Levant, 

* Departments of the government of Venice. 

* Suppose: » Syria. 
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He guilty of tlie plague: and wlicro they uso 
d'o lie out fcaty, fifty days, soiiietinics, 
Af)out tlio Lazaretto, for their trial; 

I’ll save that eharfic and loss unto the mer- 
chant. 

And ill an hour clear the doubt. 

Per. Indeed, sir! 

Sir P. Or — I will lose niv labor. 

% 

P<r. My faith, that’s much. 

Sir P. -Nay, sir, conceive mo. It will cost 
me in onions, no 

Some fhii’tj’ li\r(“s — 

P*r. Wliich is one pound storlinj;. 

Sir P. Beside my water-works: for this 
I do, sir. 

First, I brinu in your .ship ’twixt two brick 
Walls ; 

But those the state shall \cnter. On the one 
I .strain me a fair tarpaulini;, anil in tl>at 
I stick my onions, cut in halves; the other 
Is full of loopholes, out of which I thrust 
The noses of my bt'llows; ami those bcdlows 
I keep, with water-works, in perpetual mo- 
tion, 

Which i.s the easiest matter of a hundred, tw 
Now, sir, your onion, which dolli naturally 
Attract til' infection, ami your bellows blow- 
ing 

The air upon him. will .show instantly. 

By his changed color, if tluM'c b(‘ contagion; 
Or else remain as fair as at the first. 
Now it is known, ’tis nothing. 


I 




cr. 


You are right, sir. 
Sir P. I would I had my note. 

Faith, .'^o would I: 
But you ha’ done well for once. sir. 

Wi'ie I false, 

Or would bo made so, I could shoiv you 
reason.s 

How I eouhl sell this state now to the Turk, 
Spite of th(“ir galh'ys, or their — 

[Kjamnuny his papers] 
Bray you. Sir Bol. w 
Sir P. I have 'hem not about me. 

That I feared: 

They are there, sir. 

Sir P. No, this is my diary, 

Wherein I note my actions of the day. 
Per. Pray you let’s .see, sir. What is here? 

Notandum. 

‘A rat had gnawn my spur-leatluas; not- 
withstanding, 


I put on new, and did go forth; but first 
I threw three beans over the threshold. 
Item, 

I went and bought two toothpicks, whereof 
one 

I burst immediately, in a discourse uo 
With a Dutch merchant, 'bout ration del 
s(a(o.^ 

l‘rom him I went and paid a yttoccinigo* 

For piecing my silk stockings; by the way 
I cheapened* sprats; and at St. Murk’s I 
urined.’ 

Faith these are politic notes! 

P- Sir, I do slip 

No action of my life, but thus I quote it.* 
Per. Believe me, it is wise! 

'5''' B. Nay, sir, read forth. 

SCENE II 

[Enter, at a distance,] Lady Politick 
Wopld-he, N.ano, [an</ (ivo 
W.\l TI .N O- ] W O M E N 

Loily P . \\ here should this loose knight 
be, trow? sure he’s housed. 

Kan. Why, then, he’s fast. 

Lady P. Ay, he plays both with me.* 
I pray you stay. This heat will do more 
harm 

To my complexion than his heart is worth. 
(I tlo not care to hinder, hut to take him.) 
How comes it ofT! her cheeks] 

1 U’om. My master’s yonder. 

Lady P. ' Where? 

2 II am. With n young gentleman. 

Lady P. That same’s the party; 

In man’s apparel! Pray you, sir, jog my 
knight : 

I will be tender to his reputation, 

However he <lemerit. 

Sir P. Lsecini; /ut] My lady! 

^ ' Where? « 

Sir P. ’Tis she indeed, sir; you shall 
know her. She is. 

Were she not mine, a lady of that merit. 

I' or fashion and behavior; and for beauty 
I dui*st compare — 

II seems you are not jealous, 
1 hat dare commend her. 


‘ IVilitic's 

’ nine penci*. 

* narBiiiiud for. 


* N\itf it. 

• Fast uiiti loose. 
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P- Xay, and for discourse — 

Per. Being your wife, she cannot miss 
that. 

Sir P. [introducing Per.] Madam, 

Here is a gentleman, pray you, use him 
fairly ; 

He seems a youth, but he is— 

P‘ None. 

5 tr P. Yes, one 

■fclas put his face as soon into the world— 
Lady P. You mean, as early? but' to-day? 

P- How’s this? 20 

Lady P . Why, in this habit, sir; you ap- 
prehend me: 

Well, Master Would-be, this doth not be- 
come you; 

I had thought the odor, sir, of your goc l 
name 

Had been more precious to you; that you 
would not 

Have done this dire massacre on your 
honor; 

One of your gravity, and rank besides! 

But knights, I see, care little for the oath 

They make to ladies; chiefly their own 
ladies. 

Sir P. Now, by my spurs, the symbol of 
niy knighthood — 

Per, [aside} Lord, how his brain is hum- 
bled for an oath I «, 

Sir P . I reach \ you not. 

P*. Right, sir, your policy 

May bear it through thus. Sir, a word with 

T [To Per. 

i would be loath to contest publicly 

With any gentlewoman, or to seem 
^reward, or violent, as the courtier says; 

too near rusticity in a lady, 

Vhich I would shun by all means: and 
however 

I may deserve from Master Would-be, yet 

fair gentlewoman thus be made 
h unkind instrument to wTong another, « 
And one she knows not, ay, and to per- 
sever ; 

In my poor judgment, is not warranted 
^rom being a solecism in our se.x,“ 

H not in manners. 

Pf^' How Is this! 

P* Sweet madam, 

Lome nearer to your aim. 

Lady p. Marry, and will, sir. 

ince you provoke me with your impudence, 
'Comprehend. * “A sin against womanhood.” 


And laughter of your light land-siren here 
1 our Sporus, your hermaphrodite 

, , What’s here? 

lootic fury and historic storms! 

Sir P . The gentleman, believe it is of 
worth ^ 

And of our nation. 

Lady P. Ay, your Whitefriars nation * 
Lome, I blu.<h for you, Master Would-be I- 
And am ashamed you should ha’ no more 
forehead,^ 

Than thus to be the patron, or St George 
To a lewd harlot, a base fricatrice, 

A female devil, in a male outside’ 

. . ' Nay, 

An you be such a one, I must bid adieu 

To your delights. The case appears too 
Iiqukl. 

Lady P. Ay, you may carry’t clear, with 
your state-face! 

But for your carnival concupiscence® so 
Who here is fled for liberty of conscience 
From furious persecution of the marshal ’ 
Here will I dis’ple.* 

. Pf'*- This is fine, i’ faith! 

And do you use this often? Is this part 
Of your wit’s exercise, 'gainst you have 
occasion? 

Aladam — 

Lady P . Go to, sir. 

“e, lady? 

Why, if your knight have set you to beg 
shirts, 

Or to invite me home, you might have done 
it 

A nearer way by far. 

Lady P. This cannot work you 

Out of my snare. 

P^''- Why, am I in it, then? -o 

Indeed your husband told me you were fair, 
And so you are; only your nose inclines, 

That side that’s next the sun, to the queen- 
apple.® 

Lady P. This cannot be endured by any 
patience. 

SCENE III 

[To them enter Mosca] 

Mos. What is the matter, madam? 

^«<‘V P- If the senate 

* Whitefriars was a sanctuary where wrong-doers 
lived free from the law. 

= Assurance. * Peregrine taken for a woman 
‘Discipline. » Red on the side towards the ’sun. 


4 
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Right not my quest in this, I will protest 
'hem 

To nil the world no aristocracy. 

Mos. Wliat is the injijr>'. lady? 

Lady P. Why. the callct ’ 

You told me of, here I have ta’cn disguised. 
Mos. Who? this! what means your lady- 
ship? the creature 

I mentioned to you is apprehended now, 
Before the senate; you shall see her — 
Lady P. Where? 

Mos. I’ll bring you to her. This young 
gentleman, 

I saw him land this morning at the port. n» 
Lady P. Is’t possible! how has my judg- 
ment wandered? 

Sir, I must, blushing, say to you, I have 
erred ; 

And plead your pardon. 

Per. What, more changes yeti 

Lady P. I hope you ha' not the malice 
to remember 

A gentlewoman’s passion. If you stay 
In Venice hero, plejise you to use me, sir — 
Mos. Will you go, madam? 

Lady P. Pray you, sir, use me; in faith, 
The more you see me the more I shall con- 
ceive 

You have forgot our quarrel. 

[Exeunt Lady Wovld-bb, Mosc\, 
N.ano, arul Waiting-women) 
Per. This is rare! 

Sir Politick Would-be? no, Sir Politick 
Bawd, M 

To bring mo thus acquainted with his wifel 
Well, wise Sir Pol, since you have practised 
thus 

Upon my freshman-ship, I’ll try your salt- 
head, 

What proof it is against a counter plot. 

[Exit] 

SCENE IV 

[The Scrutineo, or Senate House] 

[Enter] Voi.tore, Corhaccio, Corvino, 

Mosca 

Volt. Well, now you know the carriage of 
the business,* 

Your constancy is all that is required 
Unto the safety of it. 

Mos. Is the lie 

Safely conveyed’ among.st us? is that sure? 

‘ Wanton. ^ Conduct of tills matter. * .\rranBo»l. 


Knows every man his burden? 

Core. Yes. 

Mos. Then shrink not. 

Coru. But knows the advocate the truth? 

Mos. 0, sir, 

By no means; I devised a formal tale. 

That salved your reputation. But be val- 
iant, sir. 

Core. I fear no one but him that this his 
pleading 

Should make him stand for a co-heir — 

Mos. Co-haltcr! lo 

Hang him; we will but use his tongue, his 
noise. 

As we do croaker’s’ here. 

Core. Ay, what shall he do? 

Mos. When we ha’ done, you mean? 

Core. Yes. 

Mos. Why. we’ll think: 

Sell him for mummia:* he’s half dust al- 
ready. 

Do vou not smile, {to Voltore) to sec this 
buffalo,* 

How he doth sport it with his head? — 
[aside] I shoiild. 

If all were well and past. — Sir, {to CoR- 
BAccio) only you 

Are he that shall enjoy the crop of all, 

And these not know for whom they toil. 

Corb. Ay, peace. 

Mos. (ffMrmn{7] to Corvino) But you 
shall eat it. — [Aside] Much! — Worship- 
ful sir, (to Voltore) 

Mercurj’ sit upon your thundering tongue, 
Or the French Hercules, and make your 
language 

.\s conquering as his club, to beat along, 

.\s with a tempest, flat, our adversaries; 

But much more yours, sir. 

Volt. Here they come, ha’ done. 

Mos. I have another witness, if you need, 
sir, I can produce. 

Volt. Who is it? 

Mos. Sir, I have her. 

SCENE V 

fEnfrr) Avoc.\tori, [and tahe their seats,! 
Bonario, Celi.v Notario. Command.a- 
DORi, S.AFFi, and other Officers of 

Justice) 

1 Avoc. The like of this the senate never 
lieard of. 

* Corbaccio's, * Mummy, a drug. * Homed beast, 
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2 Avoc. ’Twill come most strange to them 
when wc report it. 

4 Avoc. The gentleman has been ever 
held 

Of unreproved name. 

3 Avoc. So the young man. 

4 Avoc. The more unnatural part that of 
his father. 

2 Avoc. More of the husband. 

1 Avoc. I not know to give 

His act a name, it is so monstrous! 

4 Avoc. But the impostor, he’s a thing 
created 

T’ exceed example! 

1 Avoc. And all after-times! 

2 Avoc. I never heard a true voluptuary 
Described but him. 

3 Avoc. Appear yet those were cited? u 
Not. All but the old magnifico, Volpone. 

1 Avoc. Why is not he here? 

Mos. Please your fatherhoods, 

Here is his advocate: himself so weak, 

So feeble — 

4 Avoc. Who are you? 

Bon. His parasite, 

His knave, his pander. I beseech the court 
He may be forced to come, that your grave 
eyes 

May bear strong witness of his strange im- 
post ures. 

Volt. Upon my faith and credit with your 
virtues. 

He is not able to endure the air. » 

2 Avoc. Bring him, however. 

3 Avoc. We will see him. 

4 Avoc. Fetch him. 

Volt. Your fatherhoods’ fit pleasures be 

obeyed; [Exeunt Officers] 

But sure, the sight will rather move your 
pities 

Than indignation. May it please the court. 
In the mean time, he may be heard in me: 

I know this place most void of prejudice, 
And therefore crave it, since we have no 
reason 

To fear our truth should hurt our cause. 

3 Avoc. Speak free. 

Volt. Then know, most honored fathers, 

I must now 

Discover to your strangely abused ears, » 
The most prodigious and most frontless 
piece 

Of solid impudence, and treachery, 

That ever vicious nature yet brought forth 


To shame the state of Venice. This lewd 
woman, 

That wants no artificial looks or tears 
To help the visor she has now put on, 
Hath long been known a close ^ adulteress 
To that lascivious youth there; not sus- 
pected, 

I say, but known, and taken in the act 
With him; and by this man, the easy hus- 
band, 40 

Pardoned; whose timeless* bounty makes 
him now 

Stand here, the most unhappj^ innocent per- 
son, 

That ever man’s own goodness made ac- 
cused. 

For these not knowing how to owe ® a gift 
Of that dear grace, but with their shame; 
being placed 

So above all powers of their gratitude. 
Began to hate the benefit; and in place 
Of thanks, devise t’ extirpe the memory 
Of such an act: w’herein I pray your father- 
hoods 

To observ’e the malice, yea, the rage of 
creatures „ 

Discovered in their evils: and what heart 
Such take, even from their crimes:— but 
that anon 

Will more appear. — This gentleman, the 
father, 

Hearing of this foul fact,^ with many others, 
Which daily struck at his too tender ears, 
And grieved in nothing more than that he 
could not 

Preserve himself a parent (his son’s ills 
Growing to that strange flood), at last de- 
creed 

To disinherit him. 

1 These be strange turns! 

2 Avoc. The young man’s fame was ever 

fair and honest. «o 

Volt. So much more full of danger is his 
vice, 

That can beguile so under shade of virtue. 
But, as I said, my honored sires, his father 
Having this settled purpose, by what means 
To him betrayed, we know not, and this 
day 

Appointed for the deed; that parricide, 

(I cannot style him better), by confederacy 
Preparing this his paramour to be there 


* Secret. 

* Untimely. 


* Own. 

* Deed 
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T 'iTTf-l > lioii'O fwilo w;i:5 tho m;in, 

t ’ jr i' i' li' t lio'ji Is must urnJf'rst:in'l. <lr- 

'iiini '1 

For flif‘ inh'^Titunoe). thrrc sought, his 
r . — 

But with whit purposo sought ho him, my 

lor'ls? 

I trfnihlo to fjronounoo it. th;it a son 
T'nto a fathor. nn*! to surli a fathor. 

Shoul'I have so f»>ul. fflonif>us intent! 

It was to rnuolor him: wiion Bring pre- 
vrnto'l 

By his more happy nhsonoo, what then dul 

he? 

Not chock his wickor] thoughts; no. now 
new riorals; 

CMisrhiof floth never cn<i whore it Begins) 
An act of horror, f.athers! lie flraggral forth 
Tlie aged gentleman that had there lain 
beil-rid 

Three years and more, out of hi.s innocent 
% 

couch. 

Naked upon the floor, there left him; 
wounde<l 

His servant in the face; and with this 
strumpet. 

The stale’ to his forged practice,’ who was 
glad 

To he so active. — I shall here desire 
\'our fatherhoods to note but my collec- 
tions.^ 

A-s most remarkable. — thought at once to 
stop 

His father's on<ls. discrerlit his free clioice 
In the old gentleman, redeem themselves, » 
By laying infamy upon this man, 

To whom, with Blu'liing. they should owe 
their lives. 

1 A oc. What proofs have you of this? 

Bon. Most honorerl fathers, 

I humbly crave there be no credit given 
To this man’s mercenary tongue. 

2 A oc. Forbear. 

Bon. His soul moves in his fee 

3 Avoc. O, sir. 

Bon. This fellow, 

For six sols^ more would plead against his 
Maker. 

1 Aroc. You do forget yourself. 

I’olt. Nay. nay. grave fathers, 

Let him have scope: can any man imagine 


That he will spare his accuser, that would 
not 

Have spare<l his parent? 

1 /1/oc. Well, produce your proofs. 

(’//. I wouhl I could forget I were a 

creature,’ 

Vo/f. Signior Cnrbaccio! 

[CoKBAca io cofnrs forward] 

4 Aroc. What is lie? 

Volt. The father. 

2 Aroc. Has he had an oath? 

i\of. Ye.s. 

Cork. What mu.st I do now? 

A’ot. Your testimony's craved. 

Corh. Speak to the knave? 

I'll ha’ my mouth first .stopped with earth; 
mv heart 

Abhors his knowledge: I disclaim in him.* 

1 Aroc. But for what cause? 

Corh. The mere portent of nature I 

He is an utter stranger to my loins. 

Bon. Have they made* you to this? 

Corh. I will not hear thee, n« 

Monster of men, swine, goat, wolf, parri- 
ciflc ! 

Speak not, thou viper. 

Bon. Sir, I will sit down, 

-And rather wish my innocence should suffer 
Than I resi.-st the authority of a father. 

Volt. Signior Corvino! 

fCoiiviNO comes forward] 

2 Avoc. This is strange. 

1 Aroc. Who’s this? 

Xot. The husband. 

4 Aroc. Ls he .sw’om? 

Not. He is. 

3 Avoc. Speak then. 

Corr. This woman, please your father- 
hoods, is a whore, 

Of mo.<t hot exerci.se, more than a partrich, 
Upon record — 

1 Aroc. No more. 

Core. Neighs like a jennet. 

iVoL Preseiwe the honor of the court. 
Corr. I shall, »» 

And modesty of your mo.st reverend ears. 
And yet I hope that I may say these eyes 
Hav’e seen her glued unto that piece of 
cedar. 

That fine well-timbered gallant; and that 
here 


* SUlkinz huT^o. 
^ ln\ eutetJ pW t. 


^ F.v 
* Small 


* IJvintf ’ Disfiwn him. 


• Wroujfht. 
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The letters may be read, thorough the horn/ 
That makes the story perfect. 

^fo$. Excellent! sir. 

Core, [asfcfc to Mosca] There is no 
shame in this now, is there? 

^^os. None. 

Corv. Or if I said, I hoped that she were 
onward 

To her damnation, if there be a hell 
Greater than whore and woman; a good 
Catholic uo 

May make the doubt. 

3 Avoc. His grief hath made him 

frantic. 

1 Avoc. Remove him hence. 

2 Avoc. Look to the woman. 

[Celia] swootis 
Cory. Rare! 

Prettily feigned again! 

4 Avoc. Stand from about her. 

1 Avoc. Give her the air. 

3 Avoc. What can you say? 

[To Mosca] 

^ My wound, 
May it please your wisdoms, speaks for me, 
received 

In aid of my good patron, when he missed 
His sought-for father, when that well- 
taught dame 

Had her cue given her to cry out, ‘A rape!’ 

Bon. O most laid* impudence I Fathers 

3 Avoc. Sir, be silent; 

You had your hearing free, so must they 

theirs. 

2 Avoc. I do begin to doubt th’ imposture 
here. 

^ . Avoc. This woman has too many 

moods. 

Volt. Grave fathers, 

She is a creature of a most professed 
And prostituted lewdness. 

Corv. Most impetuous, 

Unsatisfied, grave fathers! 

Fo/f. May her feignings 

Not take your wisdoms: but this day* she 
baited 

A stranger, a grave knight, with her loose 
eyes, 

And more lascivious kisses. This man saw 
’em 

Together on the water, in a gondola. 

» As easily as the letters of an A B C card through 
the transparent horn that covers it. 

* Carefully contrived, 

• Only today. 


Mos, Here is the lady herself, that saw 
’hem too, 

Without : who then had in the open streets 
Pursued them, but for saving her knight’s 
honor. 

1 Avoc. Produce that lady. 

2 Avoc. Let her come. 

[Exit Mosca] 

4 Avoc. These things, 

They strike with wonder. 

3 Avoc. I am turned a stone. 


SCENE VI 

[Re-enter^ Mosca [with‘\ Lady Would-be 

Mos. Be resolute, madam. 

Lady P. Ay, this same is she. 

[Pohiting to Celia] 
Out, thou camelion harlot ! now thine eyes 
Vie tears with the hyena. Dar’st thou look 
Upon my wronged face? I cry your pardons 
I fear I have forgettingly transgressed 
Against the dignity of the court— 

2 Avoc. madam. 

Lady P . And been exorbitant — 

2 Avoc. You have not, lady. 

4 Avoc. These proofs are strong. 

Lady P Surely, I had no purpose 

lo scandalize your honors, or my sex’s. 

3 Avoc. We do believe it. 

Lad;/ P. Surely you may believe it. lo 

2 Avoc. Madam, we do. 

Lady P. Indeed you may; my breeding 
Is not so coarse — 

4 Avoc. We know it. 

"To 

With pertmacy — 

3 Avoc. Lady — 

Body P. Such a presence I 

No surely. 

1 Avoc. We well think it. 

Lady P. You may think it. 

1 Avoc. Let her o’ercome. What wit- 
nesses have you. 

To make good your report? 

, , Our consciences. 

Let. And heaven, that never fails the 
innocent. 

4 Avoc. These are no testimonies. 

1 .- , courts, 

Where multitude and clamor overcomes. 

1 Avoc. Nay, then you do wax insolent. 
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\*OLPONE is brought in [o?i ci couch] as 

impotent 

Volt. Here, here, » 

The testimony comes, that will convince. 
And put to utter dumbness theii bold 
tongues: 

See here, grave fathers, here's the ravishcr, 
The rider on men’s wives, the groat im- 
post or. 

The grand volupt»iar>' ! Do you not think 
These limbs should affect voner>-? or these 
eyes 

Covet a concubine? Pray you mark those 
hands; 

Are they not fit to stroke a lady's breasts? 
Perhaps he doth dissemble! 

Bon. So he docs. 

Volt. Would you have him tortured? 

Bon. I would have him proved, an 

Volt. Best try him then with goads, or 
burning irons; 

Put him to the strappado; * I have heard 
The rack hath cured the gout; faith, give 
it him. 

And help him of a malady; be courteotis. 
I’ll undertake, before these honored fathers. 
Ho shall have yet as many left diseases. 

As she has known adulterers, or thou strum- 
pets. 

0, my most equal hearers, if lhc.«c deeds. 
Acts of this bold and most exorbitant strain. 
May pass with sufTcrance, what one citizen 
But owes the forfeit of his life, yea. fame. *i 
To him that dares traduce him? which of 
you 

Arc safe, my honored fathers? I would ask. 
With leave of your grave fatherhoods, if 
their plot 

Have any face or color like to truth? 

Or, if unto the dullest nostril here. 

It smell not rank, and most abhorretl 
slander? 

I crave your care of this good gentleman. 
Whose life is much endangered by their 
fable ; 

And a.s for them, I will conclude with this, :•* 
That vicious persons, when they're hot, and 
fleshed 

In impious acts, their constancy abounds: 
Damned deeds arc done with greatest con- 
fidence. 

* In which the victim was hoisted up and suddenly 
dropped. 


1 Al'oe. Take ’hem to custody, and sever 
them. 

2 Avoc. Tis pity two such prodigies 
should live. 

1 Avoc. Let the old gentleman be re- 
turned with care. 

[Exeunt Officers with Volpone] 

I’m sorry our credulity wronged him. 

4 Avoc. These are two creatures! 

3 Avoc. I’vo an earthquake in me. 

2 Avoc. Their shame, even in their 
cradles, fled their faces. 

4 Avoc. You have done a worthy service 

to the state, sir, ® 

In their discovery’. [To Volt.1 

1 Avoc. You shall hear, ere night. 

What punishment the court decrees upon 
’hem. 

[Excuyit Avoc.\tori, Notario. and Of- 
ficers with. Bonario and CeliaI 

Volt. Wc thank your fatherhoods. — How 
like you it? 

Mos. Rare. 

rid ha’ your tongue, sir, tipped with gold 
for this; 

rid ha' you be the heir to the whole city; 

The earth I’ld have want men ere you want 
living: 

They're bound to erect your statue in St. 
Mark’s. 

Signior Corvino, I would have you go 

.\nd show yourself that you have con- 
quered. 

Corv. Yes. 

Mo.'i. It was much better that you shovdd 
profess w 

Yourself a cuckold thus, than that the other 

Should have been proved. 

Corv. Nay, I considered that: 

Now it is her fault. 

Mos. Then it had been yours. 

Corv. True; I do doubt this advocate 
still. 

Mos. r faith, 

You need not, I dare case you of that care. 

Corv. I trust thee, Mosca. [Exit] 

Mos. As your ow-n soul, sir. 

Corb. Mosca 1 

Mos. Now for your business, sir. 

Corb, How! ha’ you business? 

Mos. Yes, yours, sir. 

Corb. O, none else? 

Mos. None else, not I. 

Corb. Be careful then. 
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2M0S. Rest you with both your eyes, sir.* 
Corb. Dispatch it. 

Mos. Instantly. 

Corb. And look that all, ao 

Whatever, be put in, jewels, plate, mone3’s, 
Household stuff, bedding, cortines." 

Mos. Cortino-rings, sir: 

Only the advocate’s fee must be deducted. 
Corb. I’ll pay him now; you’ll be too 
prodigal. 

Mos. Sir, I must tender it. 

Corb. Two chcquines® is well. 

Mos. No, six, sir. 

Corb. ’Tis too much. 

Mos. He talked a great while; 

You must consider that, sir. 

Corb. Well, there’s three — 

Mos. I’ll give it him. 

Corb. Do so, and there’s for thee. 

[Erit] 

Mos. [aside'] Bountiful bones! What 
horrid strange offence 

Did he commit ’gainst nature, in his youth, 
Worthy this age?— [To Volt.] You see, sir, 
how I work 01 

Unto your ends: take you no notice. 

Volt. No. 

I’ll leave you. [Exit] 

Mos. All is yours, the devil and all: 
Good advocate! — Madam, I’ll bring you 
home. 

Lady P. No, I’ll go see your patron. 
Mos. That you shall not: 

I’ll tell you why. My purpose is to urge 
My patron to reform his will, and for 
The zeal you have shown to-day, whereas 
before 

You were but third or fourth, you shall be 
now 

Put in the first; which would appear as 

begged ,00 

If you were present. Therefore — 

Lady P. You shall sway me. 

[Exeunt] 

ACT V, SCENE I 
[A Room in Volpone's House] 
[Enter] Volpone 

Volp. Well, I am here, and all this brunt 
is past. 


I ne’er was in dislike with my disguise 
Till this fled moment: here ’twas good, in 
private ; 

But in 3’our public, — cave^ whilst I breathe. 
’Fore God, my loft leg gan to have the 
cramp. 

And I apprehended straight some power had 
struck me 

With a dead palsy. Well! I must bo merry, 
And .‘jhakc it off. A manj’ of these fears 
Would put me into some villainous disea.se. 
Should they come thick upon me: I’ll pre- 
vent ’hem. ,0 

Give me a bowl of lusty wine, to fright 
This humor from my heart. {He drinks) 
Hum, hum. hum! 

’Tis almost gone already; I shall conquer. 
Any device now of rare ingenious knaveiy. 
That would possess me with a violent 
laughter. 

Would make me up again. (Drinks again) 
So, so, so, so! 

This heat is life; ’tis blood by this time: — 
Mosca ! 

SCENE II 
[Enter] Mosc.\ 

Mos. How now', sir? does the day look 
clear again? 

Are we recovered, and wrought out of error. 
Into our way, to see our path before us?’ 
Is our trade free once more? 

Volp. Exquisite Mosca! 

Mos. Was it not carried learnedly? 

^ _ And stoutly : 

Good w'its are greatest in extremities. 

Mos. It were folly beyond thought to 
trust 

Any grand act unto a cow'ardly spirit: 

You are not taken with it enough, me- 
thinks. 

Volp. O, more than if I had enjoyed the 
wench : 

The pleasure of all woman-kind’s not like it. 

Mos. Why, now you speak, sir. We must 
here be fixed; 

Here w'e must rest ; this is our masterpiece ; 
We cannot think to go beyond this. 

Volp. True, 

Thou hast played thy prize, my precious 
Mosca. 

Mos. Nay, sir, 

* Beware of it. 


^ Leave the matter wholly with me. 

* Curtains. » About four dollars. 
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To gull the court — 

Volp. And quite divert the torrent 

Upon the innocent. 

Yes, and to make 
So rare a music out of discords — 

Volp. Right. 

That yet to mc’s the strangest, how th’hast 
borne it ! 

That these, being so divided 'mongst them- 
selves, » 

Should not scent somewhat, or in me or 
thee, 

Or doubt their own side. 

Mo$. True, they will not see’t. 

Too much light blinds ’hem, I think. Each 
of ’hem 

Is so possesso ’ and stufTed with his own 
hopes 

That anything unto the contrary, 

Never so true, or never so apparent. 

Never so palpable, they will resist it — 

Volp. Like a temptation of the devil. 

Mos. Right, sir. 

Merchants may talk of trade, and your 
great signiors 

Of land that yields well ; but if Italy ao 
Have any glebe * more fniitful than these 
fellows, 

I am deceived. Did not your advocate 
rare? 

Volp. 0 — ‘My most honored fathers, my 
grave fathers, 

Under correction of your fatherhoods, 
What face of truth is here? If these strange 
deeds 

May pass, most honored fathers’ — I had 
much ado 

To forbear laughing. 

M os. ’T seemed to me, you sweat, sir. 

Volp. In troth, I did a little. 

Mos. But confess, sir, 

Were you not daunted? 

Volp. In good faith, I was 

A little in a mist, but not dejected; « 
Never but still myself. 

Mos, I think it, sir. 

Now, so truth help me, I must needs say 
this, sir. 

And out of conscience for your advocate, 
He has taken pains, in faith, sir, ami de- 
served, 

In my poor judgement, I speak it under 
favor, 

* .Soil. 


Not to contrary you, sir, very richly — 

Well — to be cozened. 

Volp. Troth, and 1 think so, too. 

By that I heard him in the latter end.* 

Mos. 0, but before, sir: had you heard 
him first 

Draw it to certain heads, then aggravate,* 
Then use his vehement figures — I looked 
still 

When he would shift a shirt,* and doing 
this 

Out of pure love, no hope of gain — 

Volp. Tis right. 

I cannot answer him, Mosca, as I would. 
Not yet ; but for thy sake, at thy entreaty, 

I will begin, e’en now — to vex ’hem all, 

This very instant. 

Mos. Good sir. 

Volp. Call the dwarf 

And eunuch forth. 

Mos. Castrone, Nano! 

[Enter Castronb and Nano] 

Nan. Here. 

Volp. Shall wc have a jig now? * 

Mos. What you please, sir. 

Volp. Go, 

Straight give out about the streets, you two, 
That I am dead; do it with constancy, « 
Sadly,® do you hear? impute it to the grief 
Of this late slander. 

[Exeunt Cast, and Nano] 
Mos. What do you mean, sir? 

Volp. 0, 

I shall have instantly my vulture, crow, 
Raven, come flying liithcr, on the news, 
To peck for carrion, my she-wolf, and all. 
Greedy, and full of expectation — 

Mos. And then to liave it ravished from 
their mouths! 

Volp. ’Tis true. I will ha’ thee put on a 
gown, 

And take upon thee, ns thou wert mine 
heir; 

Show ’hem a will. Open that chest, and 
reach 

Forth one of those that has the blanks; I’ll 
straight 

Put in thy name. 

' Prom the conclusion of his speech. 

^ Kinphuslze. 

• Cuntinunlly for the moment when he would hive 
to change, etc. 

• Sutne more fun. * Serious^’. 
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Mos, It will bo rare, sir. 

[Gives him a paper] 

Volp. Ay, 

When they e’en gape, and find themselves 
deluded — 

Mos. Yes, 

Volp. And thou use them scurvily! 
Dispatch. 

Get on thy gown. 

Mos. [putting on a gown"] But what, sir, 
if they ask 
After the body? 

Volp. Say, it was corrupted. 

Mos. I’ll say it stunk, sir; and was fain 
t’ have it 

Coffined up instantly, and sent away. 

Volp. Anything; what thou wilt. Hold, 
here’s my will. 

Get thee a cap, a count-book, pen and ink. 
Papers afore thee; sit as thou wert taking 
An inventory of parcels: I’ll get up 
Behind the curtain, on a stool, and hearken: 
Sometime peep over, see how they do look. 
With what degrees their blood doth leave 
their faces. 

0, ’twill afford me a rare meal of laughter! 

Mos. [putting on a cap, and setting out 
the table, etc.] Your advocate will turn 
stark dull upon it. 

Volp. It will take off his oratory’s edge. 

Mos. But your clarissimo, old round- 

back, ‘ he 90 

Will crump you like a hog-louse, with the 
touch. 

Volp. And what Corvino? 

Mos. O, sir, look for him, 

To-morrow morning, with a rope and dag- 
ger, 

To visit all the streets, he must run mad; 
My lady, too, that came into the court, 

To bear false witness for your worship— 

Volp. Yes, 

And kissed me ’fore the fathers, when my 
face 

Flowed all with oils — 

Mos. And sweat, sir. Why your gold 
Is such another med’eine, it dries up 
All those offensive savors: it transforms loo 
The most deformed, and restores ’hem 
lovely, 

As ’twere the strange poetical girdle.* Jove 
Could not invent t’ himself a shroud more 
subtle 



* Corbacclo. * Cestus (Jonson). 


To pass Acrisius’* guards. It is the thing 
Makes all the world her grace, her youth, 
her beauty. 

Volp. I think she loves me. 

Mo.‘i. Who? the lady, sir? 

She’s jealous of you. 

Volp. Dost thou say so? 

[KTWcking within] 
Mos. Hark, 

There’s some already. 

Volp. Look. 

Mos. It is the vulture; 

He has the quickest scent. 

Volp. I’ll to my place, 

Thou to thy posture. 

[Goes behind the curtaui] 
Mos. I am set. 

Volp. But, Mosca, no 

Play the artificer now, torture ’hem rarely. 


SCENE III 


[Enter] Voltore 

Volt. How now, my Mosca? 
il/os. [writing] Turkey carpets, nine — 
Volt. Taking an inventor}'! that is well. 
Mos. Two suits of bedding, tissue — 

Volt. Where’s the will? 

Let me read the while. 


[Enter Servants with Corbaccto in a chair] 

Gorb. So, set me down. 

And get you home. [Exeunt Servants] 
Volt. Is he come now, to trouble us! 
Mos. Of cloth of gold, two more — 

Gorb. Is it done, Mosca? 

Mos. Of several velvets, eight — 

Volt. I like Iiig care. 

Cor6. Dost thou not hear? 


[Enter Corvino] 

Gorv. Ha! is the hour come, Mosca? 

VoLPONE peeps from behind a traverse 
Volp. Ay, now they muster. 

Gorv. What does the advocate here. 

Or this Corbaccio? 

Gorb. What do these here? 


[Enter Lady Poutick Would-be] 

Lady P. Mosca! lo 

Is this thread spun? 

* The father of Danae. 
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Mox. Eight chests of linen — 

Vo!p. O, 

My fine Darno Woulcl-be, too! 

Cor)’. Mosca, the will, 

That I may show it these, and rid ’hem 
hence. 

Mos. Six chests of diaper, four of 
damask. — There. 

[Gii'cs them the will care- 

le.ssly, over his shoulder] 

Cor6. Is that tlie will? 

Mos. Down-beds, and bolsters — 

Volp. Rare! 

Be busy still. Now they begin to flutter: 
They never think of me. Look, sec, see, 
see! 

How their swift eyes run over the long deed, 
Unto tlie name and to the legacies, 

What is bequeathed them there — 

Mos. Ten suits of hangings — 20 

Volp. Ay, in tlieir garters, Mosca. Now 

their hopes 
Are at the gasp. 

Volt. Mosca the heir! 

Corb. What’s that? 

Volp. My advocate is dumb; look to my 
merchant. 

He has heard of some strange storm, a ship 
is lost, 

He faints; my lady will swoon. Old glazen- 
eyes, 

He hath not reached his despair yet. 

Corb. All these 

Are out of hope; I am, sure, the man. 

[Takes the will] 
Con'. But, Mosca — 

Mos. Two cabinets — 

('orv. Is this in earnest? 

;l/o.s*. One 

Of ebony — 

Core. Or do you but delude me? 

Mos. The other, mother of pearl — I am 
\’ery busy. » 

Good faith, it is a fortune throwm upon 
me — 

Item, one salt of agate — not my seeking. 
Lady P. Do you hear, sir? 

.1/o.s*. A p('rfuined box — Pray you forbear, 
You see I’m troubled — made of an onyx — 
Lady P. Plow! 

Mos. To-morrow or next day, I shall be 
at leisure 

To talk with you all. 

Core. Is this my large hope’s issue? 


Lady P. Sir, I must have a fairer answer. 

;l/os. Madam! 

Many', and shall: pray you, fairly quit my 
house. 

Nay, raise no tempest with your looks; but 
hark you. 

Remember what your ladyship offered me to 

To put you in an heir; go to. think on it: 

And what you said e'en your best madams 
did 

For maintenance; and why not you? 
Enough. 

Go home, and use the poor Sir Pol, your 
knight, well. 

For fear I tell some riddles; go, be melan- 
cholic. [Exit Lady Would-be] 

Volp. 0, my fine devil! 

Core. Mosca, pray you a word. 

Mos. Lord! will not you take your dis- 
patch hence yet? 

Methinks, of all, you should have been the 
example. 

Why should you stay here? with what 
thought, what promise? 

Hear you ; do you not know, I know you 
an ass, «> 

And that you would most fain have been a 
wittoi,* 

If fort\inc would have let you? that you 
are 

A declared cuckold, on good terms? This 
pearl. 

You’ll siiy, was yours? right: this diamant? 

I’ll not (leny’t, but thank you. Much here 
else? 

It may be so. Why, think that these good 
works 

May help to hide your bad. I’ll not betray 
you : 

Although you bo b\it extraordinar>', 

And have it only in title,* it sufficeth: 

Go home, be melancholic too. or mad. « 

[Exit CORVINO] 

Volp. Rare Mosca! how his villainy be- 
comes him! 

Volt. Certain he doth delude all these for 
me. 

Corb. Mosca the heir! 

Volp. O. his four eyes have found it. 

Corb. I am cozoncil, cheated, by a para- 
site slave; 

Harlot,* thou hast gulled me. 

* Cuckoia. * Of cnckold. 

* Sfouiuln'l, usi'd of l>oth scx{^s. 
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Mos. Yes, sir. Stop your mouth, 

Or I shall draw the only tooth is left. 

Are not you he, that filthy covetous wretch. 
With the three legs,* that here, in hope of 
prey, 

Have, any time this three years, snuffed 
about, 

With your most groveling nose, and would 
have hired to 

Me to the poisoning of my patron, sir: 

Are not you he that have to-day in court 
Professed the disinheriting of your son? 
Perjured yourself? Go home, and die, and 
stink; 

If you but croak a syllabic, all comes out : 
Away, and call your porters! [Exit Cor- 
BACCio] Go, go, stink. 

Volp. Excellent varlet! 

Volt. Now, my faithful Mosca, 

I find thy constancy — 

Mos. Sir! 

Volt. Sincere. 

Mos. [loriting] A table 

Of porphyry — I mar’le you’ll be thus 
troublesome. 

Volt. Nay, leave off now, they are gone. 

Mos. Why, who are you? » 

What! who did send for you? 0, cry you 
mercy, 

Reverend sir! Good faith, I am grieved for 
you, 

That any chance of mine should thus defeat 
Your (I must needs say) most deserving 
travails; 

But I protest, sir, it was cast upon me. 
And I could almost wish to be without it, 
But that the will o’ the dead must be 
observed. 

Marry, mj' joy is that you need it not: 

You have a gift, sir (thank your education), 
Will never let you want, while there are 
men, » 

And malice, to breed causes.* Would I had 
But half the like, for all my fortune, sir! 

If I have any suits, as I do hope. 

Things being so easy and direct, I shall not, 
I will make bold with your obstreperous aid. 
Conceive me — for your fee, sir. In mean 
time, 

You that have so much law, I know ha’ the 
conscience 

Not to be covetous of what is mine. 

^ Alluding to his cane. * Law suits. 


Good sir, I thank you for my plate; ’twill 
help 

To set up a young man. Good faith, you 
look loo 

As you were costive; best go liome and 
purge, sir. [Exit Voltore] 

Volp. [comes from behind the curtain] 
Bid him eat lettuce* well. My witty 
mischief. 

Let me embrace thee. O that I could now 
Transform thee to a Venus! — Mosca, go, 
Straight take my habit of clarissimo, 

And walk the streets; be seen, torment 
’hem more : 

We must pursue, as well as plot. Who 
would 

Have lost this feast? 

Mos. I doubt it will lose them. 

Volp. 0, my recovery shall recover all. 
That I could now but think on some dis- 
guise no 

To meet ’hem in and ask ’hem questions: 
How I would vex ’hem still at every turn! 

Mos. Sir, I can fit you. 

Volp. Canst thou? 

Mos. Yes, I know 

One o’ the commandadori, sir, so like you; 
Him will I straight make drunk, and bring 
you his habit. 

Volp. A rare disguise, and answering thy 
brain ! 

0, I will be a sharp disease unto ’hem. 

Mos. Sir, you must look for curses — 

Volp. Till they burst; 

The Fox fares ever best when he is cursed. 

[Exeunt] 

SCENE IV 

[A Hall in Sir Politick’s House] 

[Enter] Peregrine [disguised, and] three 

Merch.^nts 

Per. Am I enough disguised? 

1 Mer. I warrant you. 

Per. AH my ambition is to fright him 

only. 

2 Mer. If you could ship him away, 
’twere excellent. 

3 Mer. To Zant, or to Aleppo! 

Per. Yes, and ha’ his 

Adventures put i’ th’ Book of Voyages,* 

And his gulled story registered for truth. 

* A soporific. * Hakluyt. 
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Well, gentlemen, when I am in a while. 
And that you think us warm in our dis- 
course. 

Know your approaches. 

1 Mer. Trust it to our care. 

[Exeunt Merchants] 

[Enter Waiting-woman] 

Per. Save you, fair lady I Is Sir Pol 
within? 10 

Worn. I do not know, sir. 

Per. Pray you say unto him 

Here is a merchant, upon urgent business, 
Desires to speak with him. 

Worn. 1 will see, sir. [Ejj'O 

Per. Pray you. 

I see the family is ail female here. 

[Pe-entcr Waitino-woman] 

Worn. He says, sir, he has weighty affairs 
of state, 

That now require him whole; some other 
time 

You may possess him. 

Per. Pray you say again, 

If those require him whole, these will exact 
l.im, 

Whereof I bring him tidings. 

Woman] What might bo i» 

His grave affair of stale now! how to make 
Bolognian sausages here in Venice, sparing 
One o’ th’ ingredients? 

[Pc-rntcr Waiting- woman] 

Worn. Sir, ho says, he knows 

By your word that you arc no 

statesman. 

And therefore wills you stay. 

Per. Sweet, pray you return him; 

I have not road so many proclamations. 

And studied them for words, as he has 
done — 

But — here he deigns to come. 

[Exit Woman] 

Enter Sir Politick 

Sir P. Sir. I must crave 

Your courteous pardon. There hath chanced 
to-day 

Unkind disaster ’twixt my lady and me; 

* The accepted term was Intelligence. 


» 

And I was penning my apology, » 

To give her satisfaction, as you came now. 
Per. Sir, I am grieved I bring you worse 
disaster: 

The gentleman you met at th’ port to-day, 
That told 3 ’ou he was newly arrived — 

Sir P. Ay, was 

A fugitive punk? 

Per. No, sir, a spy set on you: 

And he has made relation to the senate. 
That you professed to him to have a plot 
To seil the State of Venice to the Turk. 

Sir P. O me! 

Per. For which warrants are signed by 
this time. 

To apprehend you, and to search your study 
For papers — *\ 

Sir P. Alas, sir, I have none, but notes 
Drawn out of play-books — 

Per. All the better, sir. 

Sir P. And some essays. What shall I do? 
Per. Sir, best 

Convey yourself into a sugar-chest: 

Or, if you could lie round, a frail ‘ were rare, 
And 1 could send you aboard. 

Sir P. Sir, I but talked so, 

For discourse’ sake merely. 

[They knock untkoul] 
Per. Hark! they are there. 

Sir P. I am a wretch, a wretch! 

Per. What will you do, sir? 

Have j’ou ne’er a currant-butt * to leap 
into? 

They’ll put you to the rack; you must be 
sudden. w 

Sir P. Sir, I have an engine — * 

3 Mer. [within] Sir Politick Would-be! 
2 Mer. [within] Where is he? 

^ir P. That I’ve 

thought upon before time. 

Per. What is it? 

Sir P. I shall ne’er endure the torture, 
Many', it is, sir, of a tortoise-shell, 

Fitted for these extremities: pray j’ou, sir, 
help me. 

Here I have a place, sir, to put back my legs, 
Please you to lay it on. sir, [lies down while 
Per. places the shell upon him ] — with 
this cap. 

And my black gloves I’ll lie, like a tortoise, 
Till they are gone. 

• Bnsket. 

• Wlnc-cask. Q. currrn<bul. 

• Contrivance. 
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Per. And call you this an engine? 

Sir P. Mine own device — Good sir, bid 
my wife’s women ao 

To burn my papers. [Exit Per.) 

[The three Merchants] rush in 


2 Mer. Ay, i’ the Term. 

1 Mer. Or Smithfield, in the fair.' 

3 Mer. Methinks ’tis but a melancholic 
sight. 

Per. Farewell, most politic tortoise! 

[Exeunt Per. and Merchants] 


1 Mer. Where is he hid? 

3 Mer. We must, 

And will sure find him. 

2 Mer. Which is his study? 

[Re-enter Peregrine] 


1 Mer. What 

Are you, sir? 

Per. I’m a merchant, that came hero 
To look upon this tortoise. 

3 iV/er. How! 

1 Mer. St. Mark! 

What beast is this? 

Per. It is a fish. 

2 Mer. Come out here! 

Per. Nay, you may strike him, sir, and 

tread upon him' 

He’ll bear a cart. 

1 Mcv. What, to run over him? 

Per. Yes, sir. 

3 Mer. Let’s jump upon him. 

2 Mer. Can he not go? 

Per. He creeps, sir. 

1 Mer. Let’s see him creep. 

Per. No, good sir, you will hurt him. 

2 Mer. Heart, I will see him creep, or 

prick his guts. « 

3 Mer. Come out here! 

Per. Pray you, sir. — 

[aside to Sir Pol.] Creep a little. 

1 Mer. Forth. 

2 Mer. Yet further. 

Per. Good sir! — Creep. 

2 Mer. We’ll see his legs. 

They pull off the shell and discover him 

3 Mer. Ods so, he has garters! 

1 Mer. Ay, and gloves 1 

2 Mer. Is this 

Your fearful tortoise? 

Per. [discovering himself] Now, Sir Pol, 
we are even; 

For your next project I shall be prepared: 
I am sorry for the funeral of your notes, sir. 
1 Mer. ’Twere a rare motion^ to be seen 
in Fleet Street. 

^ Show* 


[Re-enter Waiting-woman] 

Sir P. Where’s my lady? so 

Knows she of this? 

IFom. I know not, sir. 

Sir P. Enquire. — 

0. I shall be the fable of all feasts. 

The freight of the gazetti," shijj-boys’ tale; 

And, wliich is worst, even talk for ordi- 
naries.* 

H'or/i. My lady’s come most melancholic 
home. 

And says, sir, she will straight to sea, for 
physic. 

Sir P. And I, to shun this place and clime 
for ever. 

Creeping with house on back, and think it 
well 

To shrink my poor head in my politic shell. 

[Exeunt] 


SCENE V 

[A Room in Volpone's House] 

[Enter] Volponb and Mosca, the first in the 
habit of a commandadore, the other, 

of a clarissimo 

Volp. Am I then like him? 

0, sir, you are he: 
No man can sever ^ you. 

Volp. Good. 

Mos. But what am I 

Volp. ’Fore heaven, a brave clarissimo; 
thou becom’st it! 

Pity thou wert. not bom one. 

Mos. [aside] If I hold 

My made one,* ’twill be well. 

Volp. I’ll go and see 

What news first at the court. [Exit] 

Mos. Do so. My Fox 

Is out of his hole, and ere he shall re-enter, 

^ Bartholomew Fair. 

^ Newspapers. 

^ Eating houses. 

* Distin^ish. 

* The position I am making for myself. 
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ril make him languish in his borrowed case,* 
Except he come to composition with me. — 
Androgyno, Castrone, Nano! 

[Enter Androgyno, Castrone, and Nano] 

All. Here. lo 

Mos. Go, recreate yourselves abroad; go, 
sport. — 

So, now I have the keys, and am possessed. 
Since he will needs be dead afore his time, 
I’ll bury him, or gain by him: I am his lioir, 
And so will keep me, till he share at least. 
To cozen him of all, were but a cheat 
Well placed: no man would construe it a 
sin : 

Let his sport pay for’t. This is called the 
Fox-trap. [Exeunt] 


SCENE VI 
[A Street] 

[Enter] Cohbaccio, Corvino 

Corb. They say the court is set. 

Corv. We must maintain 

Our first tale good, for both our reputations. 
Corb. Why, mine’s no tale: my son would 
there have killed me. 

Corv. That’s true. I had forgot: — [n.sidi] 
mine is,* I’m sure. — 

But for your will. sir. 

Corb. Ay. I'll come upon him 

For that hereafter, now his patron’s deail. 

[Enter Volpone q.h a commandndore] 

Volp. Signior Corvino! and Corbacciol 
sir. 

Much joy unto you. 

Corv. Of what? 

^ olp. The sudden good 

Dropped down upon you — 

Corb. Where? 

^ And none knows how, 

From old Volpone, sir. 

Corb. Out, arrant knave! lo 

Volp. Let not your too much wealth, sir, 

make you furious. 

Corb. Away, thou varlet. 

Volp. Why, sir? 

Corb. Dost thou mock mo? 

’ A talf. 


Volp. You mock the world, sir; did you 
not change wills? 

Corb. Out, harlot ! * 

Volp. O! belike you are the man, 

Signior Corvino? faith, you carry it well; 

You grow not mad withal; I love your 
spirit ; 

You arc not over-leavened with your for* 
tunc. 

You shouUl ha’ some would swell now, like 
a wine-fat,* 

With such an autumn. — Did he gi’ you all, 
sir? 

Corv. Avoid, you rascal! 

Volp. Troth, your wife has shown 

Herself a very woman; but you are well, « 

You nce<l not care, you have a good estate. 

To bear it out. sir. better by this chance: 

E.xeept Corbaccio have a share. 

Corb. Hence, varlet ! 

Volp. You will not be a’known,’ sir; why, 
’tis wise. 

Thus do all gamesters, at all games, dis- 
semble: 

No man will seem to win. [Ejcunf Corvino 
ami Corbaccio] Here comes my vulture. 

Heaving his beak up i' the air, and snuffing. 


SCENE VII 


l^ider] VoLTORE 


^ olt. Outstripped thus, by a parasite! a 
slave. 

Would run on errands, and make legs* for 
crumbs. 

Well, what I’ll do — 

' stays for your worship. 

I e’en rejoice, sir, at your worship’s happi- 
ness. 


And that it fell into so learned hands, 

That understand the fingering — 

What do you mean? 
\ olp. I mean to be a suitor to your 
w’orship. 

For the small tenement, out of reparations,* 
That, at the end of your long row of houses. 
By the Piscaria: it was, in Volpone’s time, w 
\ our predecessor, ere he grew diseased, 

A handsome, pretty, customed* bawd>'- 
house 


' Disxuisf, 


’ Rascal. 

’ BuU. 

' Uecosnizotl. 


• Row. 

• Repair. 

• Kre^juented. 
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As any was in Venice, none dispraised; 
But fell with him: his body and that house 
Decayed together. 

Volt. Come, sir, leave your prating. 
Volp. Why, if 3 ’our worship give me but 
your hand, 

That I may ha’ the refusal, I have done. 
Tis a mere toj' to you, sir; candle-rents; 
As your learned worship knows — 

Volt. What do I know? 

Volp. Marry, no end of your wealth, sir; 
God decrease it ! » 

Volt. Mistaking knave! what, mock’st 
thou my misfortune? [AVd] 

Volp. His blessing on your heart, sir; 
would ’twere more! — «> 

Now to my first again, at the next corner. 

[Fx/n 

SCENE VIII 

[The Scrulinco, or Senate House] 

[Enter] Corbaccto [and] Corvino. Mosca 
[passes over the Stage, before them] ' 

Corb. See, in our habit! * see the impu- 
dent varlet ! 

Corv. That I could shoot mine eyes at 
him, like gun-stones! “ 

[Enter] Volpone 

Volp. But is this true, sir, of the para- 
site? 

Corb. Again, t’ afflict us! monster! 

Volp. In good faith, sir, 

I’m heartily grieved, a beard of your grave 
length 

Should be so over-reached. I never 
brooked * 

That parasite’s hair; methought his nose 
should cozen: 

There still* was somewhat in his look, did 
promise 

The bane of a clarissimo. 

Corb. Knave — 

Volp. Methinks 

Yet you, that are so traded i’ the world, w 
A witty merchant, the fine bird, Corvino, 

* F. Mosca passant, 

* That of a clarissimo or gentleman. 

* Cannon-balls. 

* Could endure. 

* Always. 


That have such moral emblems on your 
name,‘ 

Should not have sung j’our shame, and 
dropped your cheese. 

To let the Fox laugh at your emptiness. 

Corv. Sirrah, you think the privilege of 
the place. 

And your red saucy cap, that seems to me 

Nailed to your jolt-head* with those two 
chequinos,* 

Can warrant j’our abuses; come you hither: 

You shall perceive, sir, I dare beat you; 
approach. 

Volp. No haste, sir, I do know j'our valor 
well, 20 

Since you durst publi.sh what you are. sir. 

Corr. Tany, 

I’d .“^peak with you. 

Volp. Sir, sir, another time — 

Corr. Nay, now. 

Volp. 0 God, sir! I were a wise man, 

Would stand the fury of a distracted 
cuckold. 

[As he is running off,] Mosca walks by them 

Corb. What, come again! 

Volp. Upon ’hem, Mosca; save me. 

Corb. The air’s infected where he 
breathes. 

Corv. Let’s fly him. 

[Exeunt Corv. and Corb.] 

Volp. Excellent basilisk!^ turn upon the 
vulture. 

SCENE IX 
[Enter] Voltors 

Volt. Well, flesh-flj', it is summer with 
you now; 

Your winter will come on. 

Mos. Good advocate. 

Pray thee not rail, nor threaten out of place 
thus; 

Thou’lt make a solecism, as madam says. 

Get you a biggin * more ; your brain breaks 
loose. [Exit 

Volt. Well, sir. 

Volp. Would you have me beat 

the insolent slave, 

Throw dirt upon his first good clothes?* 

‘ Of crow. 

- Fool’s head. 

^ Gold buttons on his cap. 

^ The basilisk killed by a look. 

*Cap. 

^ The first he has ever had. 
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Volt. This same 

Is doubtless some familiar.* 

Volp. Sir, the court, 

In troth, stays for you. I am mad. a mule* 
That never read Justinian, should get up, to 
And ride an advocate! Had you no quirk 
To avoid gullage, sir, by such a creature? 

I hope you do but jest; he has not done 't: 
This’s but confofloracy to blind the rest. 
You are the heir. 

Volt. A strange, officious, 

Troublesome knave 1 Thou dost torment 
mo. 

Volp. I know — 

It cannot be, sir, that you should be 
cozened; 

’Tis not within the wit of man to do it ; 
You arc so wise, so prudent; and 'tis fit 
That wealth and wisdom still* should go 
together. [£'j-cunt] » 

SCENE X 

[Enter] Four Avocatori, Notario, Bonaiuo, 
Celia, ConnAcao, Corvino, Commanda- 

DORI, [S.AFFI, etc.] * 

1 Avoc. Are all the parties here? 

Not. All but the advocate. 

2 Avoc. And here he comes. 

[Enter VoLTORE and Volpone] 

1 Avoc. Then bring 

’hern forth to sentence. 

Volt. O, my most honored fathers, let 
your mercy 

Once win upon your justice, to forgive — 

I am distracted — 

Volp. [osicfc] What will he do now? 
Volt. O, 

I know not which t’ address myself to first; 
Whether your fatherhoods, or these inno- 
cents — 

CoTv. [as/dc] Will he betray himself? 
Volt. Whom equally 

I have abused, out of most covetous ends — 
Corv. The man is mad! 

Corb. What's that? 

Corv. He is possessed. 

Volt. For which, now struck in conscience, 
here I prostrate u 

» Spirit. 

• A of base birtJi. 

* Ever. 

♦ Tbe onlcr of Uie F. is .^incwlirtt ronrrAngeil. 


Myself at your offended feet, for pardon. 

1, 2 Avoc. Arise. 

Cel. O heaven, how just thou art I 
Volp. [cufide] I am caught 

I’ mine own noose — 

Corv. [to CoRBAccio] Be constant, sir; 
nought now 

Can help but impudence. 

1 Avoc. Speak fonvard. 

Corn. Silence! 

Volt. It is not passion in me, reverend 
fathers. 

But only conscience, conscience, my good 
sires. 

That makes me now tell truth. That para- 
site. 

That knave, hath been the instrument of all. 

1 Avoc. Where is that knave? fetch him. 

Volp. I go. [Exit] 

Cort*. Grave fathers, 

This man’s distracted: he confessed it now: 
For, hoping to be old Volpone’s heir, n 
Who now is dead — 

3 Ai'oc. Ho\v! 

2 Avoc. Is Volpone dead? 

Corv. Dead since,* grave fathers. 

Bon. O sure vengeance! 

1 Avoc. Stay, 

Then ho was no deceiver. 

Volt. 0 no, none: 

This parasite, grave fathers. 

Cori’, He does speak 

Out of mere envy, ’cause the ser\’ant’s made 
The thing he gaped for: please your father- 
hoods. 

This is the truth, though I’ll not justify 
The other, but he may be some-deal faulty. 
Volt. Ay, to your hopes, as well as mine, 
Cor\’ino: « 

But I’ll use modesty.* Plcaseth your wis- 
doms. 

To view these certain notes, and but confer* 
them ; 

And as I hope favor, they shall speak clear 
truth. 

Corv. The devil has entered himl 
Bon. Or bides in you. 

4 Avoc. We have done ill, by a public 
officer 

To send for him, if he be heir. 

2 Avoc. For whom? 

4 /I roc. Him that they call the parasite, 

3 .A roc. *Tis true, 

' The court met. • Be moderate. • Compare. 
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He is a man of great estate, now left. 

4 Avoc. Go you, and leam his name, and 
say the court 

Entreats his presence here, but to the clear- 
ing 

Of some few doubts. [Exit Notan,’] 

2 Avoc. This same’s a labyrinth! 

1 Avoc. Stand you unto your first report? 
Corv. My state, 

My life, my fame — 

Bon. Where is’t? 

Corv. Are at the stake. 

1 Avoc. Is yours so too? 

Corb. The advocate’s a knave, 

And has a forked tongue — 

2 Avoc. Speak to the point. 

Corb. So is the parasite too. 

1 Avoc. This is confusion. 

Volt. I do beseech your fatherhoods, read 
but those — 

[Giving them papers] 
Corv. And credit nothing the false spirit 
hath writ: 

It cannot be but he is possessed, grave 
fathers. » 

[The scene closes] 

SCENE XI 
[A Street] 

Enter Volpone 

Volp. To make a snare for mine own 
neck! and run 

My head into it, wilfully! with laughter! 
When I had newly scaped, was free and 
clear, 

Out of mere wantonness! 0, the dull devil 
Was in this brain of mine when I devised it, 
And Mosca gave it second ; he must now 
Help to sear up this vein, or we bleed dead. 

[Enter Nano, Androgyno, and Castrone] 

How now! Who let you loose? whither go 
you now? 

What, to buy gingerbread, or to drown kit- 
lings? 

Won. Sir, Master Mosca called us out of 
doors, 10 

And bid us all go play, and took the keys. 
And. Yes. 

Volp. Did Master Mosca take the keys? 
Why, so! 


I am farther in. These are my fine conceits! 
I must be merr>', with a mischief to me ! 
What a vile wretch was I, that could not 
bear 

My fortune soberly? I must ha’ my 
crotchets. 

And my conundnimsl Well, go you, and 
seek him: 

His meaning may be truer than my fear. 
Bid him, he straight come to me to the 
court; 

Thither will I, and, if’t be possible, » 
Unscrew my advocate, upon new hopes: 
When I provoked him, then I lost myself. 

[Exeunt] 

SCENE XII 

[The Scruiineo or Senate House] 
Avocatori, [Bonario, Celia, Cordaccio, Cor- 

VINO, COMMANDADORI, S.AFFI, elC., OS 

before] 

1 Avoc. These things can ne'er be recon- 
ciled. He here 

[Showing the papers] 
Professeth that the gentleman was wronged, 
And that the gentlewoman was brought 
thither, 

Forced by her husband, and there left. 
Volt. Most true. 

Cel. How ready is heaven to those that 
pray ! 

1 Avoc. But that 

Volpone would have ravished her, he holds 
Utterly false, knowing his impotence. 

Corv. Grave fathers, he is possessed; 
again, I say. 

Possessed; nay, if there be possession, and 
Obsession, he has both. 

3 Avoc. Here comes our officer, lo 

[Enter Volpone] 

Volp. The parasite will straight be here, 
grave fathers. 

4 Avoc. You might invent some other 
name, sir varlet. 

3 Avoc. Did not the notarj' meet him? 

Volp. Not that I know. 

4 Avoc. His coming will clear all. 

2 Avoc. Yet it is misty. 

Volt. May’t please your fatherhoods— 
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VoIp. (VoLPONE u'hispcrs the Advocate) 

Sir, the parasite 
Willed me to tell you that his master lives; 
That you are still the man; your hopes the 
same; 

And this was only a jest — 

Volt. How? 

Volp. Sir, to try 

If you were firm, and how you stood af- 
fected. 

Volt. Art sure he lives? 

Volp. Do I live, sir? 

Volt. 0 me! » 

I was too violent. 

Volp. Sir, you may redeem it. 

They said you were jiosscssed : full down, 
and seem so: 

I’ll help to make it good, — (V oltorb 
God bless the man! — 

Stop your wind hard, and swell — See, see, 
sec, see I 

He vomits crooked pins! * his eyes are set, 
Like a dead hare’s hung in a poulter’s shop! 
His mouth’s running away! Do you see, 
signior? 

Now it is in his belly. 

Corv. Ay, the devil I 

Volp. Now in his throat. 

Corr. Ay, I perceive it plain. 

Volp. Twill out, ’twill out I stand clear. 
See where it flics, m 

In shape of a blue toad, with a bat’s wings! 
Do you not see it, sir? 

Corb. What? I think I do. 

Corv. 'Tis too manife.st. 

I olp. Look! he comes t’ himself! 

Volt. Where am I? 

Volp. Take good heart, the 

wor.st is past, sir. 

You are dispossessed. 

1 A roc. What accident is this! 

2 Aroc. Sudden, and fidl of wonder! 

3 Aroc. If he were 

Possessed, as it appears, all this is nothing. 

Corv. He has been often subject to these 
fits. 

1 Aroc. Show him that writing:— do you 
know it, sir? 

Volp. [whispers Volt.] Deny it, sir, for- 
swear it; know it not. to 

Volt. Yes, I do know it well, it is my 
hand ; 

* Thirt and Iho following; were common supersti- 
liuiis. 


But all that it contains is false. 

Bon. O practice !‘ 

2 Aroc. What maze is this! 

1 Aroc. Is he not guilty then, 

Whom you there name the parasite? 

Volt. Grave fathers. 

No more than his good patron, old Volpone. 
4 Aroc. Wh}', he is dead. 

Volt. O no, my honored fathers, 

He lives — 

1 Aroc. How! Lives? 

Volt. Lives. 

2 Aroc. This is subtler yeti 

3 Aroc. You said he was dead. 

Volt. Never. 

3 A/ oc. You said so. 

('orr. I heard so. 

4 Aroc. Here comes the gentleman; make 
him way. 

[Enter Mosc.\] 

3 Aroc. A stool. 

4 Aroc. [aside] A proper man; and were 

Volpone dead, » 

A fit match for my daughter. 

3 Aroc. Give him way. 

\ olp. [aside to Mos.] Mosca, I was almost 

lost; the advocate 

Had betrayed all; but now it is recovered; 
All’s o’ the hinge again — Say 1 am living. 
Mos. What busy knave is this! — Most 
reverend fathers. 

I .sooner had attended your grave pleasures, 
Hut that my ordiT for the funend 
Of my dear patron did require me — 

Volp. [aside] Mosca 1 

Mos. horn I intend to l>ur>* like a gen- 
tleman. 

\ olp. [aside] Ay, quick, and cozen me of 
all. 

2 Aroc. Still strangerl » 

More intricate! 

1 A roe. And come about again! 

4 Aroc. [aside] It is a match, my daugh- 
ter is bestowed. 

Mos. [aside to Voij'.] Will you gi* me 
half? 

T olp. First I’ll be hanged. 

Mos. I know 

Your voice is good, cr>’ not so loud. 

1 Aroc. Demand 

The advocate. — Sir, did you not affirm 

* Trickor)*. 
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Volpone was alive? 

Volp. Yes, and he is; 

This gent’man told me so. — [Aside to 
Mos.] Thou shall have half. 

Mos. Whose drunkard is this same? 
speak, some that know him: 

I never saw his face. — [Aside to Volp.] I 
cannot now 
Afford it you so cheap. 

Volp. No! 

1 Avoc. What say you? to 

Volt. The officer told me. 

Volp. I did, gi'ave fathers. 

And will maintain he lives, with mine own 
life, 

And that this creature [points to Mos.] told 
me. — [aside] I was born 
With all good stars my enemies. 

Mos. Most grave fathers, 

If such an insolence as this must pass 
Upon me I am silent; 'twas not this 
For which you sent, I hope. 

2 Avoc. Take him away. 

Volp. Moscal 

3 Avoc. Let him be whipped. 

Volp. Wilt thou betray mo? 

Cozen me? 

3 Avoc. And taught to bear himself 
Toward a person of his rank. 

4 Avoc. Away. » 

[The Officers seize Volpone] 
Mos. X humbly thank your fatherhoods. 
Volp. [aside] Soft, soft: Whipped! 

And lose all that I have! If I confess. 

It cannot be much more. 

4 Avoc. Sir, are you married? 

Volp. They’ll be allied anon; I must be 
resolute ; 

The Fox shall here uncase. 

{He puts off his disguise) 
Mos. Patron! 

Volp. Nay now 

My ruin shall not come alone; your match 
ril hinder sure : my substance shall not glue 
you, 

Nor screw you into a family. 

Mos. Why, patron! 

Volp. I am Volpone, and this is my 
knave; [pointing to Mosc.\l 

This [to Volt.], his own knave; this [M 
Core.] avarice’s fool; ” 

This [fo Corv.], a chimera of wittol, fool, 
and knave: 

And, reverend fathers, since we all can hope 


Nought but a sentence, let’s not now despair 

4 

It. 

You hear me brief. 

Corv. May it please your fatherhoods — 
Com. Silence. 

1 Avoc. The knot is now undone 

by miracle. 

2 Avoc. Nothing can bo more clear. 

3 Avoc. Or can more prove 

These innocent. 

1 Avoc. Give ’hem their liberty. 

Bon. Heaven could not long let such 

gross crimes be hid. 

2 Avoc. If this be held the highway to get 
riches. 

May I be poor! 

3 Avoc. This is not the gain, hnt torment. 

1 Avoc. These possess wealth, as sick men 
possess fevers, 

Which trulier may be said to possess them. 

2 Avoc. Disrobe that parasite. 

Corv. Mos. Most honored fathers — 

1 Avoc. Can you plead aught to stay the 
course of justice? 

If }-ou can, speak. 

Cort’. Volt. We beg favor, 

Cel. And mercy. 

1 Avoc. You hurt your innocence, suing 
for the guilty. 

Stand forth; and first the parasite. You 
appear 

T’ have been the chiefest minister, if not 
plotter, 

In all these lewd impostures, and now, 
lastly. 

Have with impudence abused the court, no 
And habit of a gentleman of Venice, 

Being a follow of no birth or blood: 

For which our sentence is, first, thou be 
whipped ; 

Then live a perpetual prisoner in our gal- 
leys. 

Volp. I thank you for him. 

Mos. Bane to thy wolfish nature! 

1 Avoc. Deliver him to the Saffi.' [Mosca 
is carried out] Thou, Volpone, 

By blood and rank a gentleman, canst not 
fall 

Under like censure; but our judgement on 
thee 

Is, that thy substance all be straight con- 
fiscate 


1 Police. 
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And since the most was gotten by impos- 
ture, 

By feigning lame, gout, palsy, and such 
diseases, 

Thou art to lie in prison, cramped with 
irons, 

Till thou be’st sick and lame indeed. Re- 
move him. 

[He is taken from the Bar} 
Volp. This is called mortifying of a Fox. 
1 Avoc. Thou. Voltore, to take away the 
scandal. 

Thou hast given all worthy men of thy 
profession, 

Art banished from their fellowship, and our 
state. 

Corbaccio! — bring him near. Wc here pos- 
se.ss 

Thy son of all thy state,’ and confine thee 

To the mona.‘5tor>’ of San Spirito; 

Where, since thou knewest not how to live 
well here. 

Thou shall be learned to die well. 

Corb. Ha! what said he? 

Com. You shall know anon. sir. 

1 Avoc. Thou. Cor\dno, shall 

Be straight embarked from thine own 
house, and rowed 

Round about Venice, through the Grand 
Canal, 

Wearing a cap, with fair long ass’s ears, 

Instead of horns! and so to mount, a paper 

Pinned on thy breast, to the Berlina.* 

Corv. Yes, 


And have mine eyes beat out with stinking 
fish, iw 

Bruised fruit, and rotten eggs — ’tis well. I 
am glad 

I shall not see my shame yet. 

1 Avoc. And to expiate 

Thy wrongs done to thy wife, thou art to 
send her 

Home to her father, with her dowry 
trebled : 

And these are all your judgements. 

AU. Honored fathers — 

1 Avoc. Which may not be revoked. Now 
you begin. 

When crimes are done, and past, and to be 
punished. 

To think what your crimes are: away with 
them. 

Let all that see these vices thus rewarded, 

Take heart, and love to stvidy ’hem. Mis- 
chiefs feed «o 

Like beasts, till they be fat, and then they 
bleed. 

VoLPONE [comes forward] 

The scasotiing of a play is the applause. 

Now, though the Fox be punished by the 
laivs, 

He yet doth hope, there is »o suijering due, 

For any fact' which he hath done 'gainst 
you; 

If there be, ccyisurc him; here he doubtful 
stands: 

If not, fare jonally, and clap your hands. 

[Exeunt] 
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The nu4^ and Cry after Cupid is the appropriate title which Gifford, the editor of 
Jonson, h(‘sto\vo(l on this poetical little work. The title of the quarto of 1608 runs: 
The Dt Hcription tif the .Uh,sy/</c u'ith the Xupliai Sojkjs. at the Lord Vuu'ount Had- 
dington's Marriage at ('ourl, on the Shrovc-Tuesday at Xight, 1608. After the Nuptial 
jSon^s, we have the additional words: "celebrating the happy ituirriage of John Lord 
Ramsey, V’wcount Iladdtugton, uhth the Lady Elizabeth Ratclifje, daughter to the 
Right Honourable Robert Earl of Sussex.” The bridegroom was high in the favor of 
King James from tlie circumstance that it was he wlio had killed with his own hand 
the Earl of Gowr>’ at Perth, August 3, 1600, when his assault was made upon the 
king. The bride is described by a contemporary as “one of the prime beauties of the 
kingilom." This masque favorably n^presents the species before it became disfigured 
with overelaboration and excess. And it surpasses most of its kind in brevity as 
well as poetry. The Hue and Cry was celebrated with great raagnificence, five English 
and s(‘\en Scottish lords an<l gentlemen aj>pearing as the masquers in it. A con- 
temporary estimates tlie cost of the presentation at £300 for each of the masquers, 
making a total of £3600 or. roughly speaking in contemporary values, of about 
S30.000. None of the designs of Inigo Jones appear to have sundved for this masque. 
The text offers no difficulties. I have followed it except for the shortening of Jonson’e 
learned notes. 


This is one of some tliirty-five masques and entertainments that came from Jonson^s 
pen between his welcome to King James “in pasisng to his coronation” in 1603 and 
his contribution to the entertainment of King Charles thirty years later at BoUover 
Ca.stle, Derbyshire. The more important of the masques intervening, such as The 
Mascfue of Queens. Hymcnaei and the like, are full of ingenuity, taste and poetr>'. 
In most of them Jonson had tlie assistance of Inigo Jones, the royal architect whose 
cleverness and resource in the designing of setting, scenerx* and costume have never 
been .surpassed, as .scores of Ids drawings and designs extant go to show. 

The Ma.sques of Jonson have not been .separately and completely republished. They 
are reprinted in the complete edition of Giflord-Cunningham. 
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The worthy custom of honoring worthy 
marriages, with these noble solemnities, 
hath of late years advanced itself frequently 
with us; to the reputation no less of our 
court, than nobles: expressing besides 
(through the difRculties of expense and 
travel, wth the cheerfulness of under- 
taking) a most real affection in the per- 
sonators, to those, for whose sake they 
would sustain these persons. It behoves 
then us, that are trusted with a part of 
their honor in these celebrations, to do noth- 
ing in them beneath the dignity of either. 
With this proposed part of judgment, I 
adventure to give that abroad, which in my 
first conception I intended honorably fit: 
and, though it hath labored since, under 
censure, I, that know truth to be always 
of one stature, and so like a rule, as' who 
bends it the least way, must needs do an 
injury to the right, cannot but smile at 
their tyrannous ignorance, that will offer to 
slight me (in these things being an artificer) 
and give themselves a peremptory license to 
judge who have never touched so much as 
to the bark, or utter’ shell of any knowl- 
edge. But their daring dw'ell with them. 
They have found a place to pour out their 
follies; and I a seat, to sleep out the pas- 
sage. 

The scene to this Masque, was a high, 
steep, red cliff, advancing itself into the 
clouds, figuring the place, from w'hence (as 
I have been, not fabulously, informed) the 
honorable family of the Radcliffes first took 
their name, a clivo rubro, and is to be 
written with that orthographj'; as I have 
observed out of Master Camden, in his 
mention of the earls of Sussex. This cliff 
was also a note of height, greatness, and 
antiquity. Before which, on the two sides, 
were erected tw’o pilasters, charged with 
spoils and trophies of Love and his mother, 
consecrate to marriage: amongst which were 
old and young persons figured, bound with 

'That. >Mere. 


roses, the wedding garments, rocks' and 
spindles, hearts transfixed with arrows, 
others flaming, virgins’ girdles, garlands, and 
worlds of such like; all wrought round and 
bold:® and over head two personages, 
Triumph and Victory, in flying postures, 
and twice so big as the life, in place of the 
arch, and holding a garland of myrtle for 
the key. AH which, with the pillars, seemed 
to be of burnished gold, and embossed out 
of the metal. Beyond the cliff was seen 
nothing but clouds, thick, and obscure; till 
on the sudden, with a solemn music, a 
bright sky breaking forth; there were dis- 
covered first two do^•es, then two swans, 
with sil\Tr geers,’ drawing forth a trium- 
phant chariot; in which Venus sat, crowned 
with her star, and beneath her the three 
Graces, or Giarites, Aglaia, Thalia, Euphro- 
syne, all attired according to their antique 
figures. These, from their chariot, alighted 
on the top of the cliff, and descending by 
certain abrupt and winding passages, Venus 
having left her star only flaming in her 
scat, came to the earth, the Graces throw- 
ing garlands all the way, and began to 
speak. 

Venus. It is no common cause, ye will 
conceive, 

My lovely Graces, makes your Goddess 
leave 

Her state in heaven, tonight to visit earth. 
Love late is fled away, my eldest birth, 
Cupid, whom I did joy to call my son; 
And, whom long absent,' Venus is undone. 
Spy, if you can, his footsteps on this green; 
For here, as I am told, he late hath been, 
With divers of his brethren,' lending light 
From their best flames, to gild a glorious 
night ; jo 

Which I not grudge at being done for her, 

' * In liigh relief. “Trappings, 

* Who being long absent. 

“In allusion to TAe Afajique of Beautu of tlie pre- 
vious January in which Cupids were the torch- 
bearers. 
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Wlio-«o honors to mine own I still prefer. 
Hut, ho not yet returning. I’m in fear, 

Some gentle Grace, or innocent Hcauty here, 
He taken with him: or he hath surpri.'-ed 
A second Psyche, and lives here disguised. 
Find yo no track of his stray’d feet? 

1 Grace. Not I. 

2 Grace. Nor 1. 

3 Grace. Nor I. » 

rcn?/.*?. Stay, n> niph.s. we then will try 

A nearer way. Look all these ladies' eyes, 
And see if there he not concealed lie.s; 

Or in their bosoms, 'twixt their swelling 
breasts; 

The wag nfTects to make himself such nests: 
Perchance he hath pot some simple heart to 
hide 

His subtle shape in; I will have him erx-ed, 
And all his virtues tohll that, when they’d 
know 

What spright he is, she soon may let him go, 
That guards him now; and think herself 
right blest, ao 

To be so timely rid of such a guest. 

Begin, soft Graces, an<l proclaim reward 
To lier that brings him in. Speak to be 
heard. 

1 Grace. Beauties, have ye seen this toy,‘ 
Called Love, a little boy, 

Almost naked, wanton, blind; 

Cruel now, and then as kind? 

If ho bo ainong.st ye, say? 

He is Venus’ runaway. 

2 Grace. She that will but now' discover «o 
Where the winger! wag doth hover, 

Shall to-night receive a kiss, 

How or where herself would wish: 

But who brings him to his mother, 

Shall have that kiss, and another. 

3 Grace. He hath marks about him 
plenty: 

You shall know him among twenty. 

All his body is a fire. 

And his breath a flame entire, 

That being shot, like lightning, in, co 

Wounds the heart, but not the skin. 

1 Crace. At his sight, the sun hath turned, 
Neptiine in the waters burned; 

Hell hath felt a greater heat; 

Jove him.-self forsook his seat: 

From the center to the sky, 

Are his trophies reared high. 

* Tho stniH'i* of tliis Hue lyric is Mosclius. 


2 Grace. Wings ho hath, which though ye 
clip. 

He will leap from lip to lip, 

Over liver, lights, an<l heart, • 

But not stay in any part; 

And. if chance his arrow’ misses, 

Ho will shoot liiniself in ki.sses. 

3 Grace. He doth bear a golden bow, 

And a quiver, hanging low, 

Full of arrows, that outbrave 
Dian’s .‘shafts; where, if he have 
Any head more sharp than other. 

With that first- he strikes his mother. 

1 Grace. Still the fairest arc his fuel. » 
When his days are to be cniel. 

Lovers’ hearts are all his food; 

And his baths their warmest blood: 
Nought but wounds his hand doth season, 
And he hates none like to Reason. 

2 Grace. Tnist him not; his words, 
though sweet, 

Seldom with his heart do meet. 

All his practice is deceit; 

Kvery gift it is a bait; 

Not a kiss but poison bears; » 

And most treason in his tears. 

3 Grace. Iille minutes are his reign; 

Then the straggler makes his gain 

By presenting maids with toys, 

And would have yo think ’hem joys; 

’Tis the ambition of the elf, 

To have all childish as himself. 

1 Grace. If by these ye please to know 
him, 

Beauties, be not nice, but show’ him. 

2 Grace. Tliough ye had a will to hide 

him, » 

Now. we hope, ye’ll not abide him. 

3 Grace. Since you hear his falser play; 
And that he’s Venus’ runaway. 

At this, from behind the trophies, Cupid 
discovered himself, and came forth 
armed; attended with twelve boys, most 
antickly attired, that represented the 
Sports, and pretty Lightnesses that ac- 
company Love, under the titles of Joa 
and Risus; and are sj\id to wait on 
Vbnus, ns she is Prefect of Marriage. 

Cupid. Como, niy little jocund Sports, 
Come away; the time now’ sorts 
With your pastime: this same night 
Is Cupid’s day. Advance your light. 
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With your revel fill the room, 

That our triumphs be not dumb. 

Wherewith they fell into a subtle, 
capricious dance, to as odd a music, 
each of them bearing two torches, and 
nodding with their antic faces, with 
other variety of ridiculous gesture, 
which gave much occasion of mirth 
and delight to the spectators. The 
dance ended, Cupid went forward. 

Cupid. Well done, anticksl now my bow, 
And my quiver bear to show ; wi 

That these beauties, here, may know, 

By what arms this feat was done, 

That hath so much honor won 
Unto Venus and her son. 

At which, his mother apprehended 
him, and circling him in, with 
the Graces, began to demand. 

Venus. What feat, what honor is it that 
you boast, 

My little straggler? I had given you lost. 
With all your games, here. 

Cupid. Mother! 

Venus. Yes, sir, she. m 

What might your glorious cause of triumph 
be? 

Ha’ you shot Minerva or the Thespian 
dames? * 

Heat ' aged Ops * again, with youthful 
flames? 

Or have you made the colder Moon to visit 
Once more a sheepcote? Say, what conquest 
is it 

Can make you hope such a renown to win? 
Is there a second Hercules brought to spin? 

Or, for some new disguise, leaves Jove his 
thunder? 

Cupid. Nor that, nor those, and yet no 
less a wonder — 

Which to tell, I may not stay : i» 

And there slips from her 
Hymen’s presence bids away; 

’Tis, already, at his night. 

He can give you further light. 

You my Sports, may here abide, 

Till I call to light the bride. 

* Such would be a miracle. 

* Heated. 

* Rhea, the mother of the gods. 


Enter Hymen ' 

Hymen. Venus, is this a time to quit your 
car? 

To stoop to earth, to leave alone your star, 
Without your influence, and, on such a 
night, 

Which should be crowned with your most 
cheering sight, 129 

As® you were ignorant of what were done 
By Cupid’s hand, your all-triumphing son? 
Look on this state;’ and if you yet not 
know. 

What crown there shines, whose scepter here 
doth grow; 

Think on thy loved iEneas, and what name, 
Maro, the golden trumpet^ of his fame, 
Gave him, read thou in this. A prince that 
draws 

By example more than others do by laws: 
That is so just to his great act, and thought, 
To do, not what kings may, but what kings 
ought. 

Who, out of piety, unto peace is vowed, no 
To spare his subjects, yet to quell the 
proud ; 

And dares esteem it the first fortitude, 

To have his passions, foes at home, sub- 
dued.’ 

That was reserved, until the Parcae spun 
Their whitest wool; and then his thread be- 
gun, 

Which thread, when treason would have 
burst,® a soul ^ 

To-day renowned and added to my roll, 

Opposed; and, by that act, to his name did 
bring 

The honor to be saver of his king. 

This king whose worth, if gods for virtue 

Should Venus with the same affections 
move, 

As her .dSneas; and no less endear 

Her love to his safety, than when she did 
cheer, 

, ‘ The god of marriage, “as you liave him described 

(Jonson). “In a saffron-colored 
ro^, his under vesture white, his socks yellow, a 
yellow veil of silk on his left arm, his head crowned 
with rop and marjoram, in his right hand a torch 

='As if. 

* The place occupied by royalty. 

* Trumpeter. 

“Flattery of royalty was of the essence of the 
masque* ^ 

monstrous conspiracy of Earl Gowry” 
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After a tempest, long-afflicted Troy, 

Upon the Lybian shore; and brouglit them 
joy. 

I’enus. I love, and know his virtues, and 
do boast 

Mine own renown, when I renown him 
most. 

My Cupid’s absence I forgive and praise, 
That me to such a present grace could raise. 
His champion shall hereafter bo my care: 

But speak his bride, and what her virtues 
are. 

Hymen. She is a noble virgin, styled The 
Maid 

Of the Red-cliff, and hath her dowry 
weighed 

No less in virtue, blood, and form, than 
gold; 

Thence, where my pillar’s reared, you may 
behold, 

Filled with Love’s trophies, doth she take 
her name. 

Those pillars did uxorious Vulcan frame. 
Against flii.s day, and underneath that hill. 
He and his Cyclopes are forging still 
Some strange and curious piece, t’ adorn 
the night, ko 

And give these graced nuptials greater light. 

Hero Vulcan presented himself, as 
overhearing Hymen, attired in a 
cassock girt to him, with bare arms, 
his hair and beard rough; his hat 
of blue, and ending in a cone; in 
his hand a hammer and tongs, 
as coining from the forge. 

Vulcan. Which I have done; the best of 
all my life: 

And have my end, if it but please my wife, 
And she commend it, to the labored worth. 
Cleave, solid rock I and bring the wonder 
forth. 

At which, with a loud and full music, 
the cliff parted in the midst, and dis- 
covered an illustrious' concave, filled 
with an ample and glistering light, in 
which an artificial sphere was made of 
.silver, eighteen foot in the diameter, 
that turned perpetually: the co/un* 
were heightened with gold; so were the 
arctic and antarctic circles, the tropics, 

‘ Briglitly 

’ Tile jfreat cir<-les which interspct nt the poles 
iirul (liviiie (he miuiiioctiul nml (lie ecliptic. Oif. 
Lyic. 


the equinoctial, the meridian and hori- 
zon; only the zodiac was of pure gold: 
in which the masquers, under the char- 
acters of the tweh e signs, were placed, 
answering them in number; whose of- 
fices,’ with the whole frame, as it turned, 
Vulcan went forward to describe. 

Vulcan. It is a sphere I’ve formed round 
and even, 

In due proportion to the sphere of heaven, 
With all his^ lines and circles; that com- 
pose 

The pcrfect’st form, and aptly do disclose 
The heaven of marriage: which I title it: wo 
Within whose zodiac, I have made to sit. 

In order of the signs, twelve sacred powers, 
That are prcsiiling at all nuptial hours: 

The first, in Aries’ place, respecteth pride 
Of youth, and be.auty; graces in the bride. 

In Taurus, he loves strength and manliness; 
The virtues which the bridegroom should 
profess. 

In Gemini, that noble pow'er is shown, 

That twins their hearts, and doth of two 
make one. 

In Cancer, he that bids the wife give way »» 
Witli backward yielding to her husband’s 
sway. 

In Leo, he that doth instil the heat 
Into the man: which from the following seat 
Is tempered so, as* he that looks from 
thence 

Sees yet they keep a Virgin innocence. 

In Libra’s room, rules he that doth supply 
All happy beds with sweet equality. 

The Scorpion’s place he fills, that makes the 
jars, 

And stings in wedlock; little strifes and 
wars: 

Which he in th’ Archer’s throne doth soon 
remove «» 

By making with his shafts new wounds of 
love. 

And those the follower with more heat in- 
spires, 

As in the Goat the sun renews his fires. 

In wot Aquarius’ stead, reigns he tliat 
showers 

Fertility upon the genial bowers. 

Last, in the Fishes’ place, sits he doth say, 
In marrictl joys all should be dumb as 
they. 

* Charactoristics, 


•Its. 


•That. 
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And this hath Vulcan for his Venus done, 
To grace the chaster triumph of her son. 
Venxia. And for this gift, will I to heaven 
return, no 

And vow for ever, that my lamp shall bum 
With pure and chastest fire; or never shine, 
But when it mixeth with thy sphere and 
mine. 

Here Venus returned to her chariot 
with the Graces; while Vulcan, 
calling out the priests of Hymen, 
who were the musicians, was 
interrupted by Pyracmon, . . . 
Brontes and Steropes. 

Vulcan. Sing then, ye priests. 

Pyracmon. Stay, Vulcan, shall not these 
Come forth and dance? 

Vulcan. Yes, my Pyracmon,* please 
The eyes of these spectators with our art, 
Pyracmon. Come here, then, Brontes, 
bear a Cyclop’s part, m 

And Steropes, both with your sledges stand, 
And strike a time unto them as they land; 
And as they forwards come, still guide their 
paces, 

In musical and sweet proportioned graces; 
While I upon the work and frame attend, 
And Hymen’s priests forth, at their seasons, 
send 

To chaunt their hymns; and make this 
square admire 

Our great artificer, the god of fire. 

Here the musicians, attired in yellow, with 
wreaths of marjoram, and veils like 
Hymen’s priests, sung the first staff of the 
following Epithalamion : which, because it 
was sung in pieces between the dances, 
shewed to be so many several songs; but 
was made to be read in an entire poem. 
After the song, they came forth (descending 
in an oblique motion) from the Zodiac, and 
danced their first dance; then music inter- 
posed (but varied with voices, only keeping 
the same chorus), they danced their second 
dance. So after, their third and fourth 
dances, which were all full of elegancy and 
curious device. The two latter were made 
by M. Tho, Giles,* the two first by Master 

* One of the CYclope. 

* Sometime Uaster of Paul’e and notoriooslj con> 
nected with the history of the stage. 


Hie, Heme: who, in the persons of the two 
Cyclopes, beat a time to them with their 
hammers. The tunes were M. Alphonso 
Ferrabosco’s* The device and act of the 
scene M. Inigo Jones* his, with addition 
of the trophies. For the invention of the 
whole and the verses, Assertor qui dicat 
esse meos, imponent plagiario pudorem? 

The attire of the masquers throughout 
was most graceful and noble; partaking of 
the best both ancient and later figure. The 
colors carnation and silver, enriched both 
with embroidery and lace. The dressing of 
their heads, feathers and jewels; and so 
excellently ordered to the rest of the habit, 
as* all would suffer under any description 
of the shew. Their performance of all, so 
magnificent and illustrious, that nothing can 
add to the seal of it, but the subscription 
of their names: 


The Duke of Lenox, 
Earl of Arundell, 
Earl of Pembroke, 
Earl of Montgomery, 
Lord D’Aubigny, 
Lord of Walden, 


Lord Hay, 

Lord Sankre, 

Sir Ro. Riche, 

Sir Jo. Kennethie, 
[Master of Mar], 
M. Erskine. 


EPITHALAMION 

Up, youths and virgins, up, and praise 
The god, whose nights outshine his days; 
Hymen, whose hallowed rites 
Could never boast of brighter lights; 
Whose bands pass liberty. 

Two of your troop, that with the mom 
were free. 

Are now waged to his war. 

And what they are. 

If you’ll perfection see. 

Yourselves must be. „ 

Shine, Hesperus, shine forth, thou wished 

star I 

What joys or honors can compare 
With holy nuptials, when they are 
Made out of equal parts 
Of years, of states, of hands, of hearts! 
When in the happy choice, 

* A musical Italian well known to the reign. 

* The King’s famous ardiitect. deviser of the 

scenes and costumes of masques for thirty years 

friend and enemy of Jonson. * 

* I dare assert that he who calls them mine will 
bring shame to the plagiary. 

* That. 
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The spouse and spoused have the foremost 
voice ! 

Such, glad of Hymen’s war, 

Live what they are, 

And long perfection see: » 

And such ours be. 

Shine, Hesperus, shine forth, thou wished 
star I 

The solemn state of this one night 
Were fit to last an age’s light ; 

But there arc rites behind 

Have less of state, but more of kind: * 

Lov’e's wealthy crop of kisses. 

And fruitful harvest of his mother’s blisses. 
Sound then to Hymen’s war: 

That what these arc, » 

Who will perfection see, 

May haste to be. 

Shine, Hesperus, shine forth, thou wished 
starl 

Love’s commonwealth consists of toys; 

His council are those antic boys, 

Games, Laughter, Sports, Delights, 

That triumph with him on these nights; 

To whom we must give way, 

For now their reign begins, and lasts till 
day. 

They sweeten Hymen’s war, m 

And in that jar. 

Make all that married be, 

Perfection see. 

Shine, Hesperus, shine forth, thou wi.<h(\l 
star! 

Why stays the bridegroom to invade 
Her that would be a matron made? 

* Nature. 


Good-night, whilst yet we may 
Good-night, to you a virgin, say: 
To-morrow rise the same 
Your mother is, and use a nobler name. » 
Speed well in Hymen’s war. 

That, what you are, 

By your perfection, we 
.And all may see. 

Shine, Hesperus, shine forth, thou wishM 
starl 

To-night is Venus’ vigil kept. 

This night no bridegroom ever slept; 

And if the fair bride do, 

The married say, ’tis his fault, too. 

Wake then, and let your lights «» 

Wake too; for they’ll tell nothing of your 
nights. 

But, that in Hymen’s war, 

You perfect are. 

And such perfection we 
Do pray should be. 

Shine, Hespenis, shine forth, thou wished 
starl 

That, ere the rosy-fingered morn 
Behold nine moons, there may be bom 
A babe, I’ \iphold the fame 
Of Ratcliffe’s blood and Ramsey’s name: » 
That may, in his great seed. 

Wear the long honors of his father's deed. 
Such fruits of Hymen’s war 
Most perfect are; 

And all perfection we 
Wish yo\i shotild see. 

Shine, Hesperus, shine forth, thou wished 
starl 
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On Jonson’s death, Aupust 6, 1637, The Sad Shepherd was found, with other works, 
RmonK his papers and published in the second volume of the folio edition of 1631-41. 
This is, for scholarly purposes, the only te.Kt. and it has been followed in the present 
edition. The date of the probable writinp of this fragment has been much debated, 
some referring it to a period shortly before the niithor’s death; others considering it 
as probably planned and written before 1619. at a period when Jonson was in poetic 
and dramatic rivalry with Daniel, whose pastorals were then in vogue. It is impossible 
to decide the matter. Greg, who has most thoroughly consideri^d the question, finds 
no evidence opposed to "placing it in the few years preceding Jonson's death." See 
his edition of The Sod Shepherd, Materialien zur Kunde, 1905, to which I record my 
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ing and agreeable to read, ns none is more nobly graceful in expression or more ex- 
cellent in simplicity of style." Greg reprints an interesting completion of The Sad 
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THE PERSONS OF THE PLAY 


Robin Hood, the Chief Woodman,' Master 
of the Feast 

Marian, his Lady, the Mistress 

Their Family * 

Friar Tuck, the Chaplain and Steward 
Little John, Bow-bearer 

s“thi^k, HurUsmen 

George a Greene, Huisher * of the Bower 
Much, Robin Hood’s Bailif or Acater* 

The Troubles Unexpected 
Maudlin, the Envious, the Witch of 
Fapplewick 

Douce, the Proud, her Daughter 


* Huntsman. 

• Retinue. 


* Doorkeeper. 

* Caterer. 


Lorel, the Rude, a Swineherd, the Witch’s 
Son 

Puck-Hairy, or Robin Coodfellow, their 
Mine ' 


The Guests Invited 
Clarion, the Rich 
Lionel, the Courteous 


Alken, the Sage 
^GLAMOUR, the Sad 
Karoun, the Kind 
Mellifleur, the Sweet 
Amib, the Gentle 
Earine,* the Beautiful ^ 

The Reconciler 
Reuben, a devout Hermit 


Shepherds 


Shepherdesses 


> Hind, man. s F. reads Larine , 


The Scene is Sherwood: Consisting of a Landt-shape' of Forest, Hills, Vallies, Cot- 
tages, a Castle, a River, Pastures, Herds, Flocks, all full of country simplicity, 
Robin Hood’s Bower, his Well, the Witch’s Dimble,* the Swineherd’s Oak, 

the Hermit’s Cell. 


^ Landscape. 


■ Dingle, thicket. 



THE ARGUMENT OF THE FIRST ACT 


Robin Hood, hiivinj; invited all the shepherds and shepherdesses of the Vale of 
Be’voir' to a feast in the l'or<*st of Sherwood, and trusting to his mistress, Maid 
Marian, with her Wooilmen, to kill him veni^o^ against the day; having left the like 
charge with Friar Tuck, his chaplain and steward, to command the rest of his mern,’ 
men to see the bower made ready ami all things in onler for the entertainment; meet- 
ing with his guests at their entrance to the wood, welcomes them and conducts them 
to his bower. Where, by the way. he receives the relation of the Sad Shepherd, 
/Eglamour, wlio is fallen into a deep melancholy for the loss of his beloved Earine, 
reported to ha\e biam drowned in passing over the Trent, some few days before. 
They endeavor in what they can to comfort him. but his disease having taken so strong 
root, all io in vain, and thev are forced to leave him. In tiie meantime Marian is 


come from hunting with the Huntsmen, where the lovei's interchangeably express their 
loves. Robin Hood enquires if she hunted tlie deer at force’ and what sport he made, 
how long lie stood, and what head’ he bore; all which is briefly answered with a 
relation of breaking him up. and the Raven ami her bone.* The suspect ’ had of that 
Raven to be Maudlin, the Witch of Papplewick. whom one of the Huntsmen met 
i’ the morning at the rousing of the deer, and is confirmed by her. being then in 
Robin Hood's kitchen, i’ the chimney-corner broiling the same bit. which was thrown 
to the Raven, at the quariy or fall of the deer. Marian being gone in to show the 
deer to some of the shepherdesses, returns instantly to the scene discontented, sends 
away the venison she had killed to her tliey call the Witch, quarrels with her love, 
Robin Hood, abuseth him and his guests, the shepherds; and so departs, leaving 
tliem all in wonder and perplexity. 


* Seat of tile Earls of ntitlaiul. 

^ Ran the <lecr ilown with tlo«s in the open. 

* Antlers. 

* Ik'Iow. 

^The suspicion is Uiot the Raven is MiukIUik 


PROLOGUE 


He that hath feasted you these forty years, 

And fitted fables for your finer ears,* 

Although at first he scarce could hit the bore;* 

Yet you, with patience harkening more and more, 

At length have grown up to him, and made known 
The working of his pen is now your own: 

He prays you w'ould vouchsafe, for your own sake, 

To hear him this once more, but sit awake. 

And though he now present you with such wool 

As from mere English flocks his muse can pull,’ lo 

He hopes when it is made up into cloth. 

Not the most curious head here will be loth 
To wear a hood of it, it being a fleece, 

To match or those of Sicily or Greece.^ 

His scene is Shenvood, and his play a Tale, 

Of Robin Hood’s inviting from the Vale 
Of Be ’voir, all the shepherds to a feast: 

Where, by the casual “ absence of one guest. 

The mirth is troubled much, and in one man 

As much of sadness shewn as passion can : ao 

The sad young shepherd, whom we here present. 

Like his woes figure, dark and discontent, 

The S.\D Shepherd passeth silently over the stage 
For his lost love, who in the Trent is said 
To have miscarried; ’las I what knows the head 
Of a calm river, whom the feet have drown’d? — 

Hear what his sorrows are ; and if they wound 
Your gentle breasts, so that the end crown all. 

Which in the scope of one day’s chance may fall; 

Old Trent will send you more such tales as these. 

And shall grow young again as one doth please. ao 

Here the Prologue thinking to end, returns 
upon a new purpose and speaks on 
But here’s an heresy of late let fall, 

That mirth by no means fits a pastoral ; 

Such say so, who can make none, he® presumes: 

Else there’s no scene more properly assumes 
The sock.* For whence can sport in kind* arise, 

‘ The finer ears among you. 

^ Caliber of your understanding. 

* The earlier method of shearing. 

‘Theocritus or Virgil. 

“ Accidental. 

® The author. 

^ The distinctive feature of comedy. 

• Naturally. 
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But from the rural routs and families? * 

Safe on this ground then, we not fear to-day, 

To tempt your laughter by our rustic play; 

Wherein if we distaste,* or be cried down. 

We think wc therefore shall not leave the town; 

Nor that the fore-wits that would draw the rest 
Unto their liking, always like the best. 

The wise and knowing critic will not say, 

This worst, or better is. before he weigh 
Where* every piece be perfect in the kind: 

And then, though in them.selves he difference find, 

Yet if the place require it where they stood, 

The equal fitting makes them equal good. 

You shall have love and hate, and jealousy, 

As well as mirth, and rage, and melancholy: » 

Or whatsoever else may either move, 

Or stir affections, and your likings prove. 

But that no style for pastoral should go 
Current, but what is stamp'd with Ah! and 0! 

Who judgeth so, may singularly err; 

As if all poesie had one character 

In which what were not written, were not right; 

Or that the man who made such one poor flight. 

In his whole life, had with his winged skill 

Advanced him upmost on the muses’ hill. «> 

When he like poet yet remains, as those 

Are painters who can only make a rose. 

From such your wits redeem you. or your chance, 

Lest to a greater height j’ou do advance 
Of folly, to contemn those that are known 
Artificers, and trust such as are none. 

» Kindred. 

* Displease. 

• Whether. 


THE SAD SHEPHERD 

Ben Jonson 


ACT I, SCENE I 
Robin Hood's Bower 
[Enter] ^Eglamour 

/Eg. Here she was wont to go! and here! 
and here! 

Just where those daisies, pinks, and violets 
grow : 

The world may find the spring by following 
her, 

For other print her airy steps ne’er left. 

Her treading would not bend a blade of 
grass, 

Or shake the downy blow-ball* from his 
stalk I 

But like the soft west wind she shot along. 

And where she went, the flowers took thick- 
est root, 

As she had sowed 'hem with her odorous 
foot. 

SCENE II • 

[The Same] 

[Enter] Marian, [Friar] Tuck, John, 

Woodmen, etc. 

Mar. Know you, or can you guess, my 
merry men. 

What 'tis that keeps your master, Robin 
Hood, 

So long, both from his Marian, and the 
wood? 

Tuck. Forsooth, madam, he will be here 
by noon. 

And prays it of your bounty, as a boon, 

That you by then have killed him venison 
some. 

To feast his jolly friends, who hither come 

In threaves * to frolic with him, and make 
cheer : 

' Downjr head of the dandelion. 

* Jonson’s method makes a new scene on entrance 

of a new personage. 

• Numerously, threave-shock of com. 


Here’s Little John hath harbored* you a 
deer, 

I see by his tackling.* 

John. And a hart of ten,* i® 

I trow he be, madam, or blame your men: 

For by his slot,* his entries,* and his port, 

His frayings,® fewmets,* he doth promise 
sport, 

And standing ’fore the dogs; he bears a head 

Large and well-beamed, with all rights 
summed and spread.® 

Mar. Let’s rouze him quickly, and lay on 
the hounds. 

John. Scathlock is ready with them on 
the grounds; 

So is his brother Scarlet: now they ’ave 
found 

His lair, they have him sure within the 
pound.® 

Mar. Away then, when my Robin bids a 
feast, JO 

’Twere sin in Marian to defraud a guest. 

[Exeunt Marian and John 
with the Woodmen] 

SCENE III 

[The Same] 

[Friar] Tuck, George a Greene, Much, 

iECLAMOUR 

Tuck. And I, the chaplain, here am left 
to be 

Steward to-day, and charge you all in fee,*® 

To d’on your liveries, see the bower drest,’ 

And fit the fine devices for the feast: 

You, George, must care to make the 
baldrick trim, 

And garland that must crown, or her or 
him, ’ 

* Found the haunt of. 

® Equipment. 

’ Bearing ten branches to his antlers 

* Footprints. 

“Openings in the thickets. 

•Peelings of the antlers. 

^ Droppings. 

• His head has all the points of a fine deer 

• In their power. 

** In service. 
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I * • • 

. 111 . 


Whose flock this year hath brought the ear- 
liest lamb. 

George. Good father Tuck, at your com- 
mands I am 

To cut the table out o’ the green sword,* 

Or any other service for my lord; w 

To can'e the guests large seats; and these 
laid in 

With turf, as soft and smooth as the mole’s 
skin: 

And hang the bulled^ nosegays ’bove their 
heads, 

The piper’s bank, whereon to sit and play; 
And a fair dial to mete out the day. 

Our master’s feast shall want no just de- 
lights, 

His entertainments must have all the rites. 

Much. Ay, and all choice that plenty can 
send in; 

Bread, wine, acates,® fowl, feather, fish or fin, 
For which my father’s nets have swept the 
Trent— SO 

^GLAMOUR jails in with them 

And ha’ you found her? 

Much. Whom? 

^g. My drowned love, 

Earinel the sweet Earine, 

The bright and beautiful Earinel 
Have you not heard of my Earine? 

Just by your father’s mill — I think I am 
right— 

Are not you Much the Miller’s son? 

Much. I am. 

JEg. And baily* to brave Robin Hood? 

Much. The same. 

^g. Close by your father’s mills, Earine, 
Earine was drowned 1 0 my Earine! 

(Old Maudlin tells me so, and Douce her 
daughter); m 

Ha’ you swept the river, say you, and not 
found her? 

Much. For fowl and fish, we have. 

0, not for herl 
You are goodly friendsl ri^t charitable 
men! 

Nay, keep your way and leave me; make 
your toys. 

Your talcs, your poesies, that you talked of: 
all 

Your entertainments: you not injure me. 


Only if I may enjoy my cypress wreath, 

And you wdil let me weep, ’tis all I ask. 

Till I be turned to water, as was she I 
And troth, what less suit can you grant a 
man? <o 

Tuck. His phantasie is hurt, let us now 
leave him; 

The wound is yet too fresh to admit search- 
ing. [Exit] 

Mg. Searching 1 where should I search, or 
on what track? 

Can my slow drop of tears, or this dark 
shade 

About my brows, enough describe her loss! 
Earinel 0 my Earine ’s loss! 

No, no, no, no; this heart will break first. 
George. How will this sad disaster strike 
the ears 

Of bounteous Robin Hood, our gentle 
master! 

Much. How will it mar his mirth, abate 
his feast; n 

And strike a horror into every guest! 

[Exeunt George and Much] 
Mg. If I could knit whole clouds about 
my brows, 

And weep like Swithin,* or those watery 
signs. 

The Kids, that rise then, and drown all the 
flocks 

Of those rich shepherds, dwelling in this vale 
Those careless shepherds that did let her 
drown ! 

Then I did something: or could make old 
Trent 

Drunk with my sorrow, to start out in 
breaches, 

To drown their herds, their cattle, and their 
corn, 

Break down their mills, their dams, o’ertum 
their weirs, » 

And see their houses and whole livelihood 
Wrought into water with her, all were good: 
rid kiss the torrent, and those whirls of 
Trent, 

That sucked her in, my sweet Earine! 

When they have cast their body* on the 
shore. 

And it comes up as tainted as themselves, 
All pale and bloodless, I will love it still, 
For all that they can do, and make ’hem 
mad 

• * . ' 

' Patron saint of rainy weather. 

* The body which they hold. 


' Svvjrd. 

* Uuitding. 


* Fuml^ cates. 

* Bailiff, 
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To see how I will hug it in mine arms I » 

And hang upon the looks, dwell on her eyes, 

Feed round about her lips, and eat her 
kisses, 

Suck of her drowned flesh 1 — and where’s 
their malice! 

Not all their envious sousing* can change 
that. 

But I will still study some revenge past 
this! 

I pray you give me leave, for I will study. 

Though all the bells, pipes, tabors, tim- 
burines* ring, 

That you can plant about me; I will study. 


SCENE IV 

To him [enfer] Robin Hood, Clarion, Mel- 
UFLEUR, Lionel, Amie, Alken, Tuck, 
Servants with music of all sorts 

Rob. Welcome, bright Clarion, and sw'eet 
Mellifleur, 

The courteous Lionel, fair Amie; all 
My friends and neighbors, to the jolly 
bower 

Of Robin Hood, and to the green-wood 
walks 1 

Now that the shearing of your sheep is done. 
And the washed flocks are lighted’ of their 
wool, 

The smoother ewes are ready to receive 
The mounting rams again; and both do 
feed, 

As either promised to increase your breed 
At eaning-time,^ and bring you lusty twins : 
Why should or you or we so much forget u 
The season in ourselves, as not to make 
Use of our youth and spirits, to awake 
The nimble horn-pipe,® and the timburine, 
And mix our songs and dances in the wood, 
And each of us cut down a triumph-bough? 
Such are * the rites the youthful June allow. 
Cla. They were, gay Robin; but the 
sourer sort’ 

Of shepherds now disclaim in* all such 
sport : j 9 

And say, our flocks the while are poorly fed, 
When with such vanities the swains are led. 

* Plunging. " The instrument. 

’ Tamborines. « P. reads were. 

» Lightened. ^ The Puritans. 

* Yeaning-time. • Declaim against. 


Tuck. Would they, tvise Clarion, were not 
hurried more 

With covetise* and rage, when to their store 

They add the poor man’s eanling,* and dare 
sell 

Both fleece and carcass, not gi’ing him the 
fell!’ 

When to one goat they reach that prickly 
w’eed. 

Which maketh all the rest forbear to feed; 

Or strew tods’ ^ hairs, or with their tails do 
sweep 

The dewy grass, to do’ff® the simpler sheep; 

Or dig deep pits their neighbor’s neat to 
vex, to 

To drown the calves, and crack the heifers’ 
necks ; 

Or with pretence of chasing thence the 
brock,® 

Send in a cur to worry the whole flock 1 

Lio. 0 friar, those are faults that are not 
seen. 

Ours open, and of worst example been. 

They call ours Pagan pastimes, that infect 

Our blood with ease, our youth with all 
neglect ; 

Our tongues with wantonness, our thoughts 
with lust; 

And what they censure ill, all others must. 

Rob. I do not know what their sharp 
sight may see, m 

Of late, but I should think it still might be. 

As ’twas, an happy age, when on the plains 

The woodmen met the damsels, and the 
swains, 

The neat-herds, ploughmen, and the pipers 
loud, 

And each did dance, some to the kit’ or 
crowd,* 

Some to the bag-pipe; some the tabret® 
moved. 

And all did either love, or were beloved. 

Lio. The dextrous shepherd then would 
try his sling. 

Then dart his hook at daisies, then would 
sing; 

Sometimes would wrastle. 

Ay, and with a lass: w 


* Covetousness. 
^ Lamb. 

» Hide. 

* Fox’s. 

“Put off. 


® Badger. 

’ A small fiddle. 
• Fiddle. 

® A small drum. 
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And give her a new garment on the grass; * 
After a course* at barley-break, or base* 

Lio. And all these deeds were seen with- 
out offence, 

Or the least hazard o’ their innocence. 

Rob. Those charitable times had no mis- 
trust : 

Shepherds knew how to love, and not to 
lust. 

Cla. Each minute that we lose thus, I 
confess, 

Deserves a censure on us, more or less; 

But that a sadder chance hath given allay* 
Both to the mirth and music of this day. « 
Our fairest shepherdess we had of late, 

Here upon Trent, is drowned; for whom her 
mate. 

Young .-Eglamour, a swain, who best could 
tread 

Our country' dances, and our games did lead, 
Lives like the melancholy turtle,® drowned 
Deeper in woo, than she in water: erowmed 
With yew, and cypress, and will scarce ad- 
mit 

The physic of our presence to his fit. 

Lio. Sometimes he sits, and thinks all 
day, then walks, 

Then thinks again, and sighs, weeps, laughs, 
and talks; w 

And 'twixt his pleasing frenzy,® and sad 
grief, 

Is so distracted, as’ no sought relief 
By all our studies can procure his peace. 

Cla. The passion finds in him that large 
increase. 

As we doubt hourly we shall lose him too. 

Rob. You should not cross him then, 
whate’er you do. 

For phant’sic" stopp'd, will soon take fire, 
and burn 

Into an anger, or to a phrensic turn. 

Cla. Nay, so we are advised by Aiken 
here, 

A good sage shepherd, who, although he 
wear « 

An old worn hat an<l cloke, can tell us more 
Than all the forward fry, that boast their 
lore. 

* Color hiT (Iresa green. 

> tlout. 

* Pojujlur tolk giUiU'd. 

* Alloy. 

* Dove, 

« The liuj>py moods of his distractionB. 

' That. 

* Distraction. 


Lio. See, yonder comes the brother of the 
maid, 

Young Karolin: how curious and afraid 
He is at oncel willing to find him out, 

And loth t’ offend him. 

/ilk. Sure he’s here about. 

SCENE V 

Robin Hood, Cl.\rion, Mbllifleur, Lionel, 
.Amib, Alken, Karolin. *Egl.amour 
silting upon a bank by 

Cla. Sec where he sits. 

/Etj, It will be rare, rare, rarel 

An exquisite revenge! but peace, no wordsl 
Not for the fairest fleece of all the flock: 

If it be known afore, ’tis all worth nothing I 
ril carve it on the trees and in the turf. 

On every green sworfh,® and in every path, 
Just to the margin of the cruel Trent. 

Tiiorc will I knock the stor>' in the ground. 
In smootli great pebble, and moss fill it 
round, 

Till the whole country read how she was 
drowned ; 

And with the plenty of salt tears there shed, 
Quite alter the complexion of the spring. 

Or I w’ill get some old. old, grandam thither, 
Whose rigid* foot but dipped into the water, 
Shall strike that sharp and sudden cold 
throughout, 

As* it shall lose all virtue; and those 
nymphs, 

Those treacherous nymphs pulled in Earine, 
Shall stand curled up like images of ice, 

And never thaw! mark, never! a sharp jus- 
tice 1 

Or stay, a better! when the year’s at hottest, 
And that the dog-star foams, and the 
streams boil, 

And curls, and works, and swells ready to 
sparkle. 

To fling a fellow with a fever in, 

To set it all on fire, till it burn 
Blue ns Scamander, ’fore the walls of Troy, 
When Vulcan leaped into him to consume 
him. 

Rob. A deep hurt phant’siel 

[They approach him] 
.Eg. Do you not approve it? 

Rob. Yes, gentle -Eglamour, we all ap- 
prove, 

* Swarth. 


* Stiff with age. 
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And come to gratulate your just revenge: 
Which, since it is so perfect, we now hope » 
You'll leave all care thereof, and mix with 
us, 

In all the proffered solace of the spring. 

jEg. A spring, now she is dead I of what? 
of thorns, 

Briars, and brambles? thistles, burs and 
docks? 

Cold hemlock, yew? the mandrake or the 
box? 

These may grow still; but what can spring 
beside? 

Did not the whole earth sicken when she 
died? 

As if there since did fall one drop of dew, 
But what was wept for herl or any stalk 
Did bear a flower, or any branch a bloom, w 
After her wreath was made! In faith, in 
faith, 

You do not fair to put these things upon me, 
Which can in no sort be: Earine, 

Who had her very being, and her name, 
With the first knots' or buddings of the 
spring. 

Bora with the primrose and the violet, 

Or earliest roses blown; when Cupid smiled; 
And Venus led the Graces out to dance. 
And all the flowers and sweets in nature’s 
lap 

Leaped out, and made their solemn con- 
juration, eo 

To last but while she lived! Do not I know 
How the vale withered the same day? how 
Dove, 

Dean, Eye, and Erwash, Idel, Snite and 
Scare, 

Each broke his urn, and twenty waters 
more. 

That swelled proud Trent, shrunk them- 
selves dry? that since 
No sun or moon, or other cheerful star. 
Looked out of heaven, but all the cope was 
dark. 

As it were hung so for her exequies I 
And not a voice or sound to ring her knell ; 
But of that dismal pair, the scritching-owl, 
And buzzing hornet! Hark! hark! hark! 

the foul fl 

Bird! how she flutters with her wicker* 
wings I 

' Buds. 

> Gree considers this the Middle English vricke, 
evil, baleful. 


Peace! you shall hear her scritch. 

Cla. Good Karolin, sing. 

Help to divert this phant'sie. 

Kar. All I can.' 

The Song, which while Kar- 
olin sings, .d5GL.AMOUR reads 
Though I am young and cannot tell 
Either what Death or Love is well, 

Yet I have heard they both bear darts, 
And both do aim at human hearts: 

And then again, I have been told, 

Love wounds with heat, as Death with cold; 
So that I fear they do but brin'^ n 

Extremes to touch, and mean one thing. 

As in a ruin we it call 

One thing to be blown up or fall; 

Or to our end, like way may have 
By flash of lightning, or a wave: 

So Love’s inflamed shaft or brand 
May kill as soon as Death’s cold hand, 
Except Love’s fires the virtue have 
To fright the frost out of the grave. so 

/Eg. Do you think so? are you in that 
good heresy, 

I mean, opinion? if you be, say nothing: 

I’ll study it as a new philosophy. 

But by myself alone: now you shall leave 
me. 

Some of these nymphs here will reward you ; 
this, 

This pretty maid, although but with a kiss. 

He forces Amie to kiss him * 
Lived my Earine, you should have twenty; 
For every line here, one; I would allow 
’hem 

From mine own store, the treasure I had in 
her: 

Now I am as poor as you. 

And I a wretch! « 
Cla. Yet keep an eye upon him, Karolin. 

iEoLAMOUR goes out and 
Karolin follows him 
Mel. Alas, that ever such a generous 
spirit 

As iEglamour’s should sink by such a loss! 

Cla. The truest lovers are least fortunate: 
Look ' all their lives and legends, what they 
call 

» Ab well as I can. 

* I.e. Karolin, the singer. 

* F. looks. 
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The lovers’ scriptures, Heliodore’s* or Tatii, 
Longi, Eustathii, Prodomi, you’ll find itl 
What think you, father? 

Aiken. I have known some few, 

And read of more wh’ have had their dose, 
and deep. 

Of these sharp bitter-sweets. 

l,io. But what is this w 

To jolly Robin, who the story is* 

Of all beatitude in love? 

Cla. And told 

Here every day with wonder on the wold.* 
Lio. And with fame’s voice. 

Aiken. Save that some folk delight 

To blend all good of others with some 
spight. 

Cla. He and his Marian are the sura and 
talk 

Of all that breathe here in the green-wood ' 
walk. 

Mcl. Or Be'voir Vale. 

Lio. The turtles of the wood. 

Cla. The billing pair. 

Aiken. And so are understood loo 

For .simple loves, and sampled* lives beside. 
Mel. Faith, so much virtue should not be 
envied. 

Aiken. Better be so than pitied, Melli- 
fleur: 

For ’gainst all envy virtue is a cure; 

But wretched pity ever calls on scorns. 

[Homs U'ilhin] 

The deer’s brought homo; I hear it by their 
horns. 

SCENE VI 

To Robin, clc., [enfer] Marian, John, 

Scarlet 

liob. My Marian, and my mistress! 

Mar. My loved Robin! 

Mcl. The moon’s at full, the happy pair 
are met. 

Mar. How hath this morning paid me for 
my rising! 

First, with my sports; but most with meet* 
ing you. 

' F. IleUiulorex. I adopt Grog's isuggestion. All 
of tiiese arc late Greek writora, the first four of 
prose romance. Prudoinus of a narrative poem. The 
Daphnit and Chloe of l.ongua is famous among 
them. 

^ Who is the example. 

» K. u orld. 

* Exemplary. 


I did not half so well reward my hounds, 

As she hath me to-day: although I gave 
them 

All the sweet morsels called tongue, ears, 
and dowcetsl* 

Hob. \Vhat, and the inch-pin?* 

Mar. Yes. 

Hob. Your sports then pleased you? 

Mar. You are a wanton. 

Hob. One, 1 do confess, 

I ujonf-ed till you came; but now I have 
you, 

I'll grow to your embraces, till two souls 
Distilled into kisses through our Ups, 

Do make one spirit of love. [Kisses her] 
Mar. O, Robin, Robin! 

Hob. Breathe, breathe awhile; what says 
my gentle Marian? 

Mar. Could you so long be absent? 

Hob. What, a week! 

Was that so long? 

Mar. How long are lovers’ weeks, 

Do you think, Robin, when they are 
asunder? 

Arc they not prisoners’ years? 

Hob. To some they seem so; 

But being met again, they are schoolboys’ 
hours. 

Mar. That have got leave to play, and 
so we use them. 

Hob. Had you good sport i’ your chase 
to-day? 

John. 0 prime! 

Mar. A lusty stag. 

Hob. And hunted ye at force?* 

Mar. In a full cr>’. 

John. And never hunted change!* 

Hob. You had stanch hounds then? 

Mar. Old and sure; I love 

No young rash dogs, no more than changing 
friends. 

Hob. What relays set you? 

Johfi. None at all: we laid not 

In one fresh dog. 

Hob. He stood not long then? 

Scar. Yes. 

Five hours and more. A great, large deer! 
Hob. What head? 

John. Forked: a hart of ten.* 

Mar. He is good venison, 

* Choice parts of the deer. 

’ The sweetgut. 

* With dogs in the open. 

* Followed a cross scent. 

* Hearing ten prongs on his antlers. 
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According to the season i’ the blood, » 
I’ll promise all your friends, for whom he 
fell. 

John. But at his fall there hapt a chance. 
Mar. Worth mark. 

Rob. Ay, what was that, sweet Marian? 

He kisses her 

Mar. You’ll not hear? 

Rob. I love these interruptions in a 
story; 

They make it sweeter. 

He kisses her again 
Mar. You do know as soon 

As the assay * is taken. 

He kisses her again 
Rob. On, my Marian: 

I did but take the assay. 

Mar. You stop one’s mouth. 

And yet you bid ’hem speak — when the 
arbor’s made * — 

Rob. Pulled down, and paunch turned out. 
Mar. He that undoes* him, 

Doth cleave the brisket-bone, upon the 
spoon 40 

Of which a little gristle grows; you call it — 
Rob. The raven’s bone.* 

Mar. Now o’er head sat a raven, 

On a sere bough, a grown great bird, and 
hoarse ! 

Who, all the while the deer was breaking 
up, 

So croaked and cried for it, as all the hunts- 
men, 

Especially old Scathlock, thought it omi- 
nous; 

Swore it was mother Maudlin, whom he met 
At the day-dawn, just as he roused the deer 
Out of his lair: but we made shift to run 

him 40 

Off his four legs, and sunk him ere we left. 

[Enter Scathlock] 

Is the deer come? 

Scaih. He Ues within o’ the dresser. 

Mar. Will you go see him, Mellifleur? 
Mel. I attend you. 

Afar. Come, Amie, you’ll go with us? 
Amie. I am not well. 

» The assav was the ceremony of testing the quality 
of the deer by incision. See PhilasUr, below, IV, if, 
10. Robin plays on the word. 

* The cleaning or disemboweling of the deer. 

* Cuts him up. 

* A piece of gristle attached to the breast bone, 
usually thrown to the crows, hence raven, or corbin- 
bone. 


Lio. She’s sick o’ the young shepherd that 
bekissed her. 

Mar. Friend, cheer your friends up, we 
will eat him merrily. 

[Exeunt Mar., Mel., and Amie] 
Aiken. Saw you the raven, friend? 
Scath. Ay, quha suld let me?* 

I suld be afraid o’ you, sir, suld I? 

Clar. Huntsman, 

A dram more of civility would not hurt you. 
Rob. Nay, you must give them all their 
rudenesses; 

They are not else themselves without their 
language. « 

Aiken. And what do you think of her? 
Scath. As of a witch. 

They call her a wise woman, but I think her 
An arrant witch. 

Clar. And wherefore think you so? 

Scath. Because I saw her since broiling 
the bone 

Was cast her at the quarry.* 

Aiken. Where saw you her? 

Scath. r the chimley-nuik,* within: she’s 
there now. 

SCENE VII 
To them [enter} Marian 
Rob. Marian 1* 

Your hunt " holds in his tale still ; and tells 
more. 

Mar. My hunt! what tale? 

Hob. Howl cloudy, Marian I 

What look is this? 

Mar. A fit one, sir, for you. 

Hand off, rude ranger I— Sirrah, get you in, 

[To Scathlock] 
And bear the venison hence : it is too good 
For these coarse rustic mouths, that cannot 
open, 

Or spend a thank for’t. A starved mutton’s * 
carcase 

Would better fit their palates. See it car- 
ried 

To mother Maudlin’s, whom you call the 
witch, sir. 

* What should hinder me? 

* “Fall of the deer,” is Jonson’s own definition. 
More usually quarry means the heap of killed game 
or the game pursu^. 

• Chimney-nook. 

♦ F. leaves this word in Scene VI. 

* Huntsman. 

• Sheep’s. 
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Tell her I sent it to make merry with. 
She’ll turn’ us thanks at least! why stand ’st 
thou, groom? 

Rob. I wonder he can move, that he’s not 

6xed, 

If that his feeling be the same with mine! 
I dare not trust the faith of mine own senses, 
I fear* mine eyes and ears: this is not 
Marian 1 

Nor am I Robin Hood! I pray you ask her, 
Ask her. good shepherds, ask her all for me : 
Or rather ask yourselves, if she be she; 

Or I be I. 

Mar. Yes, and you are the spy; 

And the spied spy that watch upon my 
walks, 

To inform what deer I kill or give away I » 
Where! when! to whom! but spy your 
worst, good spy, 

I will dispose of this where least you like! 
Fall to your cheese-cakes, curds, and clouted 
cream. 

Your fools,* your flawns;^ and of ale a 
stream 

* Return. • Clouted cream, trifle. 

^ Mistrust* ^ Custard cakes. 


To wash it from your livers: strain ewes’ 
milk 

Into your cyder syllabubs, and be drunk 

To him whose fleece hath brought the earli- 
est lamb 

This year; and wears the baudric* at your 
board 1 

Where you may all go whistle, and record 

This in your dance, and foot it lustily, » 

She leaves them 

Rob. I pray you, friends, do you hear 
and see as I do? 

Did the same accents strike your ears? and 
objects 

Your eyes, as mine? 

Aiken. We taste the same reproaches. 

Lio. Have seen the changes. 

Rob. Are we not all changed, 

Transformed from ourselves? 

Lio. I do not know. 

The best is silence. 

Aiken. And to wait the issue. 

Rob. The dead or lazy wait for't! I will 
find it. [Exeunt} 

> A bell or garland of distinction. 


THE ARGUMENT OF THE SECOND ACT 


The Witch Maudlia having taken the shape of Marian to abuse Robin Hood and 
perplex his guests, cometh forth with her daughter, Douce, reporting in what confusion 
she hath left them; defrauded them of their venison, made them suspicious each of the 
other; but most of all Robin Hood so jealous of his Marian, as^ she hopes no effect of 
love would ever reconcile them; glorying so far in the extent of her mischief as she 
confesseth to have surprised Earine, stripped her of her garments to make her daughter 
appear fine, at this feast in them; and to have shut the maiden up in a tree as her son’s 
prize, if he could win her; or his prey if he would force her. Her son, a rude bragging 
swineherd, comes to the tree to woo her (his mother and sister stepping aside to overhear 
him) and first boasts his wealth to her and his possessions; which move not. Then he 
presents her gifts such as himself is taken with, but she utterly shows a scorn and loathing 
both of him and them. His mother is angry, rates him, instructs him what to do the 
next time, and persuades her daughter to shew herself about the bower: tells how she shall 
know her mother, when she is transformed, by her broidered belt. Meanwhile the young 
shepherdess Amie, being kissed by Karolin, Earine’s brother, before, falls in love ; but knows 
not what love is: but describes her disease so innocently, that Marian pities her. When 
Robin Hood and the rest of his guests invited, enter to Marian, upbraiding her with send- 
ing away their venison to mother Maudlin by Scathlock, which she denies; Scathlock 
affirms it; but seeing his mistress weep, and to forswear it, begins to doubt his own under- 
standing, rather than affront herfarder;’ which makes Robin Hood and the rest to 
examine themselves better. But Maudlin, entering like herself, the witch, comes to thank 
her for her bounty ; at which Marian is more angry, and more denies the deed. Scathlock 
enters, tells he has brought it again, and delivered it to the cook. The witch is inwardly 
vexed the venison is so recovered from her by the rude huntsman, and murmurs and 
curses; bewitches the cook, mocks poor Amie and the rest; discovereth her ill nature, and 
is a mean of reconciling them all. For the sage shepherd suspecteth her mischief, if she be 
not prevented : * and so persuadeth to seize on her. Whereupon Robin Hood dispatcheth 
out his woodmen to hunt and take her, which ends the Act. 


>That. 

» Further. 

* Anticipated. 
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ACT II. SCENE I 

[The Witch’s Dimblc, collage, oak, well, 

etc.] 

[Enter] Maudlin [in her proper shape, and] 
Douce [/n the dress oj Earine] 

Maud. Have I not left ’em in a brave 
confusion? 

Amazed their expectation, got their veni- 
son. 

Troubled their mirth and meeting, made 
them doubtful 

And jealous of each other, all distracted, 
And, i’ the close,* uncertain of them- 
selves? 

This can your mother do, iny dainty 
Douce! 

Take any shape upon her, and delude 
The senses best acquainted with their 
owners ! 

The jolly Robin, who hath bid this feast. 
And made this solemn invitation, lo 

I have possessed so with syke dislikes* 

Of his own Marian, that all be’* he know 
her. 

As doth the vautiug^ hart his venting 
hind, 

He ne’er fra’ hence sail neis® her in the 
wind. 

To his first liking. 

Douce. Did you so distaste* him? 

Maud. As far as her proud scorning him 
could 'bate, 

Or blunt the edge of any lover’s temper. 

Douce. But were ye like her, mother? 

Maud. So like. Douce, 

As had she seen me her scl’, her sel’ had 
doubted 

Whether had been the likcr of the twa — » 

This can your mother do, I tell you, daugh- 
ter! — 

I ha’ but dight* ye yet i’ the out-dress,* 
And 'parcl of Karine; but this raiment. 
These very weeds® sail make yo, as but 
coming 

In view or ken of /Eglamour, your form 
Shall shew too slippery to be look’d 
upon, 

* In the end. • Disgust. 

* Such a dislike for. ^ Drrsjwii. 

•All Imj it. *()iitwnril garb. 

* Vaulting. • (Jarninnts. 

■ Nose. >0 Elusive. 


And all the forests swear you to be she I 

They shall rin * after ye, and wage the 
odds. 

Upo’ their own deceived sights, ye’are 
her; 

Whilst she, poor lass, is stocked up* in a 
tree: ao 

Your brother Lorel’s prize! for so my 
largess 

Hath lotted her to be your brother’s mis- 
tress. 

Gif* she can be reclaimed,* gif not, his 
prey 1 

And here he comes new claithed, like a 
prince 

Of swineherds! syke* he seems, dight i’ the 
spoils 

Of those he feeds, a mighty lord of 
swine ! 

Ho Is command* now to woo. Let’s step 
aside, 

And hear his love-craft. 

See he opes the door, 

And takes her by the hand, and helps her 
forth : 

This is tnie courtship, and becomes his 
ray.* « 

SCENE II 

Lorel, Earine; M.audun, Douce [retnom] 

Lor. [leading Earine foruard] Ye kind to 
others, but ye coy to me, 

Deft* mistress! whiter than the cheese new 
prest, 

Smoother than cream, and softer than the 
curds ! 

Wliy start ye from me ere ye hear me tell 

My wooing errand, and what rents I 
have? 

Large herds and pastures 1 swine and kie* 
mine own! 

And though my nasc be camused,** my lips 
thick, 

And my chin bristled, Pan, great Pan, was 
such, 

Who was the chief of herdsmen, and our 
sire! 

‘ Uun. 

* ImprlsouMl in tho trunk. 

* If. ^ .Array, dress. 

* Taiucd, ns n hawk. • Neatl 

“Such. “Kine. 

* Coming. « Nose be flat. 
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I am na fay, na incubus, na changlin,* lo 
But a good man, that lives o’ my awn 
geer : * 

This house, these grounds, this stock is all 
my awn.® 

Ear. How better ’twere to me, this were 
not known! 

Maud. She likes it not; but it is boasted 
well. 

Lor. An hundred udders for the pail I 
have, 

That gi' me milk and curds, that make me 
cheese 

To cloy the merkatsl* twenty swarm of 
bees, 

Whilk all the summer hum about the hive, 
And bring me wax and honey in by live.* 
An aged oak, the king of all the held, » 
With a broad beech there grows before my 
dur, 

That mickle mast unto the ferm doth yield 
A chestnut, whilk® hath larded® mony a 
swine. 

Whose skins I wear to fend* me fra the 
cold; 

A poplar green, and with a kerved® seat, 
Under whose shade I solace in the heat; 
And thence can see gang out and in my 
neat.®® 

Twa trilland®' brooks, each, from his spring, 
doth meet, 

And make a river to refresh my feet; 

In which each morning, ere the sun doth 
rise, ao 

I look myself, and clear my pleasant eyes. 
Before I pipe; for therein I have skill 
’Bove other swineherds. Bid me, and I will 
Straight play to you, and make you melody. 

Ear. By no means. Ahl to me all min- 
strelsy 

Is irksome, as are you. 

He draws out other jiresents 

Lor. Why scorn you me? 

Because I am a herdsman, and feed swine I 
I am a lord of other geer: This fine 
Smooth bawson’s“ cub, the young grice of 
a gray,“ 

* Changeling. 

a Wealth. 

» Own. 

* A northern form of markets. 

» Quickly. Cattle. 

« Which. « Trickling. 

a Fattened. ** Badger. 

* Protect. ** Cub of a grey one. 

* Carved. 


Twa tiny urchins,® and this ferret gay. « 

Ear. Out on ’hem! what are these? 

Lor. I give ’hem ye, 

As presents, Mistress. 

Ear. O the fiend on thee!* 

Gar,® take them hence; they fewmand ® all 
the claithes. 

And prick my coats: * hence with ’hem, 
limmer lown,® 

Thy vermin and thyself, thyself art one! 
Ay, lock me up— all’s well when thou art 
gone. 

[Lorel leads her to the 
tree and shuts her in] 

SCENE III 

Lorel, M.audun, Douce 

Lor. Did you hear this? she wished me at 
the fiend. 

With all my presents! 

Maud. A too lucky end 

She wishend thee, foul limmer, dritty ® 
lown ! 

Gud faith, it duills* me that I am thy 
mother: 

And see, thy sister scorns thee for her 
brother. 

Thou woo thy love, thy mistress, with twa 
hedgehogs: 

A stinkand brock,® a polecat? out, thou 
houletl 

Thou shouldst have given her a madge- 
owl,®® and then 

Tho’hadst made a present o* thy self, owl- 
spiegle I ®* 

Douce. Why, mother, I have heard ye bid 
to give ; lo 

And often as the cause calls. 

Maud. I know well, 

It is a witty ®^ part sometimes to give ; 

But what? to wham? no monsters, nor to 
maidens. 

* Hedgehogs. 

* F. and thee. 

’ Whalley amended gae, go ; though why should 
Earine speak dialect? 

• A word of Jonson’s invention. 

® Clothes. 

• Base loon. 

^ Dirty. 

* Grieves. 

• Badger. 

Bam owl, 

** Thou image of an owl, from owl-glass, English 
for Eulenepiegel, the rascal of the German romance. 

** Clever. 
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He suld present them with mare pleasand I 
things, 

Things natural, and what all women covet 
To see, the common parent of us all, 

Which maids will twirc ’ at ’tween their 
finger thus: 

With which his sire gat him, he’s get an- 
other, 

And so beget posterity upon her; 

This he should do! False golden,* gang thy 
gait, " 

And do thy turns betimes; or I’se gar take 
Thy new breikes* fra’ thee, and thy dublet 
tu. 

The tailleur and the sowter* sail undu’ 

AH they ha’ made, except thou manlier wool 

Lorel goes out 

Douce. Gud mother, gif you chide him, 
he’ll do wairs.^ 

Maud. Hang himl I geif him to the 
devil’s eirs* 

But ye, my Douce, I charge ye, shew your 
sell 

Tu all the shepherds bauldly ; ’ gaing amung 
’hem, 

Be mickel i’ their eye, frequent and 
fugeand : " 

And gif they ask ye of Earine, » 

Or of these claithes, say, that I ga’ 'hem ye, 
And siiy no more. I ha’ that wark in hand. 
That web upo’ the luime, shall gar 'hem 
think 

By then, they feeling their own frights and 
fears, 

I’se pu’ the world or nature 'bout their ears. 
But, hear ye, Douce, because ye may meet 
me 

In rnony shapes to-day, where’er you spy 
This browder'd belt with characters,* 'tis I. 
A Gypsun lady, and a right beldame. 
Wrought it by moonshine for me, and star- 
light, 

Upo' your grannam’s grave, that very night 
We earthed her in tlie shades; when our 
dame Hecate 

* peep at. 

’ OeltliiiK. 

* Breeclies. 

* Tt»e tailor and tlie colder. 

® Worse. 

“ Heirs Y 

’ Boldly. 

* Often eoiiiiiig uiid Roiii); ; jugeand, like 
and feumanil are eoinuKes of Jonsuii. 

* Belt embroi(ler»-d with letters. 

Etfj'ptlan, gipsy. 


Made it her gaing-night ‘ over the kirk-yard, 
With all the barkand parish-tikes* set at 
her, 

While I sat whyrland of ray brazen spindle: 

At every twisted thrid my rock* let fly 
Unto the sewster.* who did sit me nigh. 
Under the town turnpike; which ran each 
spell 

She stitched in the work, and knit it well. ** 
See ye take tent * to this, and ken your 
mother. [Exeunt} 

SCENE IV 

[Before Rouin Hood's Bower} 

M.^ri.^n, Melufleur, Amib 

Mur. How do you, sweet Amie? yet?* 

Mil. She cannot tell; 

If she could sleep, she says, she should do 
well. 

She feels a hurt, but where, she cannot shew 
Any least sign, tlmt she is hurt or no: 

Her pain’s not doubtful to her, but the seat 
Of her pain is: her thoughts too work and 
beat, 

Opprest with cares; but why she cannot 
say : 

All matter of her care is quite away. 

Mar. Hath any vermin broke into your 
fold? 

Or any rot seized on your flock, or cold? » 
Or hath your feighting ram burst his hard 
horn, 

Or any ewe her fleece, or bag hath tom, 
My gentle Amic? 

Arnic. Marian, none of these. 

Mar. Ha’ you been stung by wasps, or 
angry bees, 

Or rased* with some rude bramble or rough 
briar? 

Arnic. No, Marian, my disease is some- 
what nighcr. 

I weep, and boil away mj^elf in tears; 

And tlien my panting heart would dry those 
fears: 

I burn, though all the forest lend a sliade; 
And freeze, though the whole wood one fire 
were made. » 

' Ni^ht in winch ^nirits walk* 

^ Burking: dojrs of the parish* 

* Spiiulle, 

^ Sempstress* 

® \U\il 

^ An* you still miserable? 

^ ScnitcluHl. 
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Mar. Alasl 

Aviie. I often have been tom with thorn 
and briar, 

Both in the leg and foot, and somewhat 
higher; 

Yet gave not then such fearful shrieks as 
these.* [Sighs] 

I often have been stung too with curst* 
bees, 

Yet not remember that I then did quit 
Either my company or mirth for it. 

[Sighs again] 

And therefore what it is that I feel now, 
And know no cause for it, nor ..-here, nor 
how 

It entered in me, nor least print can see, 

I feel, afflicts me more than briar or bee. m 

[Again] 

How often when the sun, heaven’s brightest 
birth, 

Hath with his burning fer\'or cleft the earth, 
Under a spreading elm or oak, hard by 
A cool clear fountain, could I sleeping lie, 
Safe from the heat! but now no shady tree, 
Nor purling brook, can my refreshing be. 
Oft when the meadows were grown rough 
with frost. 

The rivers ice-bound, and their currents 
lost. 

My thick warm fleece I wore, was my de- 
fence ; 

Or large good fires I made, drave* winter 
thence : « 

But now my whole flock’s fells,^ nor this 
thick grove, 

Enflamed to ashes, can my cold remove. 

It is a cold and heat that doth outgo 
All sense of winter’s, and of summer’s so. 

SCENE V 

[Enter] Robin Hood, Clarion, Lionel, 

[and] Alken 

Roh. 0, are you here, my mistress? 
Afar. Ay, my love! 

She [Marian] seeing him, runs to 
embrace him. He puts her back 
Where should I be but in my Robin’s arms. 
The sphere which I delight in so to move? 
Rob. What, ‘the rude ranger,’ and ‘spied 
spyl’ hand off, 

‘ F. adds here, lines 23 and 30, the words Ah ! 
and O to indicate a eigb. 

* Ang^. * Drove. * Fleeces. 


You are ‘for no such rustics.’ 

Mar. What means this, 

Thrice worthy Clarion, or wise Aiken? know 
ye? 

Rob. ’Las, no, not they: ‘a poor sterved 
mutton’s carcase 

Would better fit their palates than your 
venison.’ 

Mar. What riddle is this? unfold yourself, 
dear Robin. 

Rob. You ha’ not sent your venison hence 

by Scathlock, to 

To mother Maudlin? 

Mar. I, to mother Maudlin! 

Will Scathlock say so? 

Rob. we will all swear so. 

For all did hear it when you gave the charge 
so. 

Both Clarion, Aiken, Lionel, myself. 

Mar. Good honest shepherds, masters of 

your flocks. 

Simple and virtuous men, no others’ hire- 
lings; 

Be not you. made to speak against your con- 
science. 

That which may soil the truth. I send the 
venison 

Away by Scathlock, and to mother Maudlin! 
I came to shew it here to Mcllifleur, » 
I do confess; but Amie’s falling ill 
Did put us off it: since, we employed our- 
selves Scathlock enters 

In comforting of her. 0, here he is! 

Did I, sir, bid you bear away the venison 
To mother Maudlin? 

Scath. Ay, gud faith, madam, 

Did you, and I ha’ done it. 

Mar. What ha’ you done? 

Scath. Obeyed your hests,* madam; done 
your commands. 

Mar. Done my commands, dull groom! 
fetch it again. 

Or kennel with the hounds. Are these the 
arts, [Weeps] 

Robin, you read* your rude ones o’ the 
wood, 80 

To countenance your quarrels and mistak- 
ings? 

Or are the sports to entertain your friends 
Those formM jealousies?® ask of Mellifleur 
If I w’ere ever from her, here, or Amie, 

Since I came in with them; or saw this 
Scathlock 

* Behests. * Counsel. • Contrived of suspicion. 
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Since I related to you his tale o’ the raven. 
Scath. Ay, say you so! 

Sc.ATHLOCK goes OUl 
Mel. She never left niy side 

Since I came here, nor I hers. 

Cla. This ’s strange: 

Our best of senses were deceived, our eyes, 
then! ao 

Lio. And cars too. 

Mar. What you have concluded on, 

Make good, I pray you. 

Amic. O iny heart, my heart! 

Mar. My heart it is, is woundccl, pretty 
Amie; 

Report not you your griefs: I'll tell for all. 
Mcl. Somebody is to blame, there is a 
fault. 

Mar. Tjy if you can take rest: a little 
slumber 

Will much refresh you, Amic. 

[Amie sleeps] 

Aiken. AVhat’s her grief? 

Mar. She does not know: and therein she 
is happy. 

SCENE VI 

To them [enter] John, Maudlin, and 

ScATHLOCK after 

John. Here’s Mother Maudlin come to 
give you thanks. 

Madam, for some late gift she hath re- 
ceived — 

Which she’s not worthy of, she says, but 
crackes,' 

And wonders of it; hops about the house, 
Tran.sportcd with the joy. She danceth 
Maud. Send me a stag, 

A whole stag, madam, and so fat a deer! 

So fairly hunted, and at such a time too, 
When all your friends were here! 

Jiob. Do you mark this, Clarion? 

Her own acknowledgment I 
Maud. ’Twjis such a bounty lo 

And honor done to your poor beadswoman,* 
I know not how to owe* it, but to thank 
you; 

And that I come to do: I shall go round, 
And giddy with the joy* of the good turn. 
Look out, look out, gay folk about. 

And see mo spin the ring I am in 
Of mirth and glee, with thanks for fee 

^ Talks idly. • Ackiiowlodge. 

* Pensioner. * F. toy. 


The heart puts on, for th’ venison 
My lady sent, which shall be spent 
In dra\ights of wine, to fume up fine » 
Into the brain, and down again 
Fall in a swoim, upo’ the groun. 

She turns round till she falls 
Rob. Look to her, she is mad. 

Maud, [minj?] My son hath sent you 
A pot of strawberries gather’d i’ the wood, 
(His hogs would else have rooted up, or 
trod) ; 

With a choice dish of wildings' here to scald 
And mingle with your cream. 

Mar. Thank you, good Maudlin, 

And thank your son. Go, bear ’hem in to 
Mtich, 

Th’ acater,* let him thank her. Surely, 
mother. 

You were mistaken, or my woodmen more. » 
Or most myself, to send you all our store 
Of venison, hunted for ourselves this day: 
You will not take it, mother, I dare say. 

If we’ld entreat you, when you know our 
guests; 

Red deer is head still of the forest feasts. 
Maud. But I knaw ye, a right free-hearted 
lady. 

Can spare it out of superfluity; 

I have departit* it ’mong my poor neigh- 
bors, 

To speak your largess. 

Mar. I not gave it, mother; 

\ou have done wrong then: I know how to 
place 40 

My gifts, and whore; and when to find my 
seasons 

To give, not throw’ away my courtesies. 
Maud. Count you this thrown away? 

What’s mvished from me 
I count it worse, as stolen ; I lose my thanks. 
But leave this quest: they fit not you nor 
me, 

Maudlin, contentions of this quality. 


ScATHix)CK enters 

How now! 

Scath. Your stag’s returned upon my 
shoulders, 

He has found his way into the kitchen 
again 

With his two legs; if now your cook can 
dress him. 

* Cnib apples. J Caterer. » Distributed. 
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'Slid, I thought the swineherd would ha’ 
beat me, «, 

He look’d so big!* the sturdy karl,* lewd 
Lorel I 

Afar. There, Scathlock, for thy pains; 
thou hast deserv’d it. 

Marian gives him gold 

Maud. Do you give a thing, and take a 
thing, madam? 

Mar. No, Maudlin, ‘you had imparted’ 
to your neighbors’; 

As much good do’t them I I ha’ done no 
wrong. 

The First Charm 

Maud. The spit stand still, no broches 
turn 

Before the fire, but let it bum 
Both sides and hanches, till the 
whole 

Converted be into one coal! 

Cla. What devil’s pater noster^ mumbles 
she? eo 

Aiken. Stay, you will hear more of her 
witchery. 

Maud. The swilland^ dropsy enter in 

The lazy cuke* arid swell his skin; 
And the old mortmaV on his shin 
Now prick, and itch, withouten 
blin* 

Cla. Speak out, hag, we may hear your 
devil’s matins.® 

Maud. The pain we call St. Anion’s fire,^ 
The gout, or what we can desire, 
To cramp a cuke, in every limb, 
Before they dine, yet, seize on 
htm. TO 

Aiken. A foul ill spirit hath possessed 
her. 

Amie [starling] 0 Karol, Karol! call him 
back again. 

Ldo. Her thoughts do work upon her in 
her slumber. 

And may express some part of her disease. 

i2o6. Observe, and mark, but trouble not 
her ease. 

Amie. 0, 0! 

Mar. How is’t, Amie? 

Mel. Wherefore start you? 


* Threatening. 

* Churl. 

* Distributed. 

* Evil spell. 

* Swelling. 


• Cuckold. 

’ Gangrene. 

• Cease. 

• Witch’s spell. 
Erysipelas. 


Amie. 0 Karol! he is fair and sweet. 
Maud. What then? 

Are there not flowers as sweet and fair as 
men? 

The lilj' is fair, and rose is sweet. 

Amie. Ay, so! 

Let all the roses and the lilies go: so 

Karol is only fair to me. 

Mar. And why? 

Amie. Alas, for Karol, Marian, I could 
die! 

Karol, he singeth sweetly too. 

Maud. What then? 

Are there not birds sing sweeter far than 
men? 

Amie. I grant the linnet, lark, and bull- 
finch sing. 

But best the dear good angel * of the spring. 
The nightingale. 

Maud. Then why, then why, alone. 
Should his notes please you? 

I not long agone 
Took a delight with wanton kids to play, « 
And sport with little lambs a summer’s-day, 

And view their frisks: methought it was a 
sight 

Of joy to see my two brave rams to fight! 
Now Karol only all delight doth move, 

All that is Karol, Karol I approve! 

This very morning but,® I did bestow 
(It was a little 'gainst my will I know) 

A single kiss upon the seely * swain, 

And now I wish that very kiss again. 

His lip is softer, sweeter than the rose, 

His mouth, and tongue, with dropping 
honey flows; 

The relish of it was a pleasing thing. 

Maud. Yet, like the bees, it had a’ little 
sting. 

Amie. And sunk, and sticks yet in my 
marrow deep; 

And what doth hurt me, I now wish to keep. 
Mar. Alas, how innocent her story is! 
Amie. I do remember, Marian, I have oft 
With pleasure kissed my lambs and puppies 
soft; 

And once a dainty fine roe-fawn I had. 

Of whose out-skipping bounds I was as glad 

As of my health ; and him I oft would kiss ; 

Yet had his no such sting or pain in this : m 

They never pricked or hurt my heart ; and 
for ’ 

‘Messenger. » Only this morning. ‘Simple. 
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They were so blunt and dull, I wish no 
more. 

But this, that hurts and pricks, doth please; 
this sweet 

Mingled with sour, I wish again to meet: 

And that delay, mcthinks, most tedious is, 

That keeps or hinders me of Karol’s kiss. 

Mar. We’ll send for him, sweet Araie, to 
come to you. 

Maud. But I will keep him off, if charms 
will do it. 

She goes murmuring out 

Cla. Do you mark the murmuring hag, 
how she doth mutter? 120 

Rob. I like her not; and less her manners 
now. 

Aiken. She is a shrewd deformed piece, I 
vow. 

Lio. As crooked as her body. 

Rob. I believe 

She can take any shape, as Scathlock says. 

Aiken. She may deceive the sense, but 
really * 

She cannot change herself. 

Rob. Would I could see her 

Once more in Marian’s forml for I am cer- 
tain 

Now, it was she abused us; as I think 
My Marian, and rny love, now innocent: 
Which faith I seal unto her with this kiss, 
And call you all to witness of my pen- 
nance. [Kisses hlARIAN] 

Aiken. It was believed before, but now 
confirmed, 

That we have seen the monster. 

SCENE VII 

[Enter] to them Friar Tuck, John, Much, 

IfltufJ SC.ARLET 

Tuck. Hear you how 

Poor Tom the cook is taken 1 * all his joints 
Do crack, as if his limbs were tied with 
points: * 

His whole frame slackens; and a kind of 
rack 

Runs down along the spondils* of his back; 
.A gout or cramp now seizeth on his head. 
Then falls into his feet; his knees are lead; 
And he can stir his either hand no more 
Than a dead stump, to his office, as before. 

^ Trisyllabic. • Lacca. 

’ Bewitched. * Vertebrae. 


Aiken. He is bewitched. 

Cla. This is an argument 

Both of her malice and her power, we see. w 
Aiken. She must by some device re- 
strained be, 

Or she’ll go far in mischief. 

.Rob. Advise how. 

Sage shepherd; we shall put it straight in 
practice. 

Aiken. Send forth your woodmen then 
into the walks. 

Or let ’em prick* her footing hence; a witch 
Is sure a creature * of melancholy, 

And will be found or sitting in her fourm,* 
Or else, at relieC like a hare. 

Cla. You speak, 

Aiken, as if you knew the sport of witch- 
hunting. 

Or starting of a hag. 

Enter George to the Huntsmen, who by 
themselves continue the Scene. The 

rest going off 

Rob. Go, sirs, about it, » 

Take George, here, with you, he can help 
to find her; 

Leave Tuck and Much behind to dress the 
dinner, 

r the cook’s stead. 

Much. We’ll care to get that done. 

Rob. Come, Marian, let’s withdraw into 
the bower. 

SCENE vm 

John, Scarlet, Scathlock, Gborob, Alxsn 

John. Rare sport, I swear, this hunting of 
the witch 
Will make us. 

Scar. Let’s advise upon’t like huntsmen. 
George. An ‘ we can spy her once, she is 
our own. 

Scath. First, think which way she fouN 
meth, on what wind; 

Or north, or south. 

George. For as the shepherd said, 

A witch is a kind of hare.* 

Scath. And marks the weather, 

* Trac^, usoU of tlie bare. 

’ Trisyllable. 

* l.air of a hare. 

* Feeding. 

•If. 

•A popular belief of the time. 
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As the hare does. 

John. Where shall we hope to find her? 

Alken returns 

Aiken. I have asked leave to assist you, 
jolly huntsmen, 

If an old shepherd may be heard among 
you; 

Not jeered or laughed at. 

John. Father, you will see i* 

Robin Hood’s household know more cour- 
tesy. 

Scath. Who scorns at eld, peels off his 
own young hairs. 

Aiken. Ye say right well: know ye the 
witch’s dell? 

Scath. No more than I do know the walks 
of hell. 

Aiken. Within a gloomy dimble* she doth 
dwell, 

Down in a pit, o’ergrown with brakes and 
briars. 

Close by the ruins of a shaken abbey, 
Tom with an earthquake down unto the 
ground, 

’Mongst graves and grots, near an old 
charnel-house, 

Where you shall find her sitting in her 
fourm,* » 

As fearful and melancholic as that 
She is about; with caterpillars’ kells,* 

And knotty cob-webs, rounded in with 
spells. 

Thence she steals forth to r^ief^ in the fogs, 
And rotten mists, upon the fens and bogs, 
Down to the drowned lands of Lincolnshire; 
To make ewes cast their lambs, swine eat 
their farrow, 

The housewives’ tun* not work, nor the 
milk chum I 

Writhe children’s wrists, and suck their 
breath in sleep, » 

Get vials of their blood I and where the sea 
Casts up his slimy ooze, search for a weed 
To open locks with,* and to rivet charms, 
Planted about her in the wicked feat’ 

Of all her mischiefs, which are manifold. 

* Dell. 

» Lair. 

* Webs like those of the tent-caterpillar, rather 
than the chrysalis. 

‘Feed. 

* Cask for home-brewed beer. 

' Scot, Discovery of Wiichcraft, mentions such a 
weed, ^thiopides. 

^ Execution. 


John. I w’onder such a story could be told 
Of her dire deeds. 

George. I thought a witch’s banks’ 

Had inclosed nothing but the merry pranks 
Of some old woman. 

Scor. Yes, her malice more. 

Scath. As it would quickly appear had we 
the store 
Of his collects.* 

George. Ay, this gud learned man « 
Can speak her right.* 

Scar. He knows her shifts and haunts. 
Aiken. And all her wiles and turns. The 
venoraed plants 

Wherewith she kills I where the sad man- 
drake grows, 

Whose groans are deathful; the dead-numb- 
ing night-shade. 

The stupefying hemlock, adder’s tongue. 
And martagan:* the shrieks of luckless* 
owls 

We hear, and croaking night-crows in the 
air! 

Green-bellied snakes, blue fire-drakes* in 
the sky, 

And giddy flitter-mice with leather wings 1 
The scaly beetles, with their habergeons,’ » 
That make a humming murmur as they fly! 
There in the stocks* of trees, white faies do 
dwell. 

And span-long elves that dance about a 
pool, 

With each a little changeling* in their arms! 
The airy spirits play with falling stars. 

And mount the sphere of fire to kiss the 
moon! 

While she sits reading by the glow-worm’s 
light, 

Or rotten wood, o’er which the worm hath 
crept. 

The baneful schedule of her nocent “ charms. 
And binding characters, through which she 
wounds «o 

Her puppets, the sigilla” of her witchcraft. 
All this I know, and I will find her for you; 

‘ Limitations. 

’ Gatherings of knowledge. 

• Speak truly of her. 

• Tnrk’s-cap lily. 

• Bringing ill-luck. 

• Dragons, rather comets than the will-o’-the-wisp. 

^ Coats of mail. 

• Trunks. 

• Stolen child exchanged for a fairy. 

•" Injurious. 

‘‘ Small images. 
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And shew you her sitting in her fourm; I’ll 
lay 

My hand upon her, make her throw her 
skut * 

Along her back, when she doth start before 
us. 

But you must give her law: ’ and you shall 
see her 

Make twenty leaps and doubles; cross the 
paths, 

And then squat dowm beside us. 

John. Crafty cronel 

I long to be at the sport, and to report it. 

‘ Shed her hare’s tail. » A fair start. 


Scar. We’ll make this hunting of the witch 
as famous, n 

As any other blast of venery.* 

Scath. Hang her, foul hagl she’ll be a 
stinking chase. 

I had rather ha’ the hunting of her heir.* 

George. If we could come to see her, cry, 
.<50 /lo.'* once. 

Alkcn. That I do promise, or I am no 
good hag-finer. [Exeunt] 

‘ Specic.s of hunting, recognized by a distinctive 
bl.ist on the horn. 

» Possibly a pun is intended, or the extirpation 
of her whole race, may be meant. 

• The cry used on discovery of a hare. 


THE ARGUMENT OF THE THIRD ACT 


Puck-Hairy discovers himself in the forest, and discourseth his offices, with their necessi- 
ties, briefly; after which, Douce entering in the habit of Earine, is pursued by Karol; who 
(mistaking her at first to be his sister) questions her how she came by those garments. 
She answers, by her mother’s gift. The Sad Shepherd coming in the wliile, she runs away 
affrighted, and leaves Karol suddenly; ^Eglamour thinking it to be Earine ’s ghost he saw, 
falls into a melancholic expression of his phant’sie to Karol, aiul questions him sadly 
about that point, which moves compassion in Karol of his mistake still. When Clarion 
and Lionel enter to call Karol to Amie, Karol reports to them ..Eglamour’s passion, with 
much regret. CHarion resolves to seek him, Karol to return with Lionel. By the way, 
Douce and her mother (in the shape of Marian) meet them, and would divert them, 
affirming Amie to be recovered, which Lionel wondered at to be so soon. Robin Hood 
enters, they tell him the relation of the witch, thinking her to be Marian; Robin sus- 
pecting her to be Maudlin, lays hold of her girdle suddenly, but she striving to get free, 
they both run out,* and he returns with the belt broken. She following in her own shape, 
demanding it, but at a distance, as fearing to be seized upon again; and seeing she cannot 
recover it, falls into a rage, and cursing, resolving to trust to her old arts, which she calls 
her daughter* to assist in. The shepherds, content with this discovery, go home triumph- 
ing, make the relation to Marian. Amie is gladded with the sight of Karol, etc. In the 
mean time, enters Lorel. with purpose to ravish Earine. and calling her forth to that lewd 
end, he by the hearing of Clarion’s footing ’ is staid, and forced to commit her hastily to 
the tree again; where Clarion coming by, and hearing a voice singing, draws near unto it; 
but iEglaraour hearing it also, and knowing it to be Earine’s, falls into a superstitious 
commendation of it; as being an angel’s, and in the air; w'hen Clarion espies a hand put 
forth from the tree, and makes towards it, leaving iEglamour to his wild phant’sie, who 
quitteth the place: and Clarion beginning to court the hand, and make love to it, there 
ariseth a inist suddenly, which darkening all the place, Clarion loseth himself and the tree 
where Earine is inclosed, lamenting his misfortune, with the unknown nymph’s misery. 
The air clearing, enters the witch, with her son and daughter, tells them how she had 
caused that late darkness, to free Lorel from surprisal,^ and his prey from being rescued 
from him: bids him look to her, and lock her up more carefully, and follow’ her to assist a 
work she hath in hand of recovering her lost girdle; which she laments the loss of, with 
cursings, execrations, wishing confusion to their feast, and meeting; sends her son and 
daughter to gather certain simples, for her purpose, and bring them to her dell. This 
Puck hearing prevents, and shows her error still. The huntsmen having found her foot- 
ing,* follow the tract,® and prick* after her. She gets to her dell, and takes her form.* 
Enter [the huntsmen]. Aiken has spied her sitting with her spindle, threads and images. 
They are eager to seize her presently, but Aiken persuades them to let her begin her 
charms, which they do. Her son and daughter come to her; the huntsmen are affrighted 
as they see her work go forward. And over hasty to apprehend her, she escapeth them 
all by the help and delusions of Puck. 

^ See below I1I» iv. 

^ The text differs from this and what immediately follows. 

• Footsteps, 

^ Surprise. 

® Footprints. 

® Track. 

• Hasten. 

• llor accustomed place. 
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ACT in, SCENE I 
[The Forest\ 

[Enter] Puck-Hairy 

Puck. The fiend hath much to do that 
keeps a scliool, 

Or is the father of a family, 

Or governs but a countn,' academy. 

His labors must be great, as are his 
cares. 

To watcli all turns, and cast how to pre- 
vent' ’hem. 

This darne of mine here, Maud, grows high 
in evil, 

And thinks she does all, wlien 'tis I, her 
devil, 

That both delude her, and must yet protect 
her. 

.She’s confident in mischief, and presumes 
The changing of her shape will still’ secure 
her; „ 

But that may fail, and divers hazards 
meet 

Of other consequence, which I must look 
to: 

Not let her be surprised on the first catch. 
I must go dance about the forest now, 

And firk' it like u goblin, till I find 
her. 

Then will my service come worth accepta- 
tion, 

When not expected of her; when the help 
Meets the necessity, and both do kiss, 

Tis called the timing of a duty, this. 

SCENE II 

[Enter] Karol, Douce [m the dress oj 
EarineI, to them ..Eqmmour 

Kar. Sure, you are verj' like her! I con- 
ceived 

You had been she. seeing you run afore 
me: 

For such a suit she made her 'gainst this 
feast. 

In all resemblance, or the ver>' same; 

I saw her in it; had siie liveil t’ enjoy it, 

‘ Watch all cliuncca and plan how to anticipate 
tnonu 

" Always. • Frisk. 


She had been there an acceptable guest 
To Marian, and the gentle Robin Hood, 
Who are the crow'n and ghirland ‘ of the 
wood. 

Douce. I cannot tell, my mother gave it 
me. 

And bade me wear it. 

Kar. Who, the wise, good womaa,i» 

Old Maud of Papplewick? 

Douce. Yes: — this sullen man 
I cannot like him. I must take my 
leave. 

iEoL.KMouR enters and Doucb goe^ out 

/Eg. What said she to you? 

Kar. ' Who? 

Eorine. 

I saw her talking with you. or her ghost; 
For she indeed is drowned in old Trent’s 
bottom. 

Did she not tell who would ha’ pulled her 
in. 

And had her maidenhead upon the place. 
The river’s brim, the margin of the 
flood? 

No ground is holy enough, (you know my 
meaning) 

Lust is committed in kings’ palaces, a 
And yet their majesty’s not violated! 

No words 1 

Kar. How sad and wild his thoughts 
are I gone? 

..Eol-amour goes out but comes in again 

/Eg. But she, as chaste as was her name, 
Earine, 

Died undeflowered : and now her sweet soul 
hovers 

Hero in the air above us, and doth haste 
To get up to the moon and Mercury; 
And whisper \cnua in her orb; then 
spring 

Up to old Saturn, and come down by 
Mars, 

T ^ ^ t iter, and seat herself 
Just in the midst with Phoebus, tempering 
all ^ 

The jarring spheres, and giving to the world 
Again his first and tuneful planeting. 

O what an age will here be of new’ concords! 
Delightful harmony! to rock old sages. 
Twice infants, in the cradle o’ speculation, 
And throw a silence »ipou all the creatures! 

He goes out again but re- 
turns as sooti os be/ore 

^ Old furm of ifarlAud. 
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Kar. A cogitation of the highest rapture! 
jEg. The loudest seats, and most enraged 
winds, 

Shall lose their clangor; tempest shall grow 
hoarse, 

Loud thunder dumb, and every speece* of 
storm, iQ 

Laid in the lap of listening nature, hushed 
To hear the changed chime of this eighth 
sphere. 

Take tent,* and hearken for it, lose it not. 

iEoLAMOUR departs 

SCENE III 

[Enter] Clarion, Lionel, Ka;.ol 

Cla. 0 here is Karol! was not that the 
Sad 

Shepherd slipped from him? 

Lio. Yes, I guess it was. 

Who was that left you, Karol? 

Kar. The lost * man ; 

Whom we shall never see himself again, 

Or ours, I fear; he starts away from hand so, 
And all the touches or soft strokes of reason 
Ye can apply! no colt is so unbroken, 

Or hawk yet half so haggard or unmann’d 1 * 
He takes all toys that his wild phant’sie 
proffers, 

And flies away with them : he now conceives 
That my lost sister, his Earine, n 

Is lately turned a sphere amid the seven; 
And reads a music-lecture to the planets! 
And with this thought he’s run to call ’hem 
hearers. 

Cla. Alas, this is a strained but innocent 
phant’sie ! 

I’ll follow him, and find him if I can: 

Mean time, go you with Lionel, sweet 
Karol : 

He will acquaint you with an accident,' 
Which much desires your presence on the 
place. [Eart£] 

SCENE IV 

Karol, Lionel 

Kar. What is it, Lionel, wherein I may 
serv'e you? 

Why do 3'ou so sun^y and circumscribe me, 
As if you struck one eye into my breast, 

* Species. * Wild and untrained. 

* Heed. * Event, happening. 

•F. last. 


And with the other took my whole dimen- 
sions? 

Lio. I wish 3’ou had a window i’ your 
bosom, 

Or i’ your back, I might look thorough you, 
And see your in-parts,' Karol, liver, heart; 
For there the seat of Love is: whence the 
boy, 

The winged archer, hath shot home a shaft 
Into my sister’s breast, the innocent Ainic, lo 
\Mio now cries out, upon her bed, on Karol, 
Sweet-singing Karol, the flelicious Karol, 
That kissd her like a Cupid! In j’our eyes, 
She saj's, his stand is, and between j'^our lips 
He runs forth his divisions* to her ears, 

But will not 'bide there, less yourself do 
bring him. 

Go with me, Karol, and bestow a visit 
In charity upon the afflicted maid. 

Who pineth with the languor of 3'our love. 

[Enter] to them Maud and Douce, but 
Maud appearing like Marian 

Maud. Whither intend you? Amie is re- 
covered, „ 

Feels no such grief as she complained of 
lately. 

This maiden hath been with her from her 
mother 

Maudlin, the cunning woman, who hath sent 
her 

Herbs for her head, and simples* of that 
nature, 

Ha\ e wrought upon her a miraculous cure ; 
Settled her brain to all our wish and won- 
der. 

Lio. So instantly! you know I now but 
left her, 

Possessed with such a fit almost to a 
phrensie : 

Yourself too feared her,' Marian, and did 
urge 

My haste to seek out Karol and to bring 
bim. 

Maud. I did so: but the skill of that wise 
woman, 

And her great charity of doing good, 

Hath by the ready hand of this deft lass, 
Her daughter, wrought effects beyond belief, 
And to astonishment; we can but thank, 

‘ Inward parts. • Herbs. 

» Melodies. « Feared for her. 
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And praise, and be amazed, while wo tell it. 

They go out 

Lio. ’Tis strange, that any art should so 
help nature 
In her extremes. 

Kar. Then it appears most real. 

When th’ other is deficient. 

Enter Robix Hood 

Rob. Wherefore stay yo\i 

Discoursing here, and haste not with your 
succors 40 

To poor afilicted Amie, that so needs them? 
Lio. She is recovered, well, your Marian 
told us 

But now here: See, she is returned t’ af- 
firm it. 

Enter M.-vroux like M,\rian: copying 
Rouix Hood would run out, but he 
stays her by the girdle, and runs in 
with her. lie returns u'ith the girdle 
broken and she in her own shape 
Rob. My Marian I 
Maud. Robin Hood! is he here? 

Rob. Stay; 

What was’t you ha’ told my friend? 

Maud. Help, murder, help! 

You will not rob me, outlaw? thief, restore 
My belt that ye have broken! 

Rob. Yes, come near. 

^^aud. Not i’ your gripe.' 

Rffb. Was this the charnie<l circle. 

The copy * (hat so cozened and deceived us? 
I'll carry hence (he trophy of your spoils: » 
My men shall hunt you too upon the 
start ,* 

And course * you soundly. 

^^aud. I shall make ’hem sport, 

And send some home without (heir legs or 
arms. 

ril teach ’hem to climb stiles, leap ditches, 
ponds, 

And lie i’ the waters, if they follow me. 

' Grip. 

* The iinperaaiatioii. 

* W ittiout giving you a chnnee, usually accorded 
by tho iiunter. 

* Chase. 


Rob. Out, murmuring hag. 

[Exeunt all but Maud 

Maud. I must use all my powers, 

Lay all my wits to piecing of this loss. 
Things run unluckily: where’s my Puck- 
Hairy? 

SCENE V 

Maud, Puck 

Hath he forsook me? 

Puck. At your beck, madam. 

Maud. 0 Puck, my goblin 1 I have lost 
my belt, 

The strong thief, Robin Outlaw, forced it 
from me. 

Puck. They are other clouds and blacker 
threat you, dame; 

You must bo wan,', and pull in your sails, 
And yield unto the weather of the tempest. 
You think your power’s infinite as your 
malice. 

And would do all your anger prompts you 
to; 

But you must wait occasions, and obey 
them : 

Sail in an egg-shell, make a straw your 
mast, M 

A cobweb all your cloth,' and pass unseen, 
Till you have ’scaped the rocks that are 
nbo\it you. 

Maud. What rocks about me? 

Puck. I do love, madam, 

To shew you all your dangers, — when you 
arc past ’hcml 

Come, follow me, I’ll once more be your 
pilot, 

And you shall thank mo. [Exit] 

Maud. Lucky, my loved goblin I 
[As she is going out], Loreu mcefs her 
Where arc you gaang now? 

Ror. Unto my tree, 

To see my maistress. 

Maud. Gang thy gait, and tiy 

Thy turns with better luck, or hang thj'selL* 

2 ’ Here the fragment ends. 
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There were seven quarto editions of The Maid’s Tragedy before it was collected 
into the folio of Beaumont and Fletcher of 1679. They range from 1619 to 1661. The 
first is regarded as “corrupt and unauthorized." The second, that of 1622, offers the 
better text. In neither of these does the name of any author appear. On the title 
page of the third quarto, however, that of 1630, the play is attributed to “Beaumont 
and Fletcher" and it is often alluded to thereafter as theirs. This ascription has been 
universally accepted and confirmed by modern study of both authors. Information 
as to the early staging of The Maid's Tragedy is wanting. The title of the quarto 
declares “as it hath been divers times acted at the Blackfriars by the King's Majesty's 
servants, which places it after 1609 when the company resumed its lease of Black- 
friars. Malones date of 1610 can not be far WTong. Despite some parallels for the 
quarrel and reconciliation of Amintor and Melantius, and for the former’s “duel" 
with Aspatia, variously described in Shakespeare’s Julius Ccesar and in Sidney’s 
Arcadia, the source of The Maid's Tragedy has not been found. The plot is undoubt- 
edly the invention of its ingenious authors. It is time to rescue this sound and whole- 
some old drama from the notion that it is decadent either morally or dramaticallj' 
To such as find in Amintor the dramatists’ subsendency to the doctrine of the divine 
right of kings a consideration of the personage, Melantius. the successful and ap- 
plauded regicide, is respectfully suggested. As to the participancy of the two authors 
Gayley,— Beaumont, the Dramatist, 1914,— in accord with tradition, recognizes in 
Beaumont the stronger hand. He limits Fletcher’s part in this play to “three scenes 
and two half scenes," that is, II. 2; IV. 1, 1-200; V. 1, 1-10; the larger part of V, 2 (to 

the exit of Eyadne) ; and V. 3. In this he is in substantial agreement with previous 
workers in this field. 

Francis Beaumont, a gentleman of an excellent family devoted to the law was 
born in 1584 and educated at Oxford and the Inner Temple. Through association 
with Ben Jonson in the literary Bohemian life illustrated in the meetings of the 
wits at the Mermaid Tavern, Beaumont became interested in the stage and soon 
formed his memorable association with Fletcher. However, Beaumont’s career as a 
dramatist was short. He married a lady of fortune in 1613 and retiring to the country, 
died in 1616, a month before Shakespeare. Beaumont’s most important play, believed 
now to have been unaided by Fletcher, is The Knight of the Burning ' Pestle, a 
vigorous satirical burlesque of false romantic art-. Beaumont is thought to have been 
the inspiring mind of these two plays of the text, in King and No King and some 
few others. (For Fletcher, see the prefatory note to Philaster.) 

The best recent edition of Beaumont and Fletcher complete is that of A. Glover 
and A. R. Waller, 10 vols., 1905-1912. 
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THE MAID’S TRAGEDY 


Francis Beaumont 
ACT I, SCENE I 
[An Apartment in the Palace] 

Enter Cleon, Strato, Lysippus, Diphilus 

Cle. The rest are making ready, sir. 

Lys. So let them; 

There’s time enough, 

Diph. You are the brother to the King, 
my lord; 

We’ll take your word. 

Lys. Strato, thou hast some skill in 
poetry ; 

What think’st thou of a masque? will it be 
well ? 

Sira. As well as masques can be. 

Lys. As masques can be! 

Sira. Yes; they must commend their 
king, and speak in praise 

Of the assembly, bless the bride and bride- 
groom 

In person of some god ; they’re tied to rules 

Of flattery. n 

Cle. See, good my lord, who is returned! 

Enter Melantius 

Lys. Noble Melantius! 

The land by me welcomes thy virtues 
home; 

Thou that with blood abroad buy’st us our 
peace! 

The breath of kings is like the breath of 
gods; 

My brother wished thee here, and thou art 
here: 

He will be too-too kind, and weary thee 

With often welcomes; but the time doth 
give thee 

A welcome above his or all the world’s. » 

Mel. My lord, my thanks; but these 
scratched limbs of mine 

Have spoke my love and truth unto my 
friends. 

More than my tongue e'er could. My 
mind’s the same 


AND John Fletcher 

It ever was to you: where I find worth, 

I love the keeper till he let it go, 

And then I follow it. 

Hail, worthv brother! 
He that rejoices not at your return 
In safetj' is mine enemy for ever. 

Mel. I thank thee, Diphilus. But thou 
art faulty: 

I sent for thee to exercise thine arms so 
With me at Patria; thou cam’st not, Diphi- 
lus; 

’Twas ill. 

Diph. My noble brother, my excuse 
Is my King’s strict command,— which you 
my lord. 

Can witness with me. 

Lj/s. ’Tis most true, Melantius; 

He might not come till the solemnities 
Of this great match were past. 

Dip/i Have you heard of it? 

Mel. Yes, and have given cause to those 
that here 

Envy my deeds abroad to call me game- 
some; 

I have no other business here at Rhodes. 

Lys. We have a masque to-night, and you 
must tread ^ 

A soldier’s measure.* 

Mel. These soft and silken wars are not 
for me: 

The music must bo shrill and all confused 
That stirs my blood j and then I dance with 
arms. 

But is Amintor wed? 

This day. 

Mel. All joys upon him! for he is my 
friend. 

Wonder not that I call a man so young my 
friend : 

His worth is great; valiant he is and tem- 
perate ; 

And one that never thinks his life his own, 
If his friend need it. When he was a boy, » 
As oft as I returned (as, without boast, 

I brought home conquest), he would gaze 
upon me 

* A statel7 dance. 
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And view me round, to find in what one limb 
The virtue lay to do those things he heard; 
Then would he wish to see my sword, and 
feel 

The quickness of the edge, and in his hand 
Weigh it: he oft would make me smile at 
this. 

His youth did promise much, and his ripe 
years 

Will see it all performed. — 

Enter Aspatia, passing by 

Hail, maid and wife! 
Thou fair Aspatia, may the holy knot, » 
That thou hast tied to-day. last till the 
hand 

Of age undo it! may’st thou bring a race 

Unto Amintor, that may fill the world 

Successively with soldiers! 
j{sp. My hard fortunes 

Deserve not scorn, for I was never proud 

When they were good. 

Exit Aspatia 

Mel. How’s this? 

Lys. You are mistaken, sir; she is not 
married. 

Mel. You said Amintor was. 

Diph. ’Tis true; but — 

Mel. Pardon me; I did receive 

Letters at Patria from my Amintor, to 
T hat he should marry her. 

Diph. And so it stood 

In ail opinion long; but yo\ir arrival 
Made me imagine you had heard the 
change. 

Mel. Who hath he taken then? 

Lys. A lady, sir. 

That bears the light above her,' and strikes 
dead 

With flashes of her eye; the fair Evadne, 
Your virtuous sister. 

Mel. Peace of heart betwixt them I 

But this is strange. 

Lys. The King, ray brother, did it 
To honor you; and these solemnities 
Are at his charge. « 

Mel. ’Tis royal, like himself. But I am 
sad 

My speech bears so unfortunate a sound 
To beautiful .Aspatia. There is rage 
Hid in her father’s breast, Calianax, 

* Surpasses ho-. 


Bent long against me; and he should not 
think, 

Could I but call it back, that I would take 
So base revenges,* as to scorn the state 
Of his neglected daughter. Holds he still 

His greatness with the King? 

Lys. Yes. But this lady 

Walks discontented, with her watery eyes » 
Bent on the earth. The unfrequented woods 
Are her delight; where, when she sees a 
bank 

Stuck full of flowers, she with a sigh will 
tell 

Her sen-ants what a pretty place it were 
To bury lovers in; and make her maids 
Pluck ’em, and strow her over like a corse.* 
She carries w-ith her an infectious grief, 

That strikes all her beholders: she will sing 
The mournfursl things that ever ear hath 
heard. 

And sigh, and sing again; and when the 
rest 

Of our young ladies, in their wanton blood. 
Tell mirthful tales in course,* that fill the 
room 

With laughter, she will, with so sad a look, 
Bring forth a stor>' of the silent death 
Of some forsaken virgin, which her grief 
Will put in such a phrase, that, ere ^e end, 
She’ll send them weeping one by one away. 
Mcl. She has a brother under my com- 
mand, 

Like her; a face as womanish as hers; 

Rut with a spirit that hath much outgrown 
The number of his years. 

Enter Amintor 

Cle. My lord the bridegroom I 

Mel. I might run fiercely, not more 
hastily. 

Upon my foe. I love thee w-ell, Amintor; 
My mouth is much too narrow for my 
heart ; 

I joy to look upon those eyes of thine; 
Thou art my friend, but my disordered 
speech 

Cuts off my love. 

Amin. Thou art Melantius; 

All love is spoke in that. A sacrifice. 

To thunk the gods Melantius is returned 
In suxfctyl Victory sits on his sword, »• 


' So Iwse a reveng;*. 
T Corpse. 


• In turn. 
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As she was wont: may she build there and 
dwell ; 

And may thy armor be, as it hath been, 
Only thy valor and thine innocence! 

What endless treasures would our enemies 
give, 

That I might hold thee stilP thus! 

Mel. I am poor 

In words; but credit me, young man, thy 
mother 

Could do no more but weep for joy to see 
thee 

After long absence: all the wounds I gave 
Fetched not so much away, nor all the cries 
Of widowed mothers. But this is peace, »» 
And that was war. 

Amin. Pardon, thou holy god 

Of marriage-bed, and frown not, I am forced. 
In answer of such noble tears as those, 

To weep upon my wedding-day! 

Mel. I fear thou art grown too fickle; for 
I hear 

A lady mourns for thee; men say, to death; 
Forsaken of thee; on what terms* I know 
not. 

Amin. She had my promise ; but the King 
forbade it. 

And made me make this worthy change, thy 
sister, 

Accompanied with graces [far] above her; 
With whom I long to lose my lusty youth, 
And grow old in her arms. 

Mel. Be prosperous! 

Enter Messenger 

Mess. My lord, the masquers rage for you, 
Lys. We are gone.— 

Cleon, Strato, Diphilus! 

Amin. Weil all attend you.— 

[Exeunt Lysippus, Cleon, Strato, 
Diphilus] 

We shall trouble you 

With our solemnities. 

Mel. Not so, Amintor: 

But if you laugh at my rude carriage 
In peace, lil do as much for you in war, 
When you come thither. Yet I have a mis- 
tress 

To bring to your delights; rough though I 
am, 

I have a mistress, and she has a heart 

‘ Ever. 

> Under what circumstances. 


She says; but, trust me, it is stone, no 
better; 

There is no place that I can challenge in’t. 
But you stand still, and here my way lies. 

Exeunt 

[SCENE II] 

[A Hall in the Palace, with a Gallery full 

of Spectators] 

Enter Cauan.oc U'ith Diaqoras 

Cal. Diagoras, look to the doors better, 
for shame! you let in all the world, and 
anon the King will rail at me. Why, very 
well said.* By Jove, the King will have the 
show i’ th’ court. 

Diag. Why do you swear so, my lord? 
you know heil have it here. 

Cal. By this light, if he be wise, he will 
not. 

Diag. And if he will not be wise, you lo 
are forsworn. 

Cal. One must sweat his heart out with 
swearing, and get thanks on no side. I’ll be 
gone, look to’t who will. 

Diag. My lord, I shall never keep them 
out. Pray, stay; your looks will terrify 
them. 

Cal. My looks terrify them, you cox- 
combly ass, you! I’ll be judged by all the 
company whether thou hast not a worse n> 
face than I. 

% 

Diag. I mean, because they know you and 
your oflBce. 

Cal. Office! I would I could pul it off! I 
am sure I sweat quite through my office. I 
might have made room at my daughter’s 
wedding: they ha’ near killed her amongst 
them; and now I must do service for him 
that hath forsaken her. Serve that will! » 

Exit Cauan.ax 

Diag. He’s so humorous* since his daugh- 
ter was forsaken! {Knock unthin) Hark, 
hark! there, there! so, so! codes, codes!* 
What now? 

Mel. {within) Open the door. 

Diag. Who’s there? 

Mel. [within] Melantius. 

* Done. 

* Testy. 

* Perhaps an attenuated oath, gods. 
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Diag. I liopc your lordship brinfjs no 
troop with you; for, if you do. I must 
return them.' [Opens the door] 

Enter Mel.\ntiu9 and n Lady 

Mel. None but this lady, sir. «> 

Diag. The ladies are all placed above, 
save tho.se that come in the Kings troop; 
the best of Rhodes sit there, and there’s 
room. 

Mel. I thank you, sir. — When I have seen 
you placed, madam, I must attend the 
King; but, the masque done. I'll wait on 
you again. 

Diag. [opening another door] Stand back 
there! — Hoorn for my lord Melaiiti\is! w 
{Exeunt MKL.\.vTirs. Lady, other door ) — 
Pray, bear back— this i.s no place for such 
youths and their trulls’ — let the doors shut 
ii^jiin. — No! — do your heads itch? I'll 
scratch them for you. [Shuts the door] — 
So, now thrust and hang. [Knocking 
toilhin] — Again! who is’t now? — I cannot 
blame my lord Calianax for going away: 
would he were here! he would run raging 
among them, and break a dozen wiser « 
heads’ than his own in the twinkling of an 
eye. — What’s the news now? 

(Within) I pray yoti, can yo\i help me to 
the speech of the master-cook? 

Diag. If I open the door. I’ll cook some 
of your calves-heads. Peace, rogues! 
[Knockmg within] — .\gain! who is’t? 

Mc'l. ( wit hin ) M elant ius. 

Enter Calianax to Mel,antius 

Cal. Let him not in. 

Diag. 0, my lord, a’ must. — Make room m 
there for iny lord! 

Is your lady placed? 

Mel. Yes, sir, I thank you. — 

My lord Calianax, well met: 

Your causeless hate to im* I hope is buried. 

Cal. Yes, I do service for your si.'^ter here, 
That brings my own poor child to timeless* 
death : 

She loves your friend Amintor; such another 
Fal.sc-heartcd lord us you. 

Mel. You do me wrong, 

•Turn tticm back. 

* \Venchc9. 

* riic .st;Uf of office wag actunlly employctl on 
occasion. 

* Untimely. 


A most unmanly one, and I am slow 
In taking vengeance; but be well advised. » 
Cal. It may be so.— Who placed the lady 
there, 

So near the presence of the King? 

Mel. I did. 

Cal. My lord, she must not sit there. 

Mel. Why? 

Cal. The place 

Is kept for women of more worth. 

Mel. More worth than she I It misbe- 
comes your age 

And place to be thus womanish: forbear! 
What you have spoke. I am content to think 
The palsy shook your tongue to. 

Cal. Why, ’tis well: 

If I stand here to place men's wenches— 

Mel. I 

Shall quite forget this place, thy age, my 
safety, 

And. through all. cut that poor sickly week 
Tho»i hast to live away from thee! 

Cal. Nay, 1 know you can tight for your 
whore. 

Mel. Bate me the King,* and, be he flesh 
and blood, 

.A’ lies that says it ! Thy mother at fifteen 
Was black and sinful to her 
Diag. Good my lord— 

Mel. Some god pluck threescore years 
from that fond ’ man, 

That I may kill him, and not stain mine 
honor! 

It is the curse of soldiers, that in peace •• 
They shall be braved by such ignoble men, 
As, if the land were troubled, would with 
tears 

And knees beg succor from ’em. Would the 
blood, 

That sea of blootl, that I have lost in fight, 
Were running in thy veins, that it might 
make thee 

Apt to say less, or able to maintain, 
Should’st thou say more! This Rhodes, I 
see, is nought 

But a place privileged to do men wrong. 
Cal. Ay, you may say your pleasure, 

Enttr .\MiNTim 

Anun. What vild* injury 

Has stirred my worthy friend, who is as 
slow 

* E.xctntlng the King. 

* FoitlUh. 
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To fight with words as he is quick of hand? 
Mel. That heap of age, which I should 
reverence 

If it were temperate; but testy years 
Are most contemptible. 

Amin. Good sir, forbear. 

Cal. There is just such another as your- 
self. 

Amin. He will wrong you, or me, or any 
man. 

And talk as if he had no life to lose, 

Since this our match. The King is coming 
in; 

I would not for more wealth than I enjoy 
He should perceive you raging : he did 
hear 

You were at difference now, which hastened 
him. 

Cal. Make room there! 

Hautboys play xvithin 

Enter King, Evadne, Aspatia, Lords and 

Ladies 

King. Melantius, thou art welcome, and 
my love 

Is with thee still : but this is not a place 
To brabble^ in. — Calianax, join hands. 

Cal. He shall not have mine hand. 

King. This is no time 

To force you to ’t. I do love you both: — 
Calianax, you look well to your office; — 
And you, Melantius, are welcome home. — 
Begin the masque. 

Mel. Sister, I joy to see you and your 
choice; 

You looked with my eyes when you took 
that man: 

Be happy in him! Recorders^ [play] 

Evad. O, my dearest brother, 

Your presence is more joyful than this day 
Can be unto me! 


THE MASQHE* 

Night rises in mists 

Night. Our reign is come; for in the 
quenching sea 

The sun is drowned, and with him fell the 
Day. 

* Squabble. 

^ Flageoleta , 

»The masque within' a pla7 was no unusual 

feature. 


Bright Cynthia, hear my voice! I am the 
Night, 

For whom thou bcar’st about thy borrowed 
light: 

Appear! no longer thy pale visage shroud, no 
But strike thy silver horns quite through a 
cloud. 

And send a beam upon my swarthy face, 

Bj' whicli I may discover all t!ie place 
And pci'sons, and how many longing eyes 
Are come to wait on our solemnities. 

Enter Cynthia 

How dull and black am I! I could not 
find 

This beauty^ without thee, I am so blind: 
Methinks they show like to those eastern 
streaks, 

That warn us hence before the morning 
breaks. 

Back, my pale sen^ant! for these eyes know 
how 160 

To shoot far more and quicker rays than 
thou. 

Cynth. Great queen, they be a troop for 
whom alone 

One of my clearest moons I have put on; 

A troop, that looks as if thyself and I 
Had plucked our reins in and our whips laid 
by. 

To gaze upon these mortals, that appear 
Brighter than we. 

Night. Then let us keep ’em here; 

And never more our chariots drive away. 
But hold our places and outshine the Day. 

Cynth. Great queen of shadows, you are 
pleased to speak iw 

Of more than may be done: we may not 
break 

The gods’ decrees; but, when our time is 
come, 

Must drive away, and give the Day our 
room. 

Yet, whilst our reign lasts, let us stretch our 
power 

To give our servants one contented hour, 
With such unwonted solemn grace and state, 
As may for ever after force them hate 
Our brother’s glorious beams, and wish the 
Night 

Crowned with a thousand stars and our cold 
light : i«» 

* Of the assembled c»urt ladies. 
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For almost all the world their service bend 
To Phcebiis, and in vain my light I lend, 
Gazed on unto my setting from my rise 
Almost of none but of unquiet eyes. 

Night. Then shine at full, fair queen, and 
by thy power 

Produce a birth, to crown this happy hour, 
Of nymphs and shepherds; let their songs 
discover, 

Easy and sweet, who is a happy lover; 

Or, if thou woo’t,' thine own Endymion 
From the sweet flowery bank he lies upon, 
On Latmus’ brow, thy pale beams drawn 
away, 

And of his long night lot him make this day. 
Cynlh. Thou dream’st, dark queen; that 
fair boy was not mine. 

Nor went I down to kiss him. Ease and 
wine 

Have bred these bold tales: poets, when 
they rage. 

Turn gods to men, and make an hour an age. 
But I will give a greater state and glorj', 

And raise to time a nobler memory 
Of what these lovers are. — Rise, rise, I say, 
Thou power of deeps, thy surges laid away, 
Neptune, great king of w’aters, and by me »« 
Be proud to be commanded 1 

Neptune rises 

Ncpl. Cynthia, see, 

Thy word hath fetched me hither: let me 
know 

Why I ascend. 

Cynth. Doth this majestic show 

Give thee no knowledge yet? 

Nept. Yes, now I see 

Something intended, Cynthia, worthy thee. 
Go on; I’ll be a helper. 

Cynth. Hie thee, then, 

And charge the Wind fly from his rocky den, 
Let loose his subjects; only Boreas, 

Too foul for our intention, as he was, 

Still keep him fast chained: we must have 
none here wo 

But vernal blasts and gentle winds appear. 
Such as blow flowers, and through the glad 
boughs sing 

Many soft welcomes to the lusty spring; 
These are our music; next, tby watery race 
Bring on in couples; we arc pleased to grace 

> Would do it. 


This noble night, each in their richest things 
Your own deeps or the broken vessel brings: 

Be prodigal, and I shall be as kind 
And shine at full upon you. 

Nepi. Ho, the wind- 

Commanding iEolusI 

Enter iEobUS out oj a Rock 

/Eol. Great Neptune 1 

Nept. He. m 

jEoI. What is thy will? 

Nept. We do command thee free 

Favonius and thy milder winds, to wait 
Upon our Cynthia; but tie Boreas strait,' 
He's too rebellious. 

/Eof. I shall do it. 

Nept. Do. (Exit ..Eolus] 

JEol. [xpithin.] Great master of the flood 
and all below. 

Thy full command has taken. Ho, the 
Main I 
Neptune I 

[Re-enter iEobUS, followed by Favonius 

and other Winds] 

Nept. Here. 

/Eol. Boreas has broke his chain, 

And, struggling with the rest, has got away. 
Nept. Let him alone. I’ll take him up at 
sea; 

I will not long be thence. Go once again, «« 
And call out of the bottoms of the main 
Blue Proteus* and the rest; charge them 
put on 

Their greatest pearls, and the most spark- 
ling stone 

The beaten* rock breeds; tell this night is 
done 

By me a solemn honor to the Moon: 

Fly, like a full sail. 

jEoI. I am gone. [Exit] 

Cynth. Dark Night, 

Strike a full silence, do a thorough right 
To this great chorus, that our music may 
Touch high as heaven, and make the east 
break day 

At midnight. Music 

‘ .\t once. 

* From the color o( the «et. 

* Heaton bv thr waves. RxUlen explains, overlaid, 
rml*ossc«l with fjold. 
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[First] Song 

[During which Proteus and other* Sea/* 

deities enter] 

Cynthia, to thy power and thee 

We obej'. 

Joy to this great company! 

And no day 

Come to steal this night away, 

Till the rites of love are ended, 

And the lusty bridegroom say, 
Welcome, light, of all befriended! 

Pace out, you watery powers below. 

Let your feet, aw 

Like the galleys when they row. 

Even beat: 

Let your unknown measures, set 
To the still winds, tell to all, 

That gods are come, immortal, great, 

To honor this great nuptial. 

The Measure 

Second Song 

Hold back thy hours, dark Night, till we 
have done ; 

The Day will come too soon: 

Young maids will cure thee, if thou steal'st 
away, 

And leav’st their losses open to the day: aso 
Stay, stay, and hide 
The blushes of the bride. 

Stay, gentle Night, and with thy darkness 
cover 

The kisses of her lover; 

Stay, and confound her tears and her shrill 
cryings 

Her weak denials, vows, and often-dyings ; 
Stay, and hide all: 

But help not, though she call. 

[Another] measure 

Nept. Great queen of us and heaven, 
hear what I bring 
To make this hour a full one. 

Cynlh. Speak, sea’s king, aw 

Nept. The tunes my Amphitrite joys to 
have, 

When she will dance upon the rising wave, 


And court me as she sails. My Tritons, 
play 

Music to lay a storm! I’ll lead the way. 

Measure 

[The Masquers dfancc which Neptune leads] 

[Third] Song 

To bed, to bed! Come, Hymen, lead 
the bride, 

And lay her by her husband’s side; 
Bring in the virgins every one. 
That grieve to lie alone; 

That they may kiss while they may say a 
maid; 

To-morrow ’twill be other kissed and said. 
Hesperus, be long a-shining, m 
Whilst these lovers are a-twining. 
/Sol. [within.] Ho, Neptune! 

Nept. iEolus I 

[Re-enter iEoLUS] 

JEol. The sea goes high, 

Boreas hath raised a storm: go and apply 
Thy trident; else, I prophesy, ere day 
Many a tall ship will be cast away. 

Descend with all the gods and all their 
power, 

To strike a calm. [Exit 

Cynth. We thank you for this hour: 
My favor to you all. To gratulate 
So great a service, done at my desire, «8o 
Ye shall have many floods, fuller and higher 
Than you have wished for; and no ebb shall 
dare 

To let the Day see where your dwellings are. 
Now back unto your governments in haste, 
Lest your proud charge should swell above 
the waste, 

And win upon the island. 

Nept. We obey. 

Neptune descends and the Sea-gods 
Cynth. Hold up thy head, dead Night; 
see’st thou not Day? 

The east begins to lighten : I must down, 
And give my brother place. 

Night. 0, I could frown 

To see the Day, the Day that flings his 
light soo 

Upon my kingdom and contemns old Night! 
Let him go on and flame ! I hope to see 
Another wild-fire in his axle-tree,' 

* The atlusion is to Phaeton and his mad driving 
of the hor^s of the Sun. 
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Aral all fall drenched. But I forget; speak, 
queen : 

The Day grows on; I must no more be seen. 

Cynth. Heave up thy drowsy head again, 
and see 

A greater light, a greater majesty, 

Between our scct^ and usl whip up thy 
team : 

The Day breaks here, and yon sun-flaring 
stream 

Shot from the south.^ Which way wilt 
thou go? say. »<» 

Night. I'll vanish into mists. 

Cynth. I into Day. 

Exeunt 

Finis Masque 

King. Take lights there 1 — Ladies, get the 
bride to bed. — 

We will not see you laid; good night, 
Amintor; 

We’ll ease you of that tedious ceremony: 
Were it my case, I should think time nm 
slow. 

If thou be’st noble, youth, get me a boy, 
That may defend my kingdom from ray 
foes. 

Amin. All happiness to you! 

King. Good night, Mclantius. Exeunt 

ACT II, (SCENE I] 

[Ante-room to Evadnv's Bedchamber] 

Enter Evadne, Aspatia, Dula, and other 

Ladies 

Dula. Madam, shall we undress you for 
this fight? 

The wars are nuk’d that you must make 
to-night. 

Ei'ad. You are very merry, Dula. 

Dula. I should be 

Far merrier, madam, if it were with mo 
As it is with you. 

Evad. How’s that? 

Dula. That I might go 

To bod with him wi' th’ credit that you do. 

Evad. Why, how now, wench? 

Dula. Come, ladies, will you help? 

Evad. I am soon undone.* 

Dxda. And as soon done: lo 

‘ .\ grontrr light and majesty than belongs to our 
sect or kind. 

There Keems an incurable corruption here. 

* Utidrcfised, also niinoil. 


Good store of clothes will trouble you at 
both. 

Evad. Art thou drunk, Dula? 

Dxda. Why, here’s none but we. 

Evad. Thou think’st belike there is no 
modesty 

When we’re alone. 

Dula. Ay, by my troth, you hit my 
thoughts aright. 

Evad. You prick me, lady. 

1 Lady. ’Tis against my will. 

Dula. Anon you must endure more and 
lie still; 

You’re best to practise. 

Evad. Sure, this wench is mad. 

Dxda. No, faith, this is a trick that I have 
had 

Since I w'as fourteen. 

Evad. ’Tis high time to leave it. » 

Dxda. Nay, now I’ll keep it till the trick 
leave me. 

A dozen wanton words, put in your head, 

Will make you livelier in your husband’s 
bed, 

Evad. Nay, faith, then take it.* 

Dula. Take it, madam 1 where? 

We all, I hope, will take it that are here. 
Ex'ad. Nay, then. I'll give you o’er. 

Dxda. So I will make 

The ablest man in Rhodes, or his heart ache. 
Evad. Wilt take my place to-night? 

Dxda. I’ll hold your cards against any two 
I know. 

Evad. What wilt thou do? “ 

Dxda. Madam, we’ll do’t, and make ’em 
leave play too. 

Evad. Aspatia, take her part. 

Dxda. I will refuse it: 

She will pluck down a side; * she does not 
use it. 

Ex'ad. Why, do, I prithee. 

Dula. You will find the play 

Quickly, because your head lies well that 
way. 

Evad. I thank thee, Dula. Would thou 
couldst instil 

Some of thy mirth into Aspatia! 

Nothing but sad thoughts in her breast do 
dwell : 

Methinks, a mean betwixt you would do 
well. 

* This passage is made up of a series of 
upon words connected with games of cards. 

* Lose the game. 
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Dula. She is in love: hang me, if I were 
so, <0 

But I could run my country.' I love too 
To do those things that people in love do. 

Asp. It were a timeless' smile should 
prove my cheek: 

It were a fitter hour for me to laugh, 

When at the altar the religious priest 
Were pacifying the offended powers 
With sacrifice, than now. This should have 
been 

My rite ; ' and all your hands have been 
employed 

In giving me a spotless offering 
To young Amintor’s bed, as we are now «> 
For you. Pardon, Evadne: would my worth 
Were great as yours, or that the King, or 
he, 

Or both, thought sol Perhaps he found me 
worthless : 

But till he did so, in these ears of mine, 
These credulous ears, he poured the sweetest 
words 

That art or love could frame. If he were 
false, 

Pardon it, heaven I and, if I did want 
Virtue, you safely maj' forgive that too; 
For I have lost none that I had from you. 

Evad. Nay, leave this sad talk, madam. 

Asp. Would I could! « 

Then should I leave the cause. 

Evad. See, if you have not spoiled all 
Dula’s mirth 1 

Asp. Thou think’st thy heart hard; but, if 
thou be'st caught. 

Remember me; thou shalt perceive a fire 
Shot suddenly into thee. 

Dula. That’s not so good; let ’em shoot 
anything but fire, I fear ’em not. 

Asp. Well, wench, thou may’st be taken. 

Evad. Ladies, good night: I’ll do the rest 
myself. 

Dula. Nay, let your lord do some. to 

Asp. [singing'] Lay a garland on my hearse 
Of the dismal yew — 

Evad. That’s one of your sad songs, 
madam. 

Asp. Believe me, *tis a very pretty one. 

Evad. How is it, madam? 

Asp. [singing] 

Lay a garland on my hearse 
Of the dismal yew; 

* Make things go. = Untimely. * Q1 right. 


Maidens, U'illow-branchcs bear; 

Say I died true. 

My love was false, but I was firm so 
From my hour of birth: 

Upon my buried body lie 
Lightly, gentle earth! 

Evad. Fie on’t, madam! the words are so 
strange, they are able to make one dream of 
hobgoblins. — 

I could never have the poict?r~sing that, 
Dula. 

Dula. [sinpmj?] 

I could never have the power 
To love one above an hour, » 

But my heart ivould prompt mine eye 
On some other man to fly. 

Venus, fix mine eyes fast, 

Or, if not, give me all that 1 shall see at 
last ! 

Evad. So, leave me now. 

T>ula. Naj', we must see you laid. 

Asp. Madam, good night. May ail the 
marriage-joys 

That longing maids imagine in their beds 
Prove so unto you I May no discontent 
Grow ’twixt your love and you! but, if 
there do. 

Inquire of me, and I will guide your moan; 
Teach you an artificial ' way to grieve, loi 
To keep your sorrow waking. Love your 
lord 

No worse than I: but, if you love so well, 
Alas, you may displease him! so did I. 

This is the last time you shall look on me. — 
Ladies, farewell. As soon as I am dead, 
Come all and watch one night about my 
hearse ; 

Bring each a mournful storj' and a tear, 

To offer at it when I go to earth ; 

With flattering ivy clasp my coffin round; no 
Write on my brow my fortune; let my bier 
Be borne by virgins, that shall sing by 
course ' 1 

The truth of maids and perjuries of men. 
Evad. Alas, I pity thee. Exit Evadne 
All. Madam, good night. 

1 Lady. Come, we’ll let in the bridegroom. 
Dula. Where’s my lord? 

^ Artful, 

* In turn. 
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Enter Amintor 

1 Lady. Here, take this light. 

Dula. You’ll find her in the dark. 

1 Lady. Your lady’s scarce a-bed yet; you 
must help her. 

Asp. Go, and be happy in your lady’s 
love. 

May all the wrongs that you have done to 
me 

Be utterly forgotten in my death! 

I'll trouble you no more; yet I will take 
A parting kiss, and will not be denied. — 

[Kisses Amintor] 
You'll come, my lord, and see the virgins 
weep 

When I am laid in earth, though you your- 
self 

Can know no pity. Thus I wind myself 
Into this willow-garland,* and am prouder 
That I was once your love, though now 
refused, 

Than to have had another true to me. 

So with my prayers I leave you, and must 
try 

Some yet unpractised way to grieve and 
die. Exit Asp.^tia »*> 

Dula. Come, ladies, will you go? 

All. Good night, my lord. 

Amin. Much happiness unto you all! 

Ladies exeunt 

I did that lady wrong. Methinks, I feel 
A grief shoot suddenly through all my 
veins; 

Mine eyes rain: this is strange at such a 
time. 

It was the King first moved me to’t; but he 
Has not my will in keeping. Why do I 
Perplex myself thus? Something whispers 
me, 

Go not to bed. My guilt is not so great 
As mine own conscience too sensible * 
Would make me think; I only brake a 
promise, 

And ’twas the King that forced me. 
Timorous flesh. 

Why shak’st thou so? Away, my idle fears I 

Enter Evadne 

Yonder she is, the luster of whose eye 
Can blot away the sad remembrance 

* Emblem of the deserted lover. 

* Sensitive. 


Of all these things.— O, my Evadne, spare 
That tender body; let it not take cold I 
The vapors of the night shall not fall here. 

To bed, my love: Hymen will punish us 
For being slack performers of his rites. 
Camest thou to call me? 

Evad. No. 

Amin. Come, come, my love, 

And let us lose ourselves to one another. 

Why art thou up so long? 

Evad. I am not well. 

Amin. To bed then; let me wind thee in 
these arms 

Till I have banished sickness. 

Evad. Good my lord, 

I cannot sleep. 

Amin. Evadne, we will watch;* 

I mean no sleeping. 

Evad. I'll not go to bed. 

Amin. I prithee, do. 

Evad. I will not for the world. 

Amin. Why, my dear love? 

Evad. Why! I have sworn I will not. 

Amin. Sworn! 

Evad. Ay, 

Amin. How? sworn, Evadne! i«> 

Evad. Yes, sworn, Amintor; and will 
swear again, 

If you will wish to hear me. 

Amin. To whom have you sworn this? 
Evad. If I should name him, the matter 
were not great. 

Amin. Come, this is but the coyness of a 
bride. 

Evad. The coyness of a bride! 

Amin. How prettily 

That frown becomes theel 
Evad. Do you like it so? 

Amin. Thou canst not dress thy face in 
such a look 
But I shall like it. 

Evad. What look likes* you best? 

Amin. Why do you ask? »» 

Evad. That I may show you one less 
pleasing to you. 

Amin. How’s that? 

Evad. That I may show you one less 
pleasing to you. 

Amin. I prithee, put thy jests in milder 
looks; 

It shows as thou w’ert angrj'. 

Evad. So perhaps 

I am indeed. 

* Wako. 


* Pleases. 
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Amin. Why, who has done thee wrong? 
Name me the man, and by thyself I swear, 
Thy yet-unconquered self, I will revenge 
thee 1 

Evad. Now I shall try thy truth. If thou 
dost love me, 

Thou weigh’st not any thing compared with 
me : 

Life, honor, joys eternal, all delights. 

This world can yield, or hopeful people 
feign. 

Or in the life to come, are light as air 
To a true lover when his lady frowns, 

And bids him do this. Wilt thou kill this 
man? 

Swear, my Amintor, and 111 kiss the sin 
Off from thy lips. 

Amin. I wo’ not swear, sweet love. 
Till I do know the cause. 

Evad. I would thou wouldst. 

Why, it is thou that wrong’st me; I hate 
thee; 

Thou should’st have killed thyself. 

Amin. If I should know that, I should 
quickly kill 
The man you hated. 

Evad. Know it, then, and do’t. 

Amin. 0, nol what look soe'er thou shalt 
put on 

To try my faith, I shall not think thee 
false ; 

I cannot find one blemish in thy face. 

Where falsehood should abide. Leave, and 
to bed. 

If you have sworn to any of the virgins 
That were your old companions to preserve 
Your maidenhead a night, it may be done 
Without this means. 

Evad. A maidenhead, Amintor, 200 

At my years I 

Amin. Sure she raves; this cannot be 
Her natural temper. — Shall I call thy 
maids? 

Either thy healthful sleep hath left thee 
long, 

Or else some fever rages in thy blood. 

Evad. Neither, Amintor: think you I am 
mad, 

Because I speak the truth? 

Amin. Is this the truth? 

Will you not lie with me to-night? 

Evad. To-night I 

You talk as if you thought I would here- 
after. 


Amin. Hereafter! yes, I do. 

Evad. You are deceived. 

Put off amazement, and with patience mark 
What I shall utter, for the oracle 
Knows nothing truer: 'tis not for a night 
Or two that I forbear thy bed, but ever. 
Amin. I dream. Awake, Amintor! 

Evad. You hear right: 

I sooner will find out the beds of snakes. 
And with my youthful blood warm their 
cold flesh, 

Letting them curl themselves about my 
limbs. 

Than sleep one night with thee. This is 
not feigned. 

Nor sounds it like the coyness of a bride. 
Amin. Is flesh so earthly to endure all 
this? aw 

Are these the joys of marriage? — Hymen, 
keep 

This story (that will make succeeding youth 
Neglect thy ceremonies) from all ears; 

Let it not rise up, for thy shame and mine 
To after-ages: we will scorn thy laws, 

If thou no better bless them. Touch the 
heart 

Of her that thou hast sent me, or the world 
Shall know this: not an altar then will 
smoke 

In praise of thee ; we will adopt us sons ; 
Then virtue shall inherit, and not blood, aw 
If we do lust, we’ll take the next we meet, 
Serving ourselves as other creatures do; 
And never take note of the female more. 
Nor of her issue. I do rage in vain; 

She can but jest. — 0, pardon me, my love! 
So dear the thoughts are that I hold of thee, 
That I must break forth. Satisfy my fear; 
It is a pain, beyond the hand of death. 

To be in doubt: confirm it with an oath. 

If this be true. 

Evad. Do you invent the form: 

Let there be in it all the binding words 
Devils and conjurers can put together. 

And I will take it. I have sworn before, 
And here by all things holy do again. 

Never to be acquainted with thy bed I 
Is your doubt over now? 

Amin. I know too much; would I had 
doubted still ! ^ 

Was ever such a marriage-night as this! 
You powers above, if you did ever mean 

* Ever. 
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Man should be used thus, you have thought 
a way 

How he may bear himself, and save his 
honor: 

Instruct me in it; for to my dull eyes 
There is no mean, no moderate course to 
run; 

I must live scorned, or be a murderer: 

Is there a third? Why is this night so 
calm? 

Why docs not heaven speak in thunder to 
us. 

And drown her voice? 

Evad. This rage will do no good 

Amin. Evadne, hear me. Thou hast 
ta’en an oath. 

But such a ra.-?!! one, that to keep it were 
Worse than to swear it: call it back to 
thee; 

Such vows as that never ascend the heaven; 
A tear or two will wash it quite away. 

Have mercy on my youth, my hopeful 
youth, 

If thou be pitiful 1 for, without boast. 

This land was proud of me: what lady was 
there, 

That men called fair and virtuous in this 
isle, 

That would have shunned my love? It is 
in thee 

To make me hold this worth. — 0, we vain 
men, 

That trust out all our reputation 
To rest upon the weak and yielding hand m 
Of feeble woman! But thou art not stone; 
Thy flesh is soft, and in thine eyes doth 
dwell 

The spirit of love; thy heart cannot be hard. 
Come, lead me from the bottom of despair 
To all the joys thou hast; I know thou 
wilt ; 

And make me careful lest the sudden change 
O’crcomc my spirits. 

Evad. When I call back this oath, 

The pains of hell environ me! 

Amin. I sleep, and am too temperate. 
Come to bed! 

Or by those hairs, which, if thou hadst a 
soul CM 

Like to thy locks, were threads for kings to 
wear 

About their arms — 

Evad. Whj% so perhaps they are. 


Amin. I’ll drag thee to my bed, and make 
thy tongue 

Undo this wicked oath, or on thy flesh 
I’ll print a thousand wounds to let out life I 

Evad. I fear thee not: do what thou 
darest to me! 

Every ill-sounding word or threatening look 
Thou showest to me will be revenged at 
full. 

Amin. It will not sure, Evadne? 

Evad. Do not you hazard that. no 

Amin. Ha’ ye your champions? 

Evad. Alas, Amintor, think’st thou I for- 
bear 

To sleep w'ith thee, because I have put on 
A maiden’s strictness? Look upon these 
cheeks. 

And thou shalt find the hot and rising 
blood 

Unapt for such a vow. No; in this heart 
There dwells as much desire and as much 
will 

To put that wished act in practice as ever 
yet 

Was known to woman; and they have been 
shown 

Both. But it was the folly of thy youth *• 
To think this beauty, to what hand soe’er 
It shall be called, shall stoop ' to any second. 

I do enjoy the best, and in that height 
Have sworn to stand or die: you guess the 
man. 

Amm. No; let me know the man that 
wrongs me so, 

That I may cut his body into motes, 

And scatter it before the northern wind. 

Evad. You dare not strike him. 

Amm. Do not wrong me so: 

Yes, if his body were a poisonous plant 
That it were death to touch, I have a soul 
Will throw me on him. 

Evad. Why, ’tis the King. 

Amm. The King! 

Evad. What will you do now? 

Amin. It is not the Kingl 

Evad. What did he make this match for, 
dull /Vmintor? 

Amin. 0, thou hast named a word, that 
wipes away 

All thoughts revengeful 1 In that sacred 
name, 

‘The King,’ there lies a terror: what frail 
man 

' As a liawk. 
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Dares lift his hand against it? Let the gods 
Speak to him when they please : till when, 
let us 

Suffer and wait. 320 

Evad. Why should you fill yourself so full 
of heat, 

And haste so to my bed? I am no virgin. 
Amin. What devil put it in thy fancy, 
then, 

To marry me? 

Evad. Alas, I must have one 

To father children, and to bear the name 
Of husband to me, that my sin may be 
More honorable 1 

Arnin. What strange thing am II 

Evad. A miserable one; one that myself 
Am sorry for. 

Amin. Why, show it then in this: 

If thou hast pity, though thy love be none. 
Kill me; and all true lovers, that shall 
live S31 

In after ages crossed in their desires, 

Shall bless thy memory, and call thee good, 
Because such mercy in thy heart was found. 
To rid* a lingering wretch. 

Evad. I must have one 

To fill thy room again, if thou wert dead ; 
Else, by this night, I would! I pity thee. 
Amin. These strange and sudden injuries 
have fallen 

So thick upon me, that I lose all sense 
Of what they are. Methinks, I am not 
wronged ; wo 

Nor is it aught, if from the censuring world 
I can but hide it. Reputation, 

Thou art a word, no more! — But thou hast 
shown 

An impudence so high, that to the world 
I fear thou wilt betray or shame thyself. 
Evad. To cover shame, I took thee; never 
fear 

That I would blaze ^ myself. 

Amin. Nor let the King 

Know I conceive he wongs me; then mine 
honor 

Will thrust me into action: that* my flesh 
Could bear with patience. And it is some 
ease 

To me in these extremes, that I knew this 
Before I touched thee; else, had all the sins 
Of mankind stood betwixt me and the King, 


I had gone through ’em to his heart and 
thine. 

I have left one desire: ’tis not his crown 
Shall buy me to thy bed, now I resolve * 
He has dishonored thee. Give me thy 
hand: 

Be careful of thy credit, and sin close;* 
'Tis all I wish. Upon thy chamber-floor 
ril rest to-night, that morning visitors 300 
May think we did as married people use: 
And, prithee, smile upon me when they come. 
And seem to toy, as if thou hadst been 
pleased 

With what we did. 

Evad. Fear not; I will do this. 

Amin. Come, let us practise; and, as 
wantonly 

As ever longing bride and bridegroom met, 
Let’s laugh and enter here. 

Evad. I am content 

Amin. Down all the swellings of my 
troubled heart! 

When we walk thus intwined, let all eyes see 
If ever lovers better did agree. Exeunt 370 

[SCENE II] 

[An Apartment in the House of Calianax] 
Enter Aspatia, Antiphila, and Olympias 

Asp. Away, you are not sad! force it no 
further. 

Good gods, how well you look! Such a full 
color 

Young bashful brides put on: sure, you are 
new married! 

Ant. Yes, madam, to your grief. 

Asp. Alas, poor wenches! 

Go learn to love first; learn to lose your- 
selves ; 

Learn to be flattered, and believe and bless 
The double tongue that did it; make a faith 
Out of the miracles of ancient lovers. 

Such as spake truth, and died in’t; and, 
like me, 

Believe all faithful, and be miserable. w 
Did you ne’er love yet, wenches? Speak, 
Olympias; 

Thou hast an easy temper, fit for stamp. 
Olym. Never. 

Asp. Nor you, Antiphila? 

Ant. Nor I. 


> Kill. 

* Declare. 

• That condition of affairs. 


1 Know. 


* Secretly. 
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Asp. Then, my good girls, be more than 
women, wise; 

At least be more than I was; and be sure 
You credit any thing the light gives life to, 
Before a man. Rather believe the sea 
Weeps for the ruined merchant, when he 
roars ; 

Rather, the wind courts but the pregnant 
sails. 

When the strong cordage cracks; rather, the 
sun » 

Comes but to kiss the fruit in wealthy 
autumn. 

When all falls blasted. If you needs must 
love, 

(Forced by ill fate,) take to your maiden- 
bosoms 

Two dead-cold aspics,* and of them make 
lovers: 

They cannot flatter nor forswear; one kiss 
Makes a long peace for all. But man. — 

O, that beast man! Come, let’s be sad, my 
girls : 

That down-cast of thine eye, Olympias, 
Shows a fine sorrow. — Mark. Antiphila; 
Just such another w’as the nymph CEnone’s, 
When Paris brought home Helen. — Now, a 
tear; •! 

And then thou art a piece expressing fully 
The Carthage-queen, when from a cold sea- 
rock. 

Full with her sorrow, she tied fast her eyes 
To the fair Trojan ships; and, having lost 
them. 

Just as thine eyes do, down stole a tear. — 
Antiphila, 

What would this wench do, if she were 
Aspatia? 

Here she would stand, til! some more pity- 
ing god 

Turned her to marble.— ’Tis enough, my 
wench. — 

Show mo the piece of needlework you 
wrought. 40 

Ant. Of Ariadne,’ madam? 

Yes, that piece. — 
This should be Theseus; h’as a cozening* 
face. — 

You meant him for a man? 

He was so. madam. 

Asp. Why, then, ’tis well enough. — Never 
look back; 

* Aipg. 

» Deserted by Theseus. * Deceiving. 


You have a full wind and a false heart, 
Theseus. — 

Does not the story say, his keel was split, 

Or his masts spent, or some kind rock or 
other 

Met with his vessel? 

Ant. Not as I remember. 

Asp. It should ha* been so. Could the 
gods know this, 

And not, of all their number, raise a storm? 
But they are all as evil. This false smile « 
Was well expressed; just such another 
caught me. — 

You shall not go so.* — 

Antiphila, in this place work a quicksand, 
And over it a shallow smiling water. 

And his ship ploughing it; and then a Fear; 
Do that Fear to the life,* wench. 

Ant. Twill wrong the story. 

Asp. Twill make the story, wronged by 
wanton poets, 

Live long and be believed. But where’s the 
lady? 

Ant. There, madam. « 

Asp. Fie, you have missed it here, 
Antiphila ; 

You are much mistaken, wench: 

These colors are not d\ill and pale enough 
To show a soul so full of miser>' 

As this sad lady’s was. Do it by me. 

Do it again by me, the lost Aspatia; 

And you shall find all true but the wild 
island. 

Suppose I stand upon the sea-beach now, 
Mine arms thus, and mine hair blown with 
the wind, 

Wild as that desert ; and let all about me n 
Tell that I am forsaken. Do my face 
(If thou hadst ever feeling of a sorrow) 
Thus, thus, Antiphila: strive to make me 
look 

Like Sorrow’s monument; and the trees 
about me. 

Let them be dr^" and leafless; let the rocks 
Groan with continual surges; and behind 
me, 

Make all a desolation. See, see. wenches, 

A miserable life* of this poor picture! 
Olym. Dear madam 1 
Asp. I have done. Sit down; and let us 

* AddrcMing the embroidered image of Theaeui. 

* Qt reads femt ely. 

* .V miserable example in life. 
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Upon that point fix all our eyes, that point 
there. » 

Make a dull silence, till you feel a sudden 
sadness 

Give us new souls. 

Enter Cauanax 

Cal. The King may do this, and he may 
not do it: 

My child is wronged, disgraced. — Well, how 
now, huswives? 

What, at your easel is this a time to sit 
still ? 

Up, you young lazy whores, up, or I’ll 
swinge youl 

Olym. Nay, good my lord — 

Cal. You’ll lie down shortly. Get you 
in, and workl 

What, are you gro^vn so resty ‘ you want 
heats? 

We shall have some of the court-boys heat 
you shortly. » 

Ant. My lord, we do no more than we 
are charged: 

It is the lady’s pleasure we be thus; 

In grief she is forsaken. 

Cal. There’s a rogue too. 

A young dissembling slave 1 — Well, get you 
in. — 

I’ll have a bout with that boy.* ’Tis high 
time 

Now to be valiant : I confess my youth 
Was never prone that way. What, made an 
ass I 

A court-stale I ® Well, I will be valiant. 
And beat some dozen of these whelps; I 
will I 

And there’s another of ’em, a trim cheat- 
ing soldier,* »» 

I’ll maul that rascal; h’as out-braved me 
twice : 

But now, I thank the gods, I am valiant.— 
Go, get you in. — I’ll take a course with all. 

Exeunt omnes 

ACT III, [SCENE I] 

[Ante-room to Evadne’s Bedchamber^ 
Enter Cleon, Strato, and Diphilus 

Cle. Your sister is not up yet. 

Diph. 0, brides must take their morn- 
ing’s rest; the night is troublesome. 

» Restless. * A laughing stock. 

2/.e. Amintor. ♦ Melantius. 


Stra. But not tedious. 

Diph. What odds, he has not my sister’s 
maidenhead to-night? 

Stra. None; it’s odds against any bride- 
groom living, he ne’er gets it while he lives. 

Diph. Y’are merry with my sister; you’ll 
please to allow me the same freedom lo 
with your mother. 

Stra. She’s at your service. 

Diph. Then she’s merry enough of her- 
self; she needs no tickling. Knock at the 
door. 

Sira. We shall interrupt them. 

Diph. No matter; they have the year be- 
fore them. — Good morrow, sister. Spare 
yourself to-day; the night will come again. 

Enter Amintor 

Amin. Who’s there? my brother 1 I’m » 
no readier yet.* Your sister is but now up. 

Diph. You look as you had lost your eyes 
to-night: I think you ha’ not slept. 

Amin. I’faith I have not. 

Diph. You have done better, then. 

Amin. We ventured for a boy; when he is 
twelve, 

A’ shall command against the foes of 
Rhodes. 

Shall we be merry? 

Stra. You cannot; you want sleep. 

Amin. ’Tis true; — (aside) but she, 

As if she had drunk Lethe, or had made » 
Even with heaven, did fetch so still a sleep. 
So sweet and sound — 

Diph. What’s that? 

Amin. Your sister frets 

This morning, and does turn her eyes upon 
me, 

As people on their headsman. She does 
chafe. 

And kiss, and chafe again, and clap my 
cheeks I 

She’s in another world. 

Diph. Then I had lost: I was about to 
lay 

You had not got her maidenhead to-night. 
Amin. [aside'\ Ha! does he not mock me? 
— Y’ad lost indeed; 

I do not use* to bungle. m 

Cle. You do deserve her. 

* No more fully dressed. 

* I am not accustomed. 



422 


BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER 


III. i. 


Amin, (.aside) I laid my lips to hers, and 
that wild breath, 

That was so rude and rough to me last 
night, 

Was sweet as April. I’ll be guilty too, 

If these be the effects. — 

Enter Melantius 

Mel. Good day, Amintor; for to me the 
name 

Of brother is too distant: we are friends. 
And that is nearer 
Amin. Dear Melantiusl 

Let me behold thee. — Is it possible? 

Mel. What sudden gaze is this? 

Amin. ’Tis wondrous strange! w 

Mel. Why does thine eye desire so strict 
a view 

Of that it knows so well? There’s nothing 
here 

That is not thine. 

Amin. I wonder much, Melantius, 

To see those noble looks, that make me 
think 

How virtuous thou art: and, on the sudden, 
’Tis strange to me thou shouldst have worth 
and honor; 

Or not bo base, and false, and treacherous. 
And every ill. But — 

Mel. Stay, stay, my friend; 

I fear this sound will not become our loves: 
No more embrace me. 

Amin. 0, mistake me not! « 

I know thee to be full of all those deeds 
That we frail men call good; but by the 
course 

Of nature thou shouldst be as quickly 
changed 

As are the winds; dissembling as the sea, 
That now wears brows as smooth as virgins’ 
bo, 

Tempting the merchant to invade his face, 
And in an hour calls his billows up, 

And shoots ’em at the sun, destroying all 
'A carries on him. — (aside) 0, how near am I 
To utter my sick thoughts! — n 

Mel. But \vhy, my friend, should I be so 
by nature? 

Amin. 1 have wed thy sister, who hath 
virtuous thoughts 

Enough for one w’hole family; and it is 
strange 

That you should feel no want. 


Mel. Believe me, this is compliment too 
cunning for me. 

Diph. What should I be then by the 
course of nature. 

They having both robbed me of so much 
virtue? 

Stra. 0, call the bride, my lord Amintor, 
That we may see her blush, and turn her 
eyes down: 

It is the prettiest sport! » 

Amin. Evadnel 
Evad. (mthin) My lord? 

Atnin. Come forth, my love: 

Your brothers do attend to wish you joy. 
Evad. I am not ready* yet. 

Amin. Enough, enough. 

Evad. They’ll mock me. 

Amin. Faith, thou shalt come in. 

Enter Evadnb 

Mel. Good morrow, sister. He that un- 
derstands 

Whom you have wed, need not to wish you 
joy; 

You have enough: take heed you be not 
proud. 

Diph. 0, sister, what have you done? 
Evad. I done! why, what have I done? 
Stra. My lord Amintor swears you are no 
maid now. » 

Evad. Pish! 

Stra. I’faith, he does. 

Evad. I knew I should be mocked. 

Diph. With n truth. 

Evad. If ’twere to do again, in faith I 
would not marry. 

Amm. (aside) Nor I, by heaven I— 

Diph. Sister, Dula swears she heard you 
cry two rooms off. 

Evad. Fie, how you talk! *» 

Diph. Let’s see you walk, Evadne, By 
my troth y’are spoiled. 

Mcl. Amintor — 

Amin. Ha! 

Mcl. Thou art sad. 

Anwn. Who, I? I thank you for that. 
Shall Diphilus, thou, and I, sing a catch? 
Mcl. How! 

A?nin. Prithee, let’s. 

Mcl. Nay, that’s too much the other »»• 
way. 

^ Dressed. 
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Amin. I’m so lightened with my happi- 
ness! — 

How dost thou, love? kiss me. 

Evad. I cannot love you, you tell tales 
of me. 

Amin. Nothing but what becomes us. — 
Gentlemen, 

Would you had all such wives, and all the 
world, 

That I might be no wonder! Y’are all sad: 
What, do you envy me? I walk, methinks, 
On water, and ne’er sink, I am so light. 
Mel. 'Tis w'ell you are so. 120 

Amin. Well! how can I be other, when 
she looks thus? 

Is there no music there? Let’s dance. 

Mel. Why, this is strange, Amintorl 
Amin. I do not know myself; yet I could 
wish 

My joy were less. 

Diph. I’ll marry too, if it will make one 
thus. 

Evad. {aside) Amintor, hark. 

Arnin. What says my love? I must 
obey. — 

Evad. You do it scurvily, 'twill be per- 
ceived. 

Cle. My lord, the King is here. 130 

Enter King and Lysippus 

Amin. Where? 

Sira. And his brother. 

King. Good morrow, all! — 

Amintor, joy on joy fall thick upon thee! — 
And, madam, you are altered since I saw 
you; 

(I must salute you) you are now another’s. 
How liked you your night’s rest? 

Evad. Ill, sir. 

Amin. Indeed she took but little. 

Lys. You’ll let her take more, and »<> 
thank her too, shortly. 

King. Amintor, were thou truly honest 
till thou wert married? 

Amin. Yes, sir. 

King. Tell me, then, how shows the sport 
unto thee? 

Amin. Why, well. 

King. What did you do? 

Amin. No more, nor less, than other 
couples use; 

You know what 'tis; it has but a coarse 
name. 


King. But, prithee, I should think, by her 
black eye, 

And her red cheek, she would be quick and 
stirring 

In this same business; ha? 

Amin. I cannot tell; 

I ne’er tried other, sir; but I perceive 
She is as quick as you delivered.* 

King. Well, you’ll trust me then, Amin- 
tor, 

To choose a wife for you again? 

Amin. No, never, sir. 

King. Why, like you this so ill? 

Amin. So well I like her. 

For this I bow my knee in thanks to you, leo 
And unto heaven will pay my grateful 
tribute 

Hourly; and do hope w’e shall draw out 
A long contented life together here. 

And die both, full of grey hairs, in one day: 
For which the thanks is yours. But if the 
powers 

That rule us please to call her first away. 
Without pride spoke, this world holds not a 
wife 

Worthy to take her room. 

King, [aside] I do not like this. — 

All forbear the room, but you, Amintor, 

And your lady. [Exeunt all but the King, 
Amintor, and Evadne] I have some 
speech with you, ko 

That may concern your after living well. 

Amin, [aside] ’A will not tell me that he 
lies with her? 

If he do, something heavenly stay my 
heart. 

For I shall be apt to thrust this arm of mine 
To acts unlawful! — 

King. You will suffer me 

To talk with her, Amintor, and not have 
A jealous pang? 

Amin. Sir, I dare trust my wife 

With whom she dares to talk, and not be 
jealous. [Retires] 

King. How do you like Amintor? 

Evad. As I did, sir. 

King. How’s that? i» 

Evad. As one that, to fulfil your will and 
pleasure, 

I have given leave to call me wife and love. 

King. I see there is no lasting faith in sin; 
They that break word with heaven will 
break again 

3 As alive as you have said. 
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With all the world, and so dost thou with 
me. 

Evad. How, sir? 

King. This subtle woman’s ignorance 
Will not excuse you : thou hast taken oaths, 
So great, methought they did not w’ell be- 
come 

A woman’s mouth, that thou wouldst ne’er 
enjoy 

A man but me. 

Evad. I never did swear so; 

You do me wrong. 

King. Day and night have heard it. 

Evad. I swore indeed that I would never 
love 

A man of lower place; but, if your fortune 
Should throw you from this height, I bade 
you trust 

I would forsake you, and would bend to him 
That won your throne: I love with my am- 
bition, 

Not with my eyes. But, if I ever yet 
Touched any other, leprosy light here 
Upon my face! which for your royalty 
I would not stain I ■» 

King. Why, thou dissemblest, and it is in 
me 

To punish thee. 

Evad. Why, it is in me, then, 

Not to love you, which will more afflict 
Your body than your punishment can mine. 
King. But thou hast let Amintor lie with 
thee. 

Evad. I ha’ not. 

King. Impudence 1 he says himself so. 

Evad. 'A lies. 

King. ’A does not. 

Evad. By this light, he does, 

Strangely and basely! and I’ll prove it so: 
I did not only shun him for a night, 

But told him I would never close with him. 
King. Speak lower; ’tis false. 

Evad. I am no man 

To answer with a blow; or, if I were. 

You are the King. But urge me not; ’tis 
most true. 

King. Do not I know the uncontrollM 
thoughts 

That youth brings with him, when his blood 
is high 

With expectation and desire of that 
He long hath waited for? Is not his spirit. 
Though he be temperate, of a valiant strain 


As this our age hath known? What could 
he do, 

If such a sudden speech had met his blood. 
But ruin thee for ever, if he had not killed 
thee? *n 

He could not bear it thus: he is as we. 

Or any other wronged man. 

Evad. It is dissembling, 

King. Take him! farewell: henceforth I 
am thy foe; 

And what disgraces I can blot thee with 
look for. 

Evad. Stay, sir! — Amintor! — You shall 
hear. — Amintor! 

Amin. What, my love? 

Evad. Amintor, thou hast an ingenious' 
look, 

And shouldst be virtuous: it amazeth me 
That thou canst make such base malicious 
lies! ao 

Amin. What, my dear wife? 

Evad. 'Dear wife!’ I do despise thee. 
Why, nothing can be baser than to sow 
Dissension amongst lovers. 

Amin. Lovers! who? 

Evad. The King and me — 

Amin. 0, God I 

Evad. Who should live long, and love 
without distaste, 

Were it not for such pickthanks* as thyself. 
Did you lie with me? swear now, and be 
punished 
In hell for this! 

Amin. The faithless sin I made 

To fair Aspatia is not yet revenged; 

It follows me. — I will not lose a word 
To this vild ’ woman : but to you, my King, 
The anguish of my soul thrusts out this 
truth, 

Y’ are a tyrant! and not so much to wrong 
An honest man thus, as to take a pride 
In talking with him of it. 

Evad. Now, sir, see 

How loud this fellow lied! 

Amin. You that can know to wrong, 
should know how men 
Must right themselves. What punishment 
is due 

From me to him that shall abuse my bed? 
Is it not death? nor can that satisfy, 

Unless I show how nobly I have freed my- 
self. 

* Ingenuous. * Tale bearer*. * Vila. 
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King. Draw not thy sword; thou knowest 
I cannot fear 

A subject’s hand; but thou shalt feel the 
weight 

Of this, if thou dost rage. 

Amin. The weight of that! 

If you have any worth, for heaven’s sake, 
think 

I fear not swords; for, as you are mere man, 
I dare as easily kill you for this deed, 

As you dare think to do it. But there is 
Divinity about you,* that strikes dead 
My rising passions; as you are my king, »o 
I fall before you, and present my sword 
To cut mine own flesh, if it be your will. 
Alas, I am nothing but a multitude 
Of walking griefs! Yet, should I murder 
you, 

I might before the world take the excuse 
Of madness: for, compare my injuries. 

And they will well appear too sad a weight 
For reason to endure: but, fall I first 
Amongst my sorrows, ere my treacherous 
hand 

Touch holy things! But why (I know not 
what ro 

I have to say), why did you choose out me 
To make thus wretched? there were thou- 
sands, fools 

Easy to work on. and of state enough, 
Within the island. 

Evad. I would not have a fool; 

It were no credit for me. 

Amin. Worse and worse 1 

Thou, that darest talk unto thy husband 
thus. 

Profess thyself a whore, and, more than so, 
Resolve to be so still! — It is my fate 
To bear and bow beneath a thousand griefs, 
To keep that little credit with the world. — 
But there were wise ones too; you might 
have ta’en »i 

Another. 

King. No: for I believed thee honest, 

As thou wert valiant. 

Amin. All the happiness 

Bestowed upon me turns into disgrace. 
Gods, take your honesty again, for I 
Am loaden with it ! — Good my lord the 
King, 

Be private in it. 

King. Thou mayst live, Amintor, 

»Cf. BamUt, iv 5, 123. 


Free as thy king, if thou wilt wink at this, 
And be a means that we may meet in secret. 
Amin. A bawd! Hold, hold, my breast! 
A bitter curse sw 

Seize me, if I forget not all respects 
That are religious, on another word 
Sounded like that; and through a sea of sins 
Will wade to my revenge, though I should 
call 

Pains here and after life upon my soul! 
King. Well, I am resolute* you lay not 
with her; 

And so I leave you. Exit Kino 

Evad. You must needs be prating; 

And see what follows! 

Amin. Prithee, vex me not: 

Leave me; I am afraid some sudden start 
Will pull a murther on me. 

Evad. I am gone; »» 

I love my life well. Exit Evadnb 

Amin. I hate mine as much. 

This ’tis to break a troth! I should be glad, 
If all this tide of grief would make me mad. 

Exit 

[SCENE II] 

[A Room in the Palacel 
Enter Melantius 

Mel. I’ll know’ the cause of all Amintor’s 
griefs. 

Or friendship shall be idle. 

Enter Cauanax 

Cal. 0 Melantius, 

My daughter will die ! 

Mel. Trust me, I am sorry: 

Would thou hadst ta’en her room! “ 

Cal. Thou art a slave, 

A cut-throat slave, a bloody treacherous 
slave I 

Mel. Take heed, old man; thou wilt be 
heard to rave. 

And lose thine offices. 

Cal. I am valiant grown 

At all these years, and thou art but a slave I 
Mel. Leave 1 

Some company will come, and I respect lo 
Thy years, not thee, so much, that I could 
wish 


‘ Convinced. 


* Taken her place. 
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To laugh at thee alone. 

Cal. I’ll spoil your mirth; 

I mean to fight with thee. There lie, my 
cloak. 

This was my father’s sword, and he durst 
fight. 

Are you prepared? 

Mel. Why \vilt thou dote thyself 

Out of thy life? Hence, get thee to bed; 
Have careftil looking-to, and eat warm 
things, 

And trouble not me: my head is full of 
thoughts 

More weighty than thy life or death can be. 

Cal. You have a name in war, where you 
stand safe » 

Amongst a multitude; but I will try 
What you dare do unto a weak old man 
In single fight. You’ll give ground, I fear. 
Come draw. 

Mel. I will not draw, unless thou pull’st 
thy death 

Upon thee with a stroke. There’s no one 
blow, 

That thou canst give hath strength enough 
to kill me. 

Tempt mo not so far, then: the power of 
earth 

Shall not redeem thee. — 

Cal. [aside] I must let him alone; 

He’s stout and able; and, to say the truth, » 
However I may set a face and talk, 

I am not valiant. W’hen I was a youth, 

I kept my credit with a testy trick ‘ 

I had ’mongst cowards, but durst never 
fight.— 

Mel. I will not promise to prescn’c your 
life, 

If you do stay. — 

Cal. [aside] I would give half my land 
That I durst fight with that proud man a 
little: 

If I had men to hold him, I would beat him 
Till he asked me mercy. — 

Mel. Sir, will you be gone? — 

Cal. [aside] I dare not stay; but I will go 
home, and beat 

My scH’ants all over for this. Exit 

Mel. This old follow haunts mo. 

But the distracted carriage of mine Amintor 
Takes deeply on me.* I will find the cause: 
I fear his conscience cries, he wronged 
Aspatia. 

* Trick of tcstincss. ’ Deeply affects me. 


Enter Amintor 

Amin, [aside] Men’s eyes are not so 
subtle to perceive 

My inward misery : I bear my grief 
Hid from the world. How art thou wretched 
then? 

For aught I know, all husbands are like me; 
And every one I talk with of his wife » 
Is but a well dissembler of his woes. 

As I am. Would I knew it I for the rareness 
Afflicts me now. 

Mel. Amintor, we have not enjoyed our 
friendship of late; for we were wont to 
change our souls in talk. 

Amin. Melantius, I can tell thee a good 
jest of Strato and a lady the last day. 

Mcl. How was’t? 

Amin. Why, such an odd one! «o 

Mcl. I have longed to speak with you; 
not of an idle jest, that’s forced, but of 
matter you are bound to utter to me. 

Amin. What is that, my friend? 

Mel. I have observed your words fall 
from your tongue 
Wildly; and all your carriage 
Like one that strove to show his merry 
mood. 

When he were ill-disposed: you were not 
wont 

To put such scorn into your speech, or wear 
Upon your face ridiculous jollity. w 

Some sadness sits here, which your cunning 
would 

Cover o’er with smiles, and ’twill not be. 
What is it? 

/1mm. A sadness here, [Melantius!] what 
cause 

Can fate provide for me to make me so? 
Am I not loved through all this isle? The 
King 

Rains greatness on me. Have I not received 
A lady to my bed, that in her eye 
Keeps mounting fire, and on her tender 
cheeks 

Inevitable color,* in her heart 
A prison for all virtue? Arc not you, • 
Which is above all joys, my constant friend? 
What sadness can I have? No; I ajn light, 
And feel the courses of my blood more 
warm 

And stirring than they were. Faith, many 
too; 

* Irresistible. 
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And you will feel so unexpressed a joy 
In chaste embraces, that you will indeed 
Appear another. 

Mel. You may shape, Amintor, 

Causes to cozen ^ the whole world withal, 
And yourself too; but ’tis not like a friend 
To hide 5'our soul from me. ’Tis not your 
nature 00 

To be thus idle: I have seen you stand 
As* you were blasted ’midst of all your 
mirth ; 

Call thrice aloud, and then start, feigning 

joy 

So coldly! — World, what do I here? a friend 
Is nothing. Heaven, I would ha’ told that 
man 

My secret sins! I’ll search an unknown land, 
. 4 nd there plant friendship; all is withered 
here. '' 

Come with a compliment! I would have 
fought, 

Or told my friend ’a lied, ere soothed* him 
so. 

Out of my bosom! 100 

Amin. But there is nothing. 

Mel. Worse and worse! farewell: 

From this time have acquaintance, but no 
friend. 

Amin. Melantius, stay: you shall know 
what that is. 

Mel. See, how you played with friend- 
ship ! be advised 

How you give cause unto yourself to say 
You ha’ lost a friend. 

Amin. Forgive what I ha’ done; 

For I am so o’ergone with injuries 
Unheard of, that I lose consideration 
Of what I ought to do, — O ! — O ! 

Mel. Do not weep. What is’t? wo 

May I once but know the man 
Hath turned my friend thus! 

Amin. I had spoke at first. 

But that — 

Mel. But what? 

Amin. I held it most unfit 

For you to know. Faith, do not know it yet. 

Mel. Thou see’st my love, that will keep 
company 

With thee in tears; hide nothing, then, from 
me; 

For when I know the cause of thy dis- 
temper, 

With mine old armor I’ll adorn myself, 

* Deceive. * As if. • Deceived. 


My resolution, and cut through thy foes, 
Unto thy quiet, till I place thy heart i» 
As peaceable as spotless innocence. 

What is it? 

Amin. Why, ’tis this — it is too big 
To get out — let my tears make way awhile. 
Mel. Punish me strangely, heaven, if he 
scape 

Of life or fame, that brought this youth to 
this 1 

Amin. Your sister — 

Mel. Well said. 

Amin. You’ll wish’t unknown, when you 
have heard it. 

Mel. No. 

Amin. Is much to blame, 

And to the King has given her honor up, im 
A nd lives in whoredom with him. 

Mel. How is this? 

Thou art run mad with injury indeed; 
Thou couldst not utter this else. Speak 
again; 

For I forgive it freely; tell thy griefs. 
Amin. She’s wanton: I am loath to say, a 
whore, 

Though it be true. 

Mel. Speak yet again, before mine anger 
grow 

Up beyond throwing down: what are thy 
griefs? 

Amin. By all our friendship, these. 

Mel. What, am I tame? 

After mine actions, shall the name of friend 
Blot all our family, and strike the brand m 
Of whore upon my sister, unrevenged? 

My shaking flesh, be thou a witness for me, 
With what unwillingness I go to scourge 
This railer, whom my folly hath called 
friend ! — 

I will not take thee basely: thy sword 

[Draws his stiJord] 
Hangs near thy hand; draw it, that I may 
whip 

Thy rashness to repentance; draw thy 
sword ! 

Amin. Not on thee, did thine anger swell 
as high 

As the wild surges. Thou shouldst do me 

Here and eternally, if thy noble hand 
Would cut me from my sorrows. 

Mel. This is base 

And fearful.* They that use to utter lies 

* Timoroua. 
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Provide not blows but words to qualify * 
The men they wronged. Thou hast a guilty 
cause. 

Amin. Thou pleasest me; for so much 
more like this 

Will raise my anger up above my griefs, 
(Which is a passion easier to be borne,) 

And I shall then be happy. 

Mcl. Take, then, more 

To raise thine anger: 'tis mere cowardice »*o 
Makes thee not draw; and I will leave thee 
dead, 

However. But if thou art so much pressed 
With guilt and fear as not to dare to fight. 
I’ll make thy memory loathed, and fix a 
scandal 

Upon thy name for ever. 

Amin, [drawing his sujord] Then I draw, 
As justly as our magistrates their swords 
To cut offenders off. I knew before 
Twould grate your ears; but it was base 
in you 

To urge a weighty secret from your friend, 
And then rage at it. I shall be at ease, m 
If I be killed; and, if you fall by me, 

I shall not long outlive you. 

Mel. Stay awhile.— 

The name of friend is more than family, 

Or all the world besides: I was a fool. 
Thou searching human nature, that didst 
wake 

To do me wrong, thou art inquisitive, 

And thrusts me upon questions that will 
take 

My sleep awayl Would I had died, ere 
known 

This sad dishonor! — Pardon me, my friend. 

[Sheathes his su'ord] 
If thou wilt strike, here is a faithful heart; 
Pierce it, for I will never heave my hand 
To thine. Behold the power thou hast in 
me! 

I do believe my sister is a whore, 

A leprous one. Put up thy sword, young 
man. 

Amin. How should I bear it, then, she 
being so? 

I fear, my friend, that you will lose me 
shortly: [Sheathes his su\)rd] 

And I shall do a foul act on myself 
Through these disgraces. 

Mel. Better half the land 

Were buried quick* together. No, Amintor; 

* MulUfy. a Alivf. 


Thou shalt have ease. 0, this adulterous 
king, ^ 

That drew her to’t ; where got he the spirit 
To wrong me so? 

Amin. What is it, then, to me. 

If it be wrong to you? 

Mel. Why, not so much: 

The credit of our house is thrown away. 

But from his iron den I’ll waken Death, 

And hurl him on this king: my honesty 
Shall steel ray sword; and on its horrid 
point 

I’ll wear my cause, that shall amaze the 
eyes 

Of this proud man, and be too glittering 
For him to look on. •» 

Amin. I have quite undone my fame. 

Mel. Dr>' up thy watery eyes, 

And cast a manly look upon my face; 

For nothing is so wild as I thy friend 
Till I have freed thee: still this swelling 
breast. 

I go thus from thee, and will never cease 
My vengeance till I find thy heart at peace. 
Amin. It must not be so. Stay. Mine 
eyes would tell 

How loath I am to this ; but, love and tears, 
Leave me awhile! for I have hazarded 
All that this world calls happy. — ^Thou hast 
wrought 

A secret from me, under name of friend, 
Which art could ne’er have found, nor tor- 
ture wnmg 

From out my bosom. Give it me again; 

For I will find it, wheresoe’er it lies, 

Hid in the mortal'st part: invent a way 
To give it back. 

Mcl. Why would you have it back? 

I will to death pursue him with revenge. 
Amin. Therefore I call it back from 
thee; for I know 

Thy blood so high, that thou wilt stir in 
this, » 

And shame me to posterity. Take to thy 
weapon. [Draws] 

Mel. Hear thy friend, that bears more 
years than thou. 

Amin. I will not hear: but draw, or I — 
Mcl. Amintor! 

Amin. Draw, then; for I am full as reso- 
lute 

As fame and honor can enforce me be: 

I cannot linger. Draw! 

Mel. I do. [drau^l But is not 
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My share of credit equal with thine, 

If I do stir? 

Amin. No; for it will be called 

Honor in thee to spill thy sister’s blood, 

If she her birth abuse, and on the King ao 
A brave revenge; but on me, that have 
walked 

With patience in it, it will fix the name 
Of fearful ^ cuckold. 0, that word ! Be 
quick. 

Mel. Then, join with me. 

Amin. I dare not do a sin, or else I 
would. 

Be speedy. 

Mel. Then, dare not fight with me; for 
that’s a sin. — 

His grief distracts him. — Call thy thoughts 
again, 

And to thyself pronounce the name of 
friend, 

And see what that will work. I will not 
fight. 

Amin. You must. 

Mel. [sheathing] I will be killed first. 
Though my passions 

Offered the like to you, ’tis not this earth 
Shall buy my reason to it. Think awhile. 
For you are (I must weep when I speak 
that) 

Almost beside yourself. 

Amin, [sheathing] 0, my soft temper! 
So many sweet words from thy sister’s 
mouth, 

I am afraid would make me take her to 
Embrace, and pardon her. I am mad indeed. 
And know not what I do. Yet have a care 

Of me in W'hat thou dost. 

Mel. Why, thinks my friend ao 

I will forget his honor? or, to save 
The bravery of our house, will lose his fame, 
And fear to touch the throne of majesty? 
Amin. A curse will follow that ; but rather 
live 

And suffer with me. 

Mel. I will do what worth 

Shall bid me, and no more. 

Amin. Faith, I am sick. 

And desperately, I hope; yet, leaning thus, 

I feel a kind of ease. 

Mel. Come, take again 

Your mirth about you. 

Amin. I shall never do’t. 

^ Timorous. 


Mcl. I warrant you; look up; we’ll walk 
together; 2«0 

Put thine arm here; all shall be well again. 
Amin. Thy love (0, wTetchedI) ay, thy 
love. Melantius; 

Why, I have nothing else. 

Be merry, then. 
Exeunt 

Enter Melantius again 

Mel. This worthy young man may do 
violence 

Upon himself; but I have cherished him 
To my best power, and sent him smiling 
from me, 

To counterfeit again. Sword, hold thine 
edge; 

My heart will never fail me. — 

Enter Diphilus 

Diphilus! 

Thou com’st as sent.' 

Diph. Yonder has been such laughing. 
Mel. Betwixt whom? 

Diph. Why, our sister and the King; wo 
I thought their spleens would break; they 
laughed us all 
Out of the room. 

Mel. They must weep, Diphilus. 

Diph. Must they? 

They must. 

Thou art my brother; and, if I did believe 
Thou hadst a base thought, I would rip it 
out. 

Lie where it durst. 

Diph. You should not; I would first 
Mangle myself and find it. 

Mel. That was spoke 

According to our strain.' Come, join thy 
hands, 

And swear a firmness to what project I 
Shall lay before thee. 

Diph. You do wrong us both; 

People hereafter shall not say, there passed 
A bond, more than our loves, to tie our lives 
And deaths together. 

Mel. It is as nobly said as I would wish. 
Anon I’ll tell you wonders: we are wronged. 
Diph. But I will tell you now, we’ll right 
ourselves. 

Mel. Stay not: prepare the armor in my 
house ; 

* As if sent for. * Stock, race. 
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And what friends you can draw unto our 
side, 

Not knowing of the cause, make ready too. 
Haste, Diphilus, the time requires it, haste 1 

Exit Diphilus 
I hope my cause is just ; I know my blood wi 
Tells me it is; and I will credit it. 

To take revenge, and lose myself withal, 
Were idle; and to scape impossible, 

Without I had the fort, which (miser],'!) 
Remaining in the hands of my old enemy 
Calianax — but I must have it. See, 

Enter Calianax 

Where he comes shaking by me! — Good my 
lord, 

Forget your spleen to me; I never >vrongod 
you, 

But would have peace with every man. 

CaL 'Tis w'ell; »« 

If I durst fight, your tongue would lie at 
quiet. 

Mel. Y’are touchy without all cause. 

Cal. Do, mock me. 

Mel. By mine honor, I speak truth. 

Cal. Honor! where is’t? 

Mcl. See, what starts you make 
Into your idle hatred to my love 
And freedom to you. 

I come with resolution to obtain 
A suit of you. 

Cal. A suit of mcl 

« 

’Tis very like it should be granted, sir. 

Mcl. Nay, go not hence: sw 

’Tis this; you have the keeping of the fori, 
And I would wish you, by the love you 
ought 

To bear unto mo, to deliver it 
Into my hands. 

Cal. I am in hope thou art mad to talk 
to me thus. 

Mel. But there is a reason to move you 
to it: 

I would kill the King, that wronged you 
and your daughter. 

Cal. Out, traitor! 

Mel. Nay, but stay: I cannot scape, 
The deed once done, without I have this 
fort. 

Cal. And should I help thee? »» 

Now thy treacherous mind betrays itself. 
Mel. Come, delay me not; 


Give me a sudden answer, or already 
Thy last is spoke! refuse not offered love, 
When it comes clad in secrets. 

Cal. [ostde] If I say 

I will not, he will kill me; I do see’t 
Writ in his looks; and should I say I will, 
He’ll run and tell the King. — I do not shun 
Your friendship, dear Melantius; but this 
cause 

Is weighty: give me but an hour to think, m 
M cl. Take it. — (aside) 1 know this goes 
unto the King; 

But I am armed. — Exit Melantius 

Cal. Methinks I feel myself 

But twenty now again. This fighting fool 
Wants policy: I shall revenge my girl, 

And make her red again. I pray my legs 
Will last that pace that I will carry them: 

I shall want breath before I find the King. 

Exit 

ACT IV, [SCENE I] 

[An Apartmc7it of Evadne] 

Enter Melantius, Ev.adnb and Ladies 

Mcl. Save you! 

Evad. Save you, sweet brothcrl 

Mel. In my blunt eye, methinks, you 
look, Evadne — 

Evad. Come, you would make me blush. 
Mcl. I would, Evadne; 

I shall displease my ends else. 

Evad. You shall, if you command me; I 
am bashful. 

Come, sir, how do I look? 

Mvl. I would not have your women hear 
me 

Break into commendation of you; ’tis not 
seemly. 

Fi pd. Go wait me in the galler>\ — 

Exeant Ladies 
Now speak. 

Mcl. I’ll lock your doors first. 

Evad. Why? 

Mcl. I will not have your gilded things, 
that dance 

In visitation with their Milan skins,* 
Choke up my business. 

Evad. You are strangely dispe^ed, sir. 
Mcl. Good madam, not to make you 
merry. 

* Karos explains this as fine gloves made ta 
Milan. Docs it mean here delicate complezioatT 
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Evad. No; if you praise me, ’twill make 
me sad. 

Mel. Such a sad commendation. I have 
for you. 

Evad. Brother, the court hath made you 
witty. 

And learn to riddle. 

Mel. I praise the court for’t: has it 
learned^ you nothing? 

Evad. Me! 

Mel. Ay, Evadne; thou art young and 
handsome, 

A lady of a sweet complexion. 

And such a flowing carriage,^ that it cannot 
Choose but inflame a kingdom. 

Evad. Gentle brother ! 

Mel. ’Tis yet in thy repentance, foolish 
woman. 

To make me gentle. 

Evad. How is this? 

Mel. ’Tis base; 

And I could blush, at these years, thorough 
all 

My honored scars, to come to such a par- 
ley. 80 

Evad. I understand ye not. 

Mel. Ye dare not, fool I 

They that commit thy faults fly the remem- 
brance. 

Evad. My faults, sir! I would have you 
know, I care not 

If they were written here, here in my fore- 
head. 

Mel. Thy body is too little for the storj’. 
The lusts of which ’ would fill * another 
woman. 

Though she had twins within her. 

Evad. This is saucy: 

Look you intrude no more; there lies your 
way. 

Mel. Thou art my way, and I will tread 
upon thee, 

Till I find truth out. 

Evad. What truth is that you look for? 
Mel. Thy long-lost honor. Would the 
gods had set me «> 

Rather to grapple with the plague, or stand 
One of their loudest bolts! Come, tell me 
quickly, 

Do it without enforcement, and take heed 
You swell me not above my temper. 

Evad. How, sir! 

Where got you this report? 

* Taught. * Graceful bearing. ’ Enflame. 


Mel. Where there was people, 

In every place. 

Evad. They and the seconds of it are base 
people: 

Believe them not, they lied. 

Mcl. Do not play with mine anger, do 
not, wretch! w 

I come to know that desperate fool that 
drew thee 

From thy fair life: be wise, and lay him 
open. 

Evad. Unhand me, and learn manners I 
such another 

Forgetfulness forfeits your life. 

Mcl. Quench me this mighty humor, and 
then tell me 

Whose whore you are; for you are one, I 
know it. 

Let all mine honors perish but I’ll find him. 
Though he lie locked up in thy blood! Be 
sudden; 

There is no facing it; * and be not flattered; 
The burnt air, when the Dog reigns,^ is not 
fouler w 

Than thy contagious name, till thy repent- 
ance 

(If the gods grant thee any) purge thy sick- 
ness. 

Evad. Begone! you are my brother; 
that’s your safety. 

Mcl. I'll be a wolf first: ’tis, to be thy 
brother, 

An infamy below’ the sin of cow’ard. 

I am as far from being part of thee 
As thou art from thy virtue: seek a kindred 
’Mongst sensual beasts, and make a goat 
thy brother; 

A goat is cooler. Will you tell me yet? 

Evad. If you stay here and rail thus, I 
shall tell you to 

I’ll ha’ you whipped. Get you to your com- 
mand. 

And there preach to your sentinels, and tell 
them 

What a brave man you are: I shall laugh 
at you. 

Mel. Y’are grow’n a glorious w’horel 
Where be your fighters? 

What mortal fool durst raise thee to this 
daring. 

And I alive! By my just sword, h’ad safer 
Bestrid a billow when the angry north 

» Braging it out. * The dog-star, Sirius. 
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Ploufilis up the sea, or made heaven’s fire 
his foe! 

Work me no higlier. Will you discover yet? 

Evad. The fellow’s mad. Sleep, and 
speak sense. “ 

Mel. Force my swoln heart no further: 
I would save thee. 

Your great maintainors are not here, they 
dare not : 

Would they were all, and armed! I would 
speak lorul; 

Here’s one .diould tlnmdcr to ’em! Will you 
tell me? — 

Thou hast no hope to scape: he that dares 
most, 

And damns away his soul to do thee service, 
Will sooner snatch meat from a hungry lion 
Than come to rescue thee; thou hast death 
about thee; — 

He has undone thine honor, poisoned tliy 
virtue, 

And, of a lovely rose, left thee a canker.* » 

Evad. Let me consider. 

McL Do, whose child thou wert, 

Whose honor thou liast murdered, whose 
grave opened 

And so pulled on the gods, that in their 
justice 

They must restore him flesh again and life, 
And raise his dry bones to revenge this 
scandal. 

Evad. The gods are not of my mind; 
they had better 

Let ’em lie sweet still in the earth; they’ll 
stink here. 

Mel. Do you raise mirth out of my easi- 
ness? 

Forsake me, then, all weaknesses of nature, 

[Drawn hin sword] 
That make men women! Speak, you whore, 
speak truth, i<» 

Or, by the dear soul of thy sleeping father. 
This sword shall be thy lover! tell, or I’ll 
kill thee; 

And, when thou hast told all, thou wilt de- 
serve it, 

Evad. You will not murder me? 

Md. No; ’tis a justice, and a noble one, 
To put the light out of such base offenders. 

Evad. Help! 

Md. By thy foul self, no human help 
shall help thee, 

*A (legoiioruti' of Us kind. 


If thou criesti When I have killed thee, as 
I 

Have vowed to do if thou confess not, 
naked, “o 

As thou hast left thine honor, will I leave 
thee ; 

That on thy branded flesh the world may 
read 

Thy black shame and my justice. Wilt thou 
bend yet? 

Evad. Yes. 

Md. Up, and begin your story. 

Evad. 0, I 

.■Vrn miserable! 

Md. ’Tis true, thou art. Speak 

truth still. 

Evad. I have offended: noble sir, forgive 
me! 

Md. With what sec\ire slave? 

Evad. Do not ask me, sir; 

Mine own remembrance is a misery 

Too mighty for me. 

Md. Do not fall back again; my sword’s 
unsheathed yet. »» 

Evad. What shall I do? 

Md. Be tnie, and make your fault less. 

Evad. I dare not tell. 

Md. Toll, or I’ll be this day a-killing 
thee. 

Evad. Will you forgive me, then? 

Md. Stay; I must ask mine honor first. 

I have too much foolish nature in me: 
speak. 

Evad. Is there none else here? 

Md. None but a fearful* conscience; 
that’s too many. Who is’t? 

Evad. 0, hear me gently! It was the 
King. 

Mvl. No more. My worthy father’s and 
my services 

Are liberally rewarded! King, I thank 
thee! 

For all my dangers and my wounds thou 
hast paid me 

In my own metal: these are soldiers’ 
thanks!— 

How long have you lived thus, Evadne? 
Evad. Too long. 

Md. Too late you find it. Can you be 
sorry ? 

Evad. Would I were half as blameless! 
Md. Evadne, thou wilt to thy trade 
again. 

* Cowardly. 
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Evad. First to my grave. 

Mel. Would gods thou hadst been so 
blest I 

Dost thou not hate this King now? prithee 
hate him : 

Couldst thou not curse him? I command 
thee, curse him; i4o 

Curse till the gods hear, and deliver him 
To thy just wishes. Yet I fear, Evadne, 
You had rather play your game out. 

Evad. No; I feel 

Too many sad confusions here, to let in 
Any loose flame hereafter. 

Mel. Dost thou not feel, amongst all 
those, one brave anger, 

That breaks out nobly, and directs thine arm 
To kill this base King? 

Evad. All the gods forbid it! 

Mel. No, all the gods require it; they are 
Dishonored in him. iw 

Evad. Tis too fearful. 

Mel. Y’are valiant in his bed, and bold 
enough 

To be a stale whore, and have your madam’s 
name 

Discourse for grooms and pages; and here- 
after, 

When his cool majesty hath laid you by, 

To be at pension with some needy sir 
For meat and coarser clothes: thus far you 
know 

No fear. Come, you shall kill him. 

Evad. Good sirl 

Mel. An ’twere to kiss him dead, thou’dst 
smother him: 

Be wise, and kill him. Canst thou live, and 
know 

What noble minds shall make thee, see 
thyself 

Found out with every finger, made the 
shame 

Of all successions, and in this great ruin 
Thy brother and thy noble husband broken? 
Thou shalt not live thus. Kneel, and swear 
to help me, 

When I shall call thee to it; or, by all 
Holy in heaven and earth, thou shalt not 
live 

To breathe a full hour longer; not a 
thought I 

Come, ’tis a righteous oath. Give me thy 
hands. 

And, both to heaven held up, swear, by that 
wealth >*» 


This lustful thief stole from thee, when I 
say it, 

To let his foul soul out. 

Evad. Here I swear it; [Kneels] 

And, all you spirits of abused ladies, 

Help me in this performance! 

Mel. [Raising her] Enough. This must 
be known to none 

But you and I,' Evadne ; not to your lord. 
Though he be wise and noble, and a fellow 
Dares step as far into a worthy action 
As the most daring, aj', as far as justice. 
Ask me not why. Farewell. Exit iso 

Evad. Would I could say so to my black 
disgrace ! 

O, where have I been all this time? how 
friended, 

That I should lose myself thus desperately. 
And none for pity show me how I wan- 
dered? 

There is not in the compass of the light 
A more unhappy creature: sure, I am mon- 
strous ; 

For I have done those follies, those mad 
mischiefs. 

Would dare’ a woman. O, my loaded soul, 
Be not so cruel to me; choke not up 
The way to my repentance! 

Enter Amintor 

O, my lord I i» 

Amin. How now? 

Evad. My much-abused lord! [Kneels] 

Amin. This cannot be! 

Evad. I do not kneel to live; I dare not 
hope it; 

The wrongs I did are greater. Look upon 
me. 

Though I appear with all my faults. 

Amin. Stand up. 

This is a new way to beget more sorrow: 
Heaven knows I have too many. Do not 
mock me: 

Though I am tame, and bred up with my 
wrongs, 

Which are ray foster-brothers, I may leap, 
Like a hand-wolf,® into my natural wildness, 
And do an outrage: prithee, do not mock 
me. soo 

Evad. My whole life is so leprous, it 
infects 

^ A common confusiom 

• Daunt. 

’ Tame wolf. 
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All my repentance. I would buy your 
pardon, 

Though at the hiphest set,' even with my 
life: 

That slight contrition, that’s no sacrifice 
For what I have committed. 

Amin. Sure, I dazzle: 

There cannot bo a faith in that foul woman, 
That knows no god more mighty than her 
mischiefs. 

Thou dost still worse, still number on thy 
faults, 

To press my poor heart thus. Can I believe 
There’s any seed of virtue in that woman 210 
Left to shoot up, tliat dares go on in sin 
Known, and so known as thine is? O 
Evadno, 

Would there were any safety in thj' sex, 
That I might put a thousand sorrows off, 
And cre<lit thy repentance! but I must not: 
Thou hast broiight me to that dull calamity, 
To that strange misbelief of all the world 
And all things that arc in it. that I fear 
I shall fall like a tree, and find my grave, 
Only remembering that I grieve. 

Evad. My lord, 

Give me your griefs: you are an innocent. 

A soul as white as heaven; let not my sins 
Perish your noble youth. I <lo not fall here 
To shadow by disisembling with my tears, 
(As all say women can,) or to make less 
What my hot will hath done, which heaven 
and you 

Know to be tougher than the hand of time 
Can cut from man’s remembrance; no, I do 
not ; 

I do appear the same, the same Evadno, 
Dressed in the shames I lived in, the same 
monster. »> 

But these are names of honor to what I am ; 
I do present myself the foulest creature. 
Most poisonous, dangerous, and despised of 
men, 

Lerna' e’er bred or Nihis. I am hell, 

Till you, my dear lord, shoot your light 
into me, 

The beams of your forgiveness; I am soul- 
sick, 

And wither with the fear of one conilemned. 
Till I have got your pardon. 

Amin. Rise, Evadne. 


Those heavenly powers that put this good 

into thee ** 

Grant a continuance of it! I forgive thee: 
Make thyself worthy of it; and take heed, 
Take heed, Evadne, this bo serious. 

Mock not the powers above, that can and 
dare 

Give thee a great example of their justice 
To all ensuing eyes,' if thou play’st 
With thy repentance, the best sacrifice.* 
Evad. I have done nothing good to win 
belief, 

My life hath been so faithless. All the 
creatures. 

Made for heaven’s honors, have their ends, 
and good ones 

All but the cozening crocodiles, false 
women : 

They reign here like those plagues, those 
killing sores, 

Men pray against ; and when they die, like 
tales 

III told and unbelicved, they pass away, 

And go to dust forgotten. But, my lord, 
Those short days I shall number to my rest 
{\s many must not see me) shall, though 
too late, 

Though in my evening, yet perceive a will, 
Since I can do no good, because a woman, 
Reach constantly at something that is near 
it : 

I will redeem one minute of my age, 

Or. like another Niobe, I’ll weep, 

Till I am water. 

A mm. I am now dissolved; 

My frozen so\il melts. May each sin thou 
hast, 

Find a new mercy! Rise; I am at peace. 
Hadst thou been thus, thus excellently good, 
Before that devil-king tempted thy frailty, 
Sure thou hadst made a star. Give me thy 
hand : 

From this time I will know thee; and, as far 
As honor gives me leave, be thy Amintor. 
When we meet next, I will salute thee 
fairly, 

And pmy the gods to give thee happy days: 
My charity shall go along with thee. 
Though my embraces must be far from thee. 
I sho\ild ha’ killed thee, but this sweet 
repentance 


' Slake. 

5 A iiiarsli. ttic lunmt «if Ilytlra, the monster slain 
by Ilerrulos. 


* Eyes which follow thee ; some emend oget. 

’ If you palter with repentance which it the belt 
sacriftee you can make. 
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Locks up my vengeance; for which thus I 
kiss thee — 

The last kiss we must take: and would to 
heaven 

The holy priest that gave our hands to- 
gether 

Had given us equal virtues! Go, Evadne; 
The gods thus part our bodies. Have a care 
My honor falls no farther: I am well, 
then. 2S0 

Evad. All the dear joys here, and above 
hereafter, 

Crown thy fair soul! Thus I take leave, 
my lord ; 

And never shall you see the foul Evadne, 
Till she have tried all honored means, that 
may 

Set her in rest and wash her stains away. 

Exeunt {severally^ 

[SCENE II] 

[A Hall in the Palace} 

Banquet {spread}. Enter Kino and 
Cauanax. Hautboys play within. 

King. I cannot tell how I should credit 
this 

From you, that are his enemy. 

Cal. I am sure 

He said it to me; and I’ll justify it 
What way he dares oppose — but ' with ray 
sword. 

King. But did he break, without all cir- 
cumstance. 

To you, his foe, that he would have the fort, 
To kill me, and then scape? 

Cal. If he deny it, 

ril make him blush: 

King. It sounds incredibly. 

Cal. Ay, so does every thing I say of late. 

King. Not so, Calianax. 

Cal. Yes, I should sit lo 

Mute whilst a rogue with strong arms cuts 
your throat. 

King. Well, I will try him; and, if this be 
true. 

I’ll pawn my life I’ll find it; if ’t be false, 
And that you clothe your hate in such a lie. 
You shall hereafter dote in your own house. 
Not in the court. 

Cal. Why, if it be a lie. 

Except. 


Mine ears are false, for I’ll be sworn I heard 
it. 

Old men are good for nothing: you were 
best 

Put me to death for hearing, and free him 
For meaning it. You would a trusted me 
Once, but the time is altered. 

King. And will still. 

Where I may do with justice to the world: 
You have no witness. 

Cal. Yes, myself. 

King. No more, 

I mean, there were that hoard it. 

Cal. How? no more! 

Would you have more? why, am not I 
enough 

To hang a thousand rogues? 

King. But so you may 

Hang honest men too, if you please. 

Cal. I may I 

Tis like I will do so: there are a hundred 
Will swear it for a need too, if I say it — 
King. Such witnesses we need not. 

Cal. And 'tis hard m 

If my word cannot hang a boisterous knave. 
King. Enough. — Where’s Strato? 

Enter Strato 

Sira. Sir? 

King. Why, where’s all the company? 
Call Amintor in; 

Evadne. Where’s my brother, and Melan- 
tius? 

Bid him come too; and Diphilus. Call all 
That are without there.— Exit Strato 

If he should desire 

The combat of you, ’tis not in the power 
Of all our laws to hinder it, unless 
We mean to quit ’em.' 

Cal. Why, if you do think « 

’Tis fit an old man and a councillor 
To fight for for what he says, then you may 
grant it. 

Enter Amintor, Evadne, Memntius, 
Diphilus, [Lysippus], Cleon, Strato, 

and Diagoras 

King. Come, sirs 1 — Amintor, thou art yet 
a bridegroom, 

And I will use thee so; thou shalt sit 
down. — 

Evadne, sit; — and you, Amintor, too; 

^ Abandon them. 
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This banquet is for you, sir.— Who has 
brought 

A merry tale about him. to raise laugljter 
Amongst our wine? Wliy, Strato, where 
art thou? 

Thou wilt chop out with them unseasonably, 
When I desire ’em not. ^ 

Stra. Tis my ill luck, sir, so to spend 
them, then. 

King. Reach me a bowl of wine. — Mclan- 
tius, thou 
Art sad. 

Mel. I should be, sir, the merriest here, 
But I ha’ ne’er a story of mine own 
Worth telling at this time. 

King. Give me the wine. — 

Melantius, I am now considering 
How easy ’twere for any man we trust 
To poison one of us in .such a bowl. 

Mel. I think it were not hard, sir, for a 
knave. 

Cal. [aside] Such as you are. » 

King. I’ faith, ’twere easy. It becomes 
us well 

To got plain-dealing men about ourselves, 
Such as you all are here. — Amintor, to thee; 
And to thy fair Evadnel [Drinks] 

Mel. [apart to Cal.] Have you thought 
Of this, Calianax? 

Cal. Yes, marry, have I. 

Mel. And what’s your resolution? 

Cal. Ye shall have it, 

Soundly, I warrant you. 

King. Reach to Amintor, Strato. 

Amin. Here, my love; 

[Drinks, and then hands 
the cup to Evadne] 
This wine will do thee wrong, for it will set 
Blushes upon thy cheeks; and, till thou 
dost TO 

A fault, ’twere pity. 

King. Yet I wonder much 

Of the strange de.speration of these men, 
That dare attempt such acts here in our 
.'^tatc : 

He could not sciipe that did it. 

Mel. Were he known, impossible. 

King. It would be known, Melantius. 
Mel. It ought to be. If he got then away. 
He must wear all our live.s upon his sword: 
He need not fly the island; he must leave 
No one alive. 

King. No; I .sliould think no man » 


Could kill me, and scape clear, but that old 
man. 

Cal. But II heaven bless me I II should 
I, my liege? 

King. I do not think thou wouldst; but 
yet thou mightst. 

For thou hast in thy hands the means to 
scape. 

By keeping of the fort.— He has, Melantius, 
And he has kept it well. 

Mel. From cobwebs, sir, 

’Tis clean swept : I can find no other art 
In keeping of it now : ’twas ne’er besieged 
Since he commanded. 

Cal. I shall be sure 

Of your good word: but I have kept it safe 
From such as you. 

Mel. Keep your ill temper in: n 

I speak no malice; had my brother kept it, 

I should ha’ said as much. 

Kmg. You are not merry. 

Brother, drink wine. Sit you all still. — 
Calianax, [Aside] 

I cannot trust this: I have thrown out 
words. 

That would have fetched warm blood upon 
the cheeks 

Of guilty men, and he is never moved; 

He knows no such thing. 

Cal. Impudence may scape, 

When feeble virtue is accused. 

King. *A must, 

If he were guilty, feel an alteration 
At this our whisper, whilst we point at him: 
You see he does not. 

Cal. Let him hang himself: 

What care I what he does? this he did say. 

King. Melantius, you can easily conceive 
What I have meant ; for men that are in 
fault 

Can subtly apprehend when others aim 
At what they do amiss: but I forgive 
Freely before this man: heaven do so tool 
I will not touch thee, so much as with shame 
Of telling it. Let it be so no more. 

Cal. Why, this is very fine! 

Mel. I cannot tell 

What ’tis you mean; but I am apt enough 
Rudely to thrust into an ignorant fault. 
But let me know it : happily ’ 'tis nought 
But misconstruction: and, where I am clear, 
I will not take forgiveness of the gods. 
Much less of you. 

» Iluply. 
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King. Nay, if you stand so stiff, 

I shall call back my mercy. 

Mel. I want smoothness 

To thank a man for pardoning of a crime 
I never knew. 

King. Not to instruct your knowledge, 
but to show you 

My earn are everj' where ; you meant to kill 


me, 

And get the fort to scape. 

Mel. Pardon me, sir; 

My bluntness will be pardoned. You pre- 
serve 

A race of idle people here about you, 

Facers^ and talkers, to defame the worth 
Of those that do things worthy. The man 
that uttered this 

Had perished without food, be’t who it will, 
But for this arm, that fenced him from the 
foe : 

And if I thought you gave a faith to this, im 
T he plainness of my nature would speak 
more. 

Give me a pardon (for you ought to do’t) 
To kill him that spake this. 

Cal. [flsi'de] Ay, that will be 

The end of all : then I am fairly paid 
For all my care and service. — 

Mel. That old man, 

Who calls me enemy, and of whom I 
(Though I will never match my hate so low) 
Have no good thought, would yet, I think, 
excuse me, 

And swear he thought me wronged in this. 

Cal Who, I? 

Thou shameless fellow! didst thou not speak 
to me 

Of it thyself? 

Mel. 0, then, it came from him! 

Cal. From me! who should it come from 
but from me? 

Mel. Nay, I believe your malice is 
enough: 

But I ha’ lost my anger.— Sir, I hope 
You are well satisfied. 

King. Lysippus, cheer 

Amintor and his lady : there’s no sound 
Comes from you; I will come and do’t 
myself. 

Amin. You have done already, sir, for 
me, I thank you. 

King. Melantius, I do credit this from 
him, 

» Brareart ; old edd. read eaters. 


How slight soe’er you make’t. 

Mel. ’Tis strange you should. 

Cal. 'Tis strange ’a should believe an old 
man’s word, 

That never lied in’s life! 

Mel. I talk not to thee.-* 

Shall the wild words of this distempered 
man, 

Frantic with age and sorrow, make a breach 
Betwixt your majesty and me? ’Twas 
wrong 

To hearken to him ; but to credit him, 

As much at least as I have power to bear. 
But pardon me — whilst I speak only truth, 

I may commend myself — I have bestowed 
My careless blood' with you, and should be 
loath 

To think an action that would make me 
lose 

That and my thanks too. When I was a 
boy, 

I thrust myself into my country’s cause. 
And did a deed that plucked five years from 
time. 

And styled me man then. And for you, my 
King, 

Your subjects all have fed by virtue of 
My arm: this sword of mine hath ploughed 
the ground, 

And reaped the fruit in peace; 

And you yourself have lived at home in 
ease. 

So terrible I grew, that without swords no 
My name hath fetched you conquest: and 
my heart 

And limbs are still the same; my will as 
great 

To do you service. Let me not be paid 
With such a strange distrust. 

Kvig. Melantius, 

I hold it great injustice to believe 
Thine enemy, and did not; if I did, 

I do not; let that satisfy. — What, struck 
With sadness all? More wine! 

Cal. A few fine words 

Have overthrown my truth. Ah, th’art a 
villain I 

Mel. Why, thou wert better let me have 
the fort: {Aside'\ leo 

Dotard, I will disgrace thee thus for ever; 
There shall no credit lie upon thy words: 
Think better, and deliver it. 

^ Blood in the shedding of which I have been 
c&reless. 
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Cal. My liege, 

He’s at me now again to do it. — Speak; 
Deny it, if thou canst. — Examine him 
Whilst he is hot, for, if he cool again, 

He will forswear it. 

King. This is lunacy, 

I hope, Melantius. 

^fel. He hath lost himself 

Much, since his daughter missed the hap- 
piness 

My sister gained; and, though he call mo 
foe, 

r pity him. 

Cal. Pity! a pox upon you! 

Mel. Mark his disordered words: and at 
the masque 

Diagoras knows he raged and railed at me. 
And called a lady ‘whore,’ so innocent 
She understood him not. Rut it becomes 
Both you and me too to forgive distraction: 
Pardon him, as I do. 

Cal. ri! not speak for thee, 

For all thy ctmning. — If you will be s;ifc, 
Cliop olT his head; for there was never 
known 

So impudent n rascal. 

King. Some, that love him, »» 

Get him to bed. Why. pity should not let 
Age make itself contemptible; we must bo 
All old. Have him away. 

Mel. Calinnax, 

The King believes you: come, you shall go 
home. 

And rest; yon ha’ done well. [Aside] — 
You'll give it up, 

When I have used you thus a month, I 
hope. — 

Cal. Now, now, 'tis plain, sir; he does 
move me still: 

lie says, he knows I'll give him up the fort, 
When lie has used me thus a month. I am 
mad, 

Am I not, still? 

All. Ha, ha, ha! sio 

Cal. I shall bo mad indeed, if you do thus. 
Why should you trust a sturdy fellow there. 
That has no virtue in him, (all’s in his 
sword) 

Before me? Do but take his weapons from 
him. 

And he’s an nss; and I am a very fool, 
Both with him and without him, ns you use 
me. 

All. Ha, ha, ha! 


King. ’Tis well, Calianax: but if you use 
This once again, I shall entreat some other 
To see your offices be well discharged. — 

Be merry, gentlemen. — It grows somewhat 
late. — 

Arnintor, thou wouldst be a-bed again. 

Amin. Yes, sir. 

Kmg. And you, Evadne. — Let me take 
Tiice in my arms, Melantius, and believe 
Thou art, as thou deservest to be, my friend 
Still and for ever. — Good Calianax, 

Sleep soundly; it will bring thee to thyself. 

Exeunt omnvs. Manent 
Mel.\ntius and C.\uan.\x 
Cal. Sleep soundly ! I sleep soundly now, 

I hope ; 

I could not be thus else. — How darcst thou 
stay 

Alone with me, knowing how thou hast 
used me? » 

Mel. You cannot blast me with your 
tongue, and that’s 

The strongest part you have about you. 

Cal. 1 

Do look for some great punishment for this; 
For I begin to forget all my hate, 

And take’t unkindly that mine enemy 
Should use me so extraordinarily scurvily. 

Mel. I shall melt too, if you begin to take 
Unkindnesses: I never meant you hurt. 

Cal. Thou’lt anger me again. Thou 
wretched rogue. 

Meant me no hurt! disgrace me with the 
King I »*o 

Lose all my offices! This is no hurt. 

Is it? I prithee, what dost thou call hurt? 
Mel. To poison men, because they love 
me not ; 

To call the credit of men’s wives in ques- 
tion; 

To murder children betwixt me and land;' 
This is all hurt. 

Cal. All this thou think’st is sport; 

For mine is worse: but use thy will with 
me ; 

For betwixt grief and anger I could cry. 
Mel. Be wise, then, and be safe; thou 
may’st revenge. 

Cal. .\y, o’ the King: I would revenge of 
thee.’ w> 

Mel. That you must plot yourself. 

Cal. I am a fine plotter 

* Who stnmt n.s heirs, 

* I wouUl !a' revenged on thee. 
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Mel. The short is, I will hold thee with 
the King 

In this perplexity, till peevishness 
And thy disgrace have laid thee in thy 
grave : 

But if thou wilt deliver up the fort, 

I’ll take thy trembling body in my arms, 
And bear thee over dangers: thou shalt 
hold 

Thy wonted state. 

Cal If I should tell the King, 

Canst thou deny’t again? 

Mel Try, and believe. 

Cal Nay, then, thou canst bring any 

thing about. 

Melantius, thou shalt have the fort. 

Mel Why, well. 

Here let our hate be buried ; and this hand 
Shall right us both. Give me thy aged 
breast 

To compass. 

Cal Nay, I do not love thee yet ; 

I cannot well endure to look on thee; 

And if I thought it were a courtesy, 

Thou shouldst not have it. But I am dis- 
graced ; 

My offices are to be ta’en away ; 

And, if I did but hold this fort a day, 

I do believe the King would take it from 
me, 

And give it thee, things are so strangely 
carried. 

Ne’er thank me for’t; but yet the King shall 
know 

There was some such thing in’t I told him 
of, 

And that I was an honest man. 

Mel He’ll buy 

That knowledge very dearly.— 

Enter Diphilus 

Diphilus, 

What news with thee? 

Diph. This were a night indeed 

To do it in : the King hath sent for her. 
Mel She shall perform it, then.— Go, 
Diphilus, 

And take from this good man, ray worthy 
friend. 

The fort, he’ll give it thee. 

Diph. Ha’ you got that? 

Cal Art thou of the same breed? canst 

thou deny 

This to the King too? 


Diph. With a confidence 

As great as his. 

Cal Faith, like enough. 

Mel Away, and use him kindly. 

Cal Touch not me; 

I hate the whole strain.* If thou follow me 
A great way off, I’ll give thee up the fort; 
And hang yourselves. 

Mel Begone. 

Diph. He’s finely wrought. 

Exeunt Cali.an.\x and Diphilus 
Mel This is a night, spite of astronomers,* 
To do the deed in. I will wash the stain sso 
That rests upon our house off with his blood. 

Enter Amintor 

Amin. Melantius, now assist me: if thou 
be’st 

That which thou say’st, assist me. I have 
lost 

All my distempers, and have found a rage 
So pleasing! Help me. 

Mel [Aside.] Who can see him thus. 
And not swear vengeance? — What’s the 
matter, friend? 

Amin. Out \Nith thy sword; and, hand in 
hand with me, 

Rush to the chamber of this hated King, 
And sink him with the weight of ail his sins 
To hell for ever. 

Mel 'Twere a rash attempt, 

Not to be done with safety. Let your 
reason 

Plot your revenge, and not your passion. 
Amin. If thou refusest me in these ex- 
tremes, 

Thou art no friend. He sent for her to me; 
By heaven, to me, myself! and I must tell 

ye, 

I love her as a stranger: there is worth 
In that vild® woman, worthy things, Melan- 
tius; 

And she repents. I’ll do’t myself alone, 
Though I be slain. Farewell. 

Mel He’ll overthrow 

My whole design with madness. — Amintor, 
Think what thou dost: I dare as much as 
valor; 

But ’tis the King, the King, the King, 
Amintor, • 

With whom thou fightest! — [Aside'\ I know 
he’s honest,'* 


» Stock, family. 
• Astrologers. 


» Vile. 

* Loyal. 
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And this will work with him. — 

Amin. I cannot tell 

What thou hast said; but thou hast charmed 
my sword 

Out of my hand, and left me shaking here, 

Defenceless. 

Mel. I will take it up for thee. 

Amiu. What wild beast is uncollected* 
man ! 

The thing that we call honor bears us all 

Headlong unto sin, and yet itself is nothing. 

Mcl. Ala.s, how variable arc thy thoughtsi 

Amin. Just like my fortunes. I was run 
to that 

I purposed to have chid thee for. Some 
plot, 

I did distrust, thou hadst against the King, 

By that old follow’s carriage. But take 
heed ; 

There’s not the least limb growing to a king 

But carries thunder in it. 

Mcl. I have none 

Against him. 

Amin. Why, come, then; and still 
remember 

We may not think revenge. 

Mel. 1 will remember. 

Exeunt 

ACT V, [SCENE I] 

[A Room in the Polacc] 

Enter Ev.vdne and a Gentleman 

Ernd. Sir. is the King a-bed? 

Gent. Madam, an hour ago. 

Evad. Give me the key, then; and let 
none be near; 

’Tis the King’s pleasure. 

Gent. I understand you, madam; would 
'twere minel 

I must not wish good rest unto your lady- 
ship. 

Evad. You talk, you talk. 

Gent. 'Tis all I dare do, madam; but the 
King 

Will wake, and then, methinks — 

Evad. Saving your imagination, pray, 

good night, sir. jo 

Gent. A good night be it, then, and a long 

one. madam. 

lam gone. Exit 

‘ UiKiiiitrulletJ by reason. 


Evad. The night grows horrible; and all 
about me 

Like my black purpose. [Drauw o curtain 
disclosing] the King abed. O, the con- 
science 

Of a lost virtue, whither wilt thou pull me? 
To what things dismal as the depth of hell 
Wilt thou provoke me? Let no woman dare 
From this hour be disloyal, if her heart be 
flesh, 

If she have blood, and can fear. Tis a 
daring 

Above that desperate fool’s that left his 
peace, » 

And went to sea to fight: ’tis so many sin? 
An age cannot repent ’em; and so great, 

The gods want mercy for. Yet I must 
through ’em: 

I have begun a slaughter on my honor, 

And I must end it there. — ’A sleeps. 0 God, 
Why give you peace to this untemperate 
Deast, 

That hath so long transgressed you? I 
must kill him. 

And I will do it bravely: the mere joy 
Tells me, I merit in it. Yet I roust not 
Thus tamely do it, as he sleeps — that were » 
To rock him to another world; my ven- 
geance 

Shall take him waking, and then lay before 
him 

The number of his WTongs and punishments: 
ril shape his sins like Furies, till I waken 
His evil angel, his sick conscience, 

And then I’ll strike him dead. King, by 
3 ’our leave; 

Tics his arms to the bed 
I dare not trust your strength; your grace 
and I 

Must grapple upon even terms no more. 

So, if he rail me not from my resolution, 

I shall be strong enough. — «« 

My lord the Kingl — My lord! — ’A sleeps, 
As if he meant to wake no more. — My 
lord! — 

Is he not dead already? Sir I my lord I 
King. Who’s that? 

Evad. 0, you sleep soundly, sirl 
King. My dear Evadne, 

I have been dreaming of thee: come to bed. 
Evad. I am come at length, sir; but how 
w’elcome? 

Kin^. What pretty new device is this, 
Evadne? 
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What, do you tie me to you? By my love. 
This is a quaiut one.* Come, my dear, and 
kiss me; 

I’ll be thy Mars; to bed, my queen of 
love: ®o 

Let us be caught together, that the gods 
may see 

And envy our embraces. 

Evad. Stay, sir, stay; 

You are too hot, and I have brought you 
physic 

To temper your high veins. 

King Prithee, to bed, then; let me take 
it warm ; 

There thou shalt know the state of my body 
better. 

Evad. I know you have a surfeited foul 
body; 

And you must bleed. [Draws a dagger^ 

King. Bleed! 

Evad. Ay, you shall bleed. Lie still; and, 
if the devil, 

Your lust, will give you leave, repent. This 
steel “ 

Comes to redeem the honor that you stole. 
King, my fair name; which nothing but thy 
death 

Can answer to the world. 

King. How's this, Evadne? 

Evad. I am not she; nor bear I in this 

breast 

So much cold spirit to be called a woman: 

I am a tiger; I am any thing 
That knows not pity. Stir not : if thou 
dost. 

I’ll take thee unprepared, thy fears upon 
thee, 

That make thy sins look double, and so send 
thee 

(By my revenge, I will!) to look those 
torments ” 

Prepared for such black souls. 

King. Thou dost not mean this; 'tis im- 
possible; 

Thou art too sweet and gentle. 

Evad. No, I am not: 

I am as foul as thou art, and can number 
As many such hells here. I was once fair. 
Once I was lovely ; not a blowing rose 
More chastely sweet, till thou, thou, thou, 
foul canker,* 

(Stir not) didst poison me. I was a world 
of virtue, 

^ Canker-wonn, 


Till your cursed court and you (hell bless 
you for’t) 

With your temptations on temptations 
Made me give up mine honor; for which, 
King, 

I am come to kill thee. 

King. No! 

Evad. I am. 

King. Thou art not! 

I prithee speak not these things: thou art 
gentle, 

And wert not meant thus rugged. 

Evad. Peace, and hear me. 

Stir nothing but your tongue, and that for 
mercy 

To those above us; by whose lights I vow 
Those blessed fires* that shot to see our 
sin, 

If thy hot soul had substance with thy 
blood, 

I would kill that too; which, being past my 
steel. 

My tongue shall reach. Thou art a shame- 
less villain; eo 

A thing out of the overcharge of nature, 
Sent, like a thick cloud, to dispei*se a plague 
Upon weak catching* women; such a tyrant. 
That for his lust would sell away his sub- 
jects. 

Ay, all his heaven hereafter! 

King. Hear, Evadne, 

Thou soul of sweetness, hear! I am thy 
King. 

Evad. Thou art my shame! Lie still; 
there’s none about you. 

Within your cries; all promises of safety 
Are but deluding dreams. Thus, thus, thou 
foul man, 

Thus I begin my vengeance ! Slabs him 

King. Hold, Evadne! iw 

I do command thee hold! 

Evad. I do not mean, sir, 

To part so fairly with you ; we must change 
More of these love-tricks yet. 

King. What bloody villain 

Provoked thee to this murder? 

Evad. Thou, thou monster 

King. O! 

Evad. Thou kept’st me brave * at court, 
and whored me, King; 

* Shooting stars. 

3 Susceptible. 

* Handsomely dressed and attended. 
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Then married me to a young noble gentle- 
man, 

And whored me still. 

King. Evadne, pity me! 

Evod. Hell take me, then! This for my 
lord Amintor. iw 

This for my noble brother! and this stroke 
For the most wronged of women! Kills him 
King. O! I die. 

Evad. Die all our faults together! I for- 
give thee. Exit. 

Enter two of the Bedchamber 

1 Gent. Come, now she’s gone, let's enter; 
the King e.xpccts it, and will be angry. 

2 Gent. Tis a fine wench; we’ll have a 
snap at her one of these nights, as she goes 
from him. 

1 Gent. Content. How quickly he had 

done with her! I see kings can do no more 
that way than other mortal people. »» 

2 Gent. How fast he is! I cannot hear 
him breathe. 

1 Gent. Either the tapers give a feeble 
light, 

Or he looks very pale. 

2 Gent. And so he does: 

Pray heaven he be well! let’s look. — Alas! 
He’s stiff, wounded, and dead! Treason, 

treason 1 

1 Gent. Run forth and call. 

2 Gent. Treason, treason! Exit 

1 Gent. This will be laid on us: who can 

believe 

A woman could do this? iso 

Enter Cleon and Lysippus 

Cleon. How nowl where’s the traitor? 

1 Gent. Fled, fled away; but there her 
woeful act 
Lies still. 

Cleon. Her act! a woman! 

Lys. Where’s the body? 

1 Gent. There. 

Lys. Farewell, thou worthy man! There 
were two bonds 

That tied our loves, a brother and a king 
The least of which might fetch a Hood of 
tears; 

But such the misery of greatness is, 

They have no time to mourn; then, pardon 
me I 


Enter Strato 

Sirs, which way went she? 

Stra. Never follow her; i«o 

For she, alas! was but the instrument. 

News is now brought in, that Melantius 
Has got the fort, and stands upon the wall, 
And with a loud voice calls those few that 
pass 

At this dead time of night, delivering 
The innocence of this act. 

Lys. Gentlemen, I am your King. 

Stra. We do acknowledge it. 

Lys. I would I were notl Follow, all; 
for this 

Must have a sudden stop. Exeunt 

[SCENE II] 

[Before the Citadel] 

Enter Mel.\ntius, Diphilus, and Cauanax, 

on the wall 

Mel. If the dull people can believe I am 
armed, 

(Be constant, Diphilus,) now we have time 
Either to bring our banished honors home. 

Or create new ones in our ends. 

Diph. I fear not; 

My spirit lies not that way. — Courage, 
Calianax! 

Cal. Would I had any! you should 
quickly know it, 

Mel. Speak to the people; thou art 
eloquent. 

Cal. ’Tis a fine eloquence to come to the 
gallows: 

You were born to be my end; the devil 
take you! 

Now must I hang for company. Tis 
strange, » 

I should be old, and neither wise nor valiant. 

Enter Lysippus, Dugor,\s, Ci^on, Strato, 

and Guard 

Lys. See where he stands, as boldly con- 
fident 

As if he had his full command about him I 

Stra. He looks as if he had the better 
cause, sir; 

Under your gracious pardon, let me speak it. 
Though he be mighty-spirited, and forward 
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To all great things, to all things of that 
danger 

Worse men shake at the telling of, yet cer- 
tainly 

I do believe him noble, and this action 
Rather pulled on than sought: his mind 
was ever » 

As worthy as his hand. 

Lys. ’Tis my fear too. 

Heaven forgive all ! — Summon him, lord 
Cleon, 

Cle. Ho, from the walls there! 

Mel. Worthy Cleon, welcome: 

?Ve could a wished you here, lord; you are 
honest. 

Cal. [aside'] Well, thou art as flattering a 
knave, though I dare not tell thee so — 
Lys. Melantius! 

Mel. Sir? 

Lys. 1 am sorry that we meet thus; our 
old love 

Never required such distance. Pray to 
heaven, ** 

You have not left yourself, and sought this 
safety 

More out of fear than honor! You have 
lost 

A noble master; which your faith, Melan- 
tius, 

Some think might have preserved: yet you 
know best. 

Cal. [aside] When time was* I was mad! 
Some that dares fight, 

I hope will pay this rascal. 

Mel. Royal young man, those tears look 
lovely on thee: 

Had they been shed for a deserving one. 
They had been lasting monuments. Thy 
brother, 

Whilst he was good, I called him King, and 
served him 

With that strong faith, that most unwearied 
valor. 

Pulled people from the farthest sun to seek 
him, 

And beg his friendship : I was then his 
soldier. 

But since his hot pride drew him to disgrace 
me. 

And brand my noble actions with his lust, 
(That never-cured dishonor of my sister, 
Base stain of w’hore, and, which is worse, 
The joy to make it still so,) like myself, 

' Once upon a time. 


Thus I have flung him off with my alle- 
giance : 

And stand here mine own justice, to re- 
venge « 

What I have suffered in him, and this old 
man 

Wronged almost to lunacy. 

Cal. Who, I? 

You would draw me in. I have had no 
wrong ; 

I do disclaim ye all. 

Mel. The short is this. 

Tis no ambition to lift up myself 
Urgeth me thus; I do desire again 
To be a subject, so I may be free: 

If not, I know my strength, and will tinbuild 
This goodly town. Be speedy, and be wise, 
In a reply. 

Sira. Be sudden, sir, to tie «o 

All up again. What’s done is past recall, 
And past you to revenge; and there are 
thousands 

That wait for such a troubled hour as this. 
Throw him the blank.* 

Lijs. Melantius, write in that thy choice: 
My seal is at it. 

[Throws Mel.\ntius the paper] 
Mel. It was our honors drew us to this 
act. 

Not gain; and we will only work our 
pardons. 

Cal. Put my name in too. 

Diph. You disclaimed us all, but now, 
Calianax. 

Cal. That is all one; 70 

I’ll not be hanged hereafter by a trick: 

I’ll have it in. 

McL You shall, you shall. — 

Come to the back gate, and we’ll call you 
King, 

And give you up the fort. 

Lys. Away, away I 

Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE III] 

[Ante-room to Amintor's Apartments] 

Enter Aspatia, in man’s apparel [and with 
artificial scars on her face] 

Asp. This is my fatal hour. Heaven may 
forgive 
> Carte blanche. 
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My rash attempt, that causelessly hath laid 
Griefs on me that will never let me rest, 
And put a woman’s heart into my breast. 

It is more honor for you that I die; 

For she that can endure the misery 
That I have on me, and be patient too, 
May live and laugh at all that you can do. 

Enter Servant 


God save you, sirt 

Ser. And you, sir I What's your business? 

Asp. With you, sir, now; to do me the 
fair office 

To help me to your lord. 

Ser. What, would you ser\'e him? 

Asp. I'll do him any service; but, to 
haste.' 

For my affairs are earnest, I desire 
To speak with him. 

Scr. Sir, because you are in such haste, 
I would be loath 
Delay you longer: you can not. 

Asp. It shall become you, though, to tell 
your lord. 

Scr. Sir, he will speak with nobody; 

But in particular,’ I have in charge,* 

About no weighty matters. 

Asp. This is most strange. » 

Art thou gold-proof? there’s for thee; help 
me to him. [Gfi>rs money] 

Scd. Pray be not angry, sir: I’ll do my 
best. Exit 

Asp. How stubbornly this fellow answered 
me I 

There is a vild dishonest trick in man, 

More than in woman. All the men I meet 
Appear thus to me, are harsh and rude. 
And have a subtilty in every thing, 

Which love could never know; but we 
fond * women 

Harbor the easiest and the smoothest 
thoughts. 

And think all shall go so. It is unjust » 
That men and women should be matched 
together. 


Enter Amintor and his Man 


Amin. Where is he? 

Scr. There, my lord. 

Amdi, What would you, sir? 


* M:ikp linste. 

* EfiDCcially. 


’ I have been chnrgcd. 
‘ Foolish. 


Asp. Please it your lordship to command 
your man 

Out of the room, I shall deliver things 
Worthy your hearing. 

Amin. Leave us. {Exit Servant] 

Asp. (aside) 0, that that shape 

Should bury falsehood in it I — 

Amin. Now your will, sir. 

Asp. When you know me, my lord, you 
needs must guess 

My business; and I am not hard to know; 
For, till the chance of war marked this 
smooth face 

With these few blemishes, people would call 
me 

My sister’s picture, and her mine. In short, 

I am brother to the wronged Aspatia. 

Amin. The wronged Aspatia I would thou 
were so too 

Unto the wronged Amintor 1 Let me kiss 

[iCisscs her hand] 
That hand of thine, in honor that I bear 
Unto the wronged Aspatia. Here I stand 
That did it. Would he could not! Gentle 
youth, 

Leave me; for there is something in thy 
looks 

That calls my sins in a most hideous form 
Into my mind; and I have grief enough to 
Without thy help. 

Asp. I would I could with credit 1 

Since I was twelve years old, I had not seen 
My sister till this hour I now arrived: 

She sent for me to see her marriage; 

A woeful one! but they that arc above 
Have ends in every thing. She used few 
words. 

But yet enough to make me understand 
The baseness of the injuries you did her. 
That little training I have had is war: 

I may behave myself nidely in peace; «> 
I would not, though. I shall not need to 
tell you, 

I am but young, and would be loath to lose 
Honor, that is not easily gained again. 
Fairly I mean to deal: the age is strict 
For single combats; and we shall be 
stopped. 

If it be published. If you like your sword, 
Use it; if mine appear a better to you, 
Change ; for the ground is this, and this the 
time. 

To end our difference. [Draw] 

Amin. Charitable youth, 
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If thou be’st such, think not I will maintain 
So strange a wrong: and, for thy sister’s 
sake, 71 

Know, that I could not think that desperate 
thing 

I durst not do; yet, to enjoy this world, 

I would not see her; for, beholding thee, 

I am I know not what. If I have aught 
That may content thee, take it, and begone. 
For death is not so terrible as thou; 

Thine eyes shoot guilt into me. 

Asp. Thus, she swore. 

Thou wouldst behave thyself, and give me 
words 

That would fetch tears into mine eyes; and 
so » 

Thou dost indeed. But yet she bade me 
watch. 

Lest I were cozened, and be sure to fight 
Ere I returned. 

Amin. That must not be with me. 

For her I’ll die directly; but against her 
Will never hazard it. 

Asp. You must be urged: 

I do not deal uncivilly with those 
That dare to fight; but such a one as you 
Must be used thus. She strikes him 

Amin. I prithee, youth, take heed. 

Thy sister is a thing to me so much 
Above mine honor, that I can endure 
All this — Good gods! a blow I can endure; 
But stay not, lest thou draw a timeless ' 
death 

Upon thyself. 

Asp. Thou art some prating fellow; 
One that hath studied out a trick to talk. 
And move soft-hearted people ; to be kicked. 

She kicks him 

Thus to be kicked. — (aside) Why should he 
be so slow 

In giving me my death? 

Amin. A man can bear 

No more, and keep his flesh. Forgive me, 

then? 

I would endure yet, if I could. Now show 

[DraitJs] 

The spirit thou pretendest, and understand 

Thou hast no hour to live. 

They fight, [Aspatia is wounded] 
What dost thou mean? mi 
T hou canst not fight: the blows thou 
mak’st at me 

Are quite besides; and those I offer at thee, 

* Untimely. 


Thou spread’st thine arms, and tak’st upon 
thy breast, 

Alas, defenceless! 

Asp. I have got enough. 

And my desire. There is no place so fit 
For me to die as here. [Falls] 

Enter Evadne, her hands bloody, with a 

knije 

Evad. Amintor, I am loaden with events. 
That fly to make thee happy; I have joys. 
That in a moment can call back thy wrongs. 
And settle thee in thy free state again. ui 
It is Evadne still that follows thee. 

But not her mischiefs. 

Amin. Thou canst not fool me to believe 
again; 

But thou hast looks and things so full of 
news. 

That I am stayed. 

Evad. Noble Amintor, put off thy amaze; 
Let thine eyes loose, and speak. Am I not 
fair? 

Looks not Evadne beauteous with these 
rites now? 

Were those hours half so lovely in thine 
eyes 

When our hands met before the holy man? 

I was too foul wthin to look fair then: 
Since I knew ill, I was not free till now. 

Amin. There is presage of some important 
thing 

About thee, which, it seems, thy tongue 
hath lost: 

Thy hands are bloody, and thou hast a 
knife. 

Evad. In this consists thy happiness and 
mine: 

Joy to Amintor! for the King is dead. 

Amin. Those have most power to hurt us, 
that we love; 

We lay our sleeping lives within their arms. 
Why, thou hast raised up mischief to his 
height, 

And found one to out-name* thy other 
faults; 

Thou hast no intermission of thy sins 
But all thy life is a continued ill: 

Black is thy color now, disease thy nature. 
‘Joy to Amintor!’ Thou hast touched a life. 
The very name of which had power to chain 

^ Surpass. 
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Up all my rage, and calm my wildest 
wrongs. 

Evad. Tis done; and, since I could not 
find a way 

To met thy love so clear as through this 
life, 

I cannot now repent it. 

Amin. Couldst thou procure the gods to 
speak to me, 

To bid me love this woman and forgive, 

I think I should fall out with them. Be- 
hold, 

Here lies a youth whose wounds bleed in 
my breast. 

Sent by a violent fate to fetch his death 
From my slow hand I And, to augment my 
woe, 

You now are present, stained with a king’s 
blood 

Violently shed. This keeps night here, 

And throws an unknown wilderness about 
me. leo 

Asp. 0, 0, 01 

Amin. No more; pursue me not. 

Evad. Forgive me, then, 

And take me to thy bed: we may not part. 

Amin. Forbear, be wise, and let my rage 
go this way. 

Evad. Tis you that I would stay, not it. 

Amin. Take heed; 

It will return with me. 

Evad. If it must be, 

I shall not fear to meet it: take me home. 

Amin. Thou monster of cruelty, forbear! 

Evad. For heaven’s sake, look more 
calm: thine eyes are sharper 
Than thou canst moke thy sword. 

[i^Ticcls] 

Amin. Away, away! »« 

Thy knees are more to me than violence; 

I am worse than sick to see knees follow me 
For that I must not grant. For heaven’s 
sake, stand. 

Evad. Receive me, then. 

Amin. I dare not stay thy language: 
In midst of all my anger and my grief, 
Thou dost awake something that troubles 
me. 

And says, I loved thee once. I dare not 
stay; 

There is no end of woman’s reasoning. 

Leaves her 

Evad. [rising'i Amintor, thou shall love 
me now again; 


Go; I am calm. Farewell, and peace for 
ever! m 

Evadne, whom thou hatest, will die for thee. 

Kills herself 

Amin. I have a little human nature yet. 
That’s left for thee, that bids me stay thy 
hand. Reliams 

Evad. Thy hand was welcome, but it 
came too late. 

O, I am lostl the heavy sleep makes haste. 

She dies 

Asp. 0, 0, 0! 

Amin. This earth of mine doth tremble, 
and I feel 

A stark affrighted motion in my blood; 

My soul grows weary of her house, and I 
All over am a trouble to myself. uo 

There is some hidden power in these dead 
things, 

That calls my flesh unto ’em; I am cold: 

Be resolute, and bear ’em company. 

There’s something yet, which I am loath to 
leave : 

There’s man enough in me to meet the fears 
That death can bring; and yet would it 
were done 1 

I can find nothing in the whole discourse 
Of death, I durst not meet the boldest way; 
Yet still, betwixt the reason and the act. 
The wrong I to Aspatia did stands up; ' 

I have not such another fault to answer: 
Though she may justly arm herself with 
scorn 

And hate of me, my soul will part less 
troubled. 

When I have paid to her in tears my sor- 
row: 

I will not leave this act unsatisfied, 

If all that’s left in me can answer it. 

Asp. Was it a dream? there stands Amin- 
tor still; 

Or I dream still. 

Amin. How dost thou? speak; receive 
my love and help. 

Thy blood climbs up to his old place again; 
There’s hope of thy recovery. « 

Asp. Did you not name Aspatia? 

Amin. I did. 

Asp. And talked of tears and sorrow un- 
to her? 

Amm. Tis true; and, till these happy 
signs in thee 

^ Stands conspicuous. 
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Did stay my course, ^twas thither I was 
going. 

Asp. Thou art there already, and these 
wounds are hers: 

Those threats I brought with me sought not 
revenge, 

But came to fetch this blessing from thy 
hand : 

I am Aspatia yet. 

Amin. Dare my soul ever look abroad 
again? oo 

Asp. I shall sure live, Amintor; I am 
well ; 

A kind of healthful joy wanders within me. 

Amin. The world wants lines to excuse 


thy loss; 

Come, let me bear thee to some place of 
help. 

Asp. Amintor, thou must stay; I must 
rest here; 

My strength begins to disobey my will. 

How dost thou, my best soul? I would fain 
live 

Now, if I could: wouldst thou have loved 
me, then? 

Amin. Alas, 

All that I am*s not worth a hair from 
thee I 

Asp. Give my thine hand; mine hands 
grope up and down. 

And cannot find thee; I am wondrous sick: 

Have I thy hand, Amintor? 

Amin. Thou greatest blessing of the 
world, thou hast. 

Asp. I do believe thee better than ray 
sense. 

0, I must go! farewell I Dies 

Amin. She swounds.* — Aspatia! — Help! 
for God’s sake, water, 

Such as may chain life ever to this frame! — 

Aspatia, speak! — What, no help yet? I 
fool; 

I’ll chafe her temples. Yet there’s nothing 
stirs : =>o 

Some hidden power tell her, Amintor calls, 

And let her answer me! — Aspatia, speak! — 

I have heard, if there be any life, but bow 

The body thus, and it will show itself. 

O, she is gone! I will not leave her yet. 

Since out of justice we must challenge noth- 
ing, 

I’ll call it mercy, if you’ll pity me, 

* Swoons. 


You heavenly powers, and lend forth some 
few years 

The blessed soul to this fair seat again 1 aa 
No comfort comes; the gods deny me too. 
I’ll bow the body once again. — Aspatia! — 
The soul is fled for ever; and I wrong 
Myself, so long to lose her company. 

Must I talk now? Here’s to be with thee, 
love! 

{Wounds '^ ' himself 
Enter Servant 

Ser. This is a great grace to my lord, to 
have the new king come to him: I must tell 
him he is entering. — O God! — Help, help I 

Enter Lysippus, Melantius, Calianax, 
Cleon, Diphilus, and Strato 

Lys. Where’s Amintor? 

Ser. 0, there, there! 

Lys. How strange is this! »o 

Cal. What should we do here? 

Mel. These deaths are such acquainted 
things with me. 

That yet my heart dissolves not. May I 
stand 

Stiff here for ever! Eyes, call up your tears! 
This is Amintor: heart, he was my friend; 
Melt! now it flows. — Amintor, give a word 
To call me to thee. 

Amin. 0! 

Mel. Melantius calls his friend Amintor, 

0 , 

Thy arms are kinder to me than thy 
tongue ! 

Speak, speak! 

Amin. What? 

Mel. That little word was worth all the 
sounds 

That ever I shall hear again. 

Diph. O, brother, 

Here lies your sister slain! you lose yourself 
In sorrow there. 

Mel. Why, Diphilus, it is 

A thing to laugh at, in respect of this: 

Here was my sister, father, brother, son; 
All that I had.— Speak once again; what 
youth 

Lies slain there by thee? 

Amin. Tis Aspatia. m 

i Old edd. KilU . 
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My last is said. Let me give up my soul 
Into thy bosom. [Dies] 

Cnl. What's that? what’s that? Aspatia! 
Mcl. 1 never did 

Repent the greatness of my heart till now; 
It will not burst at need. 

Cal. My daughter dead here tool And 
you have all fine new tricks to grieve; but 1 
ne'er knew any but direct cr>’ing. 

Mel. I am a prattler: but no more. 

[Oj^crs to stab himself] 
Diph. Hold, brother! -jw 

Lys. Slop him. 

Diph. Fie, how unmanly was this offer in 
you I 

Does this become our strain?* 

Cal. I know not what the matter is, but 
I am grown very kind, and am friends with 
you all now. You have given me that 
* stock. 


among you will kill me quickly; but I’ll go 
home, and live as long as I can. 

Mel. His spirit is but poor that can be 
kept 

From death for want of weapons. «. 

Is not my hands a weapon good enough 
To stop my breath? or, if you tie down 
those, 

I vow, Amintor, I will never eat, 

Or drink, or sleep, or have to do with that 
That may presen’e life! This I swear to 
keep. 

Lys. Look to him, though, and bear those 
bodies in. 

May this a fair example be to me, 

To rule with temper; for on lustful kings 
Unlooked-for sudden deaths from God are 
sent; 

But cursed is he that is their instrument. »» 

[Exeunt] 
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An imperfect text of Philaster wae printed in quarto in 1620. At the beginning 
and end it differs wholly from subsequent texts. A second quarto, that of 1622, 
supplies the best text, and has been substantially followed here. Five other editions 
succeeded up to the inclusion of this tragicomedy in the folio of 1679. An allusion 
to Philaster under the sub-title, Love Lies a-Bleeding, in The Scourge of Folly by 
John Davies of Hereford, which was registered in October, 1610, discloses the popu- 
larity of the play at that date, and fixes the writing of it as somewhat earlier, possibly 
1608 or 1609. The collaboration of Beaumont and Fletcher is here at its happiest, 
a collaboration which despite the assignments of trustworthy scholarship to certain 
definite passages, must have extended into the very fabric of the play, its plot and 
characterization. A source for the story of PhUasler has not yet yielded to the 
diligent search of scholars, and the play may be confidently ascribed to the authore 
inventiveness, however, certain similarities have been discerned between it and the 
tale of “FeUsmena and Don Felix” in the Diana of Montemayor and Shakespeare s 
Cymbeline. Whether this last preceded or followed Philaster is a matter of surmise 
as indeterminable as it is futile. There can be no question of the fact that it was 
the popularity of Philaster which gave, to the drama of England at ^ast a new 
species of play, tragicomedy. Gayley assigns to Fletcher I. 1 (from the Kings entry, 
line 100 to the end of the scene, a revision and enlargement of Beaumonts original 
sketch; II. 2 (from Enter Megra); II, 4 Grom Megra above); V. 3, and V. 4. besides, 

as Thorndike expresses it “traces passim. j 

John Fletcher, the son of the Bishop of London, was bom m 1579 and educated at 

Cambridge. Left nothing by his father, who had fallen into disgrace, except his 

books, Fletcher turned to the writing of plays for a livelihood, and alone, in co ab- 

oratiok with Beaumont especially and with Massinger and others later he contributed 

a goodly number of plays to the stage. A notable early eff^ort of Fletcher s is h s 

pofticaUastoral, The Faithful Shepherdess. His facility and his trael^v 

defined Lits am striking qualities of Fletcher. He is str^g m ~ c tragedy 

such as Valeniinian or Bonduca, happy in tragicomedy of ‘VP® °f 
ready and versatile in comedy, whether that of manners or of romantic type. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED IN THE PLAY 


The Kino 

Philaster, Heir to the Croum 
Pharamond, Prince of Spain 
Dion, a Lord 

Cleremont j Noble Gentlemen, his 
Thrasilinb^ Associates 
Arethi sa, the King's Daughter 
Galatea, a wise, modest Lady, attending 
the Princess 

Megra, a lascivious Lady 


An old Wanton Lady, or Crone 
Another Lady, attending the Princess 
Euphr.\sia , Daughter of Dion, but dis 
guised like a Page and called Bellario 
An Old Captain 
Five Citizens 
A Country Fellow 
Two Woodmen 

The King's Guard and Train 


The Scene being in Sicily. 


PHILASTER 


Francis Beaumont and John Fletcher 


ACT I. SCENE I 

[The Presence Chamber in the Palace} 
Enter Dion, Cleremont, and Thrasiune 

Cle. Here’s nor lords nor ladies. 

Dion. Credit me, gentlemen, I wonder at 
it. They received strict charge from the 
King to attend here: besides, it was boldly 
published, that no officer should forbid any 
gentleman that desired to attend and hear. 
Cle. Can you guess the cause? 

Dion. Sir, it is plain, about the Spanish 
Prince, that’s come to marry our kingdom s 
heir and be our sovereign. 

Thra. Many, that will seem to know 
much, say she looks not on him like a maid 
in love. 

Dion. Faith, sir, the multitude, that sel- 
dom know any thing but their own opinions, 
speak that they would have ; but the prince, 
before his own approach, received so many 
confident messages from the state, that I 
think she’s resolved to be ruled. 

Cle. Sir. it is thought, \vith her he shall » 
enjoy both these kingdoms of Sicily and 
Calabria. 

Dion. Sir, it is without controversy so 
meant. But ’twill be a troublesome labor 
for him to enjoy both these kingdoms with 
safety, the right heir to one of them living, 
and living so virtuously; especially, the 
people admiring the brav'ery of his mind 
and lamenting his injuries. 

Cle. Who, Philaster? 

Dion. Yes; whose father, we all know, 
was by our late king of Calabria \mright- 
eously deposed from his fruitful Sicily, hly- 
self drew some blood in those w'ai*s, which 
I would give my hand to be washed from. 

Cle. Sir, my ignorance in state-policy will 
not let me know why, Philaster being heir 
to one of these kingdoms, the King should 
suffer him to walk abroad with such free 
liberty. 

Dion. Sir, it seems your nature is more 
constant than to inquire after state-news 


But the King, of late, made a hazard of 
both the kingdoms, of Sicily and his own, 
with offering but to imprison Philaster; at 
which the city was in arms, not to bo 
charmed down by any state-order or procla- 
mation, till they saw Philaster ride through 
the streets pleased and witliout a guard; at 
w’hich they threw their hats and their » 
arms from tliem; some to make bonfires, 
some to drink, all for his deliverance: 
which wise men say is tlie cause the King 
labors to bring in the power of a foreign 
nation to awe his own with. 

Enter Gamte.\, a Lady, ami Megra 

Thra. See, the ladies! What’s the first? 

Dion. A wise and modest gentlewoman 
that attends the princess. 

Cle. The second? 

Dion. She is one that may stand still w 
discreetly enough, and ill-favoredly dance 
her measure; simper when she is courted by 
her friend, and slight her husband. 

Cle. The last? 

Dion. Faith, I think she is one whom the 
state keeps for the agents of our confed- 
erate princes; she’ll cog^ and lie with a 
whole army, before the league shall break. 
Her name is common through the kingdom, 
and the trophies of her dishonor ad- 
vanced beyond Hercules’ Pillars. She lo\es 
to tiw the several constitutions of mens 
bodies; and, indeed, has destroyed the worth 
of her own body by making experiment 
upon it for the good of the commonwealth. 
Cle. She’s a profitable member. 

Meg. Peace, if you love me: you shall 
see these gentlemen stand their ground and 
not court us. 

Gal. What if they should? “ 

Lady. What if they should! 

Meg. Nay, let her alone. — What if they 
should! why. if they should, I say they 
were never abroad: what foreigner would 
do so? it wTites them directly untravelled. 
Gal. Why, what if they be? 

» Cheat. 
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Lady. What if (hey bo? 

Mrg. Good madam, let her go on. — What 
if (hey be! why, if they be, I will justify, 
they cannot maintain discourse with a » 
judicious lady, nor make a leg* nor say 
‘excuse me.’ 

Gal. Ha, ha, ha! 

Mvg. Do you laugh, madam? 

Dion. Your desires upon you, ladies! 

Meg. Then you must sit beside us. 

Dion. I shall sit near you then, lady. 

Meg. Near me. perhaps: but there’s a 
lady endures no stranger; and to me you 
appear a ver>' strange follow. loo 

Lady. Methinks hc’.s not so strange;’ he 
would quickly be acquainted. 

Thra. Peace, the King! 

Enter King, Piiaramond, Arethusa, and 

Train 


King. To giye a stronger testimony of 
love 

Than sickly promises (which commonly 
In princes find both birth and burial 
In one breath) wo have drawn you, worthy 
sir, 

To make your fair endearments to our 
daughter. 

And worthy services known to our subjects, 
Now loved and wondered at ; next, our in- 
tent no 

To plant you deeply our immediate heir 
Both to our blood and kingdoms. For this 
lady. 

(The best part of your life, as you confirm 
me, 

And I believe.) though her few years and 
sex 

Yet teach her nothing but her fears and 
blushes, 

Desires without desire, discourse and knowl- 
edge 

Only of what herself is to herself, 

Make her feel moderate health; and when 
she sleeps, 

In making no ill day, knows no ill dreams: 
Think not, dear sir. these undivided parts, 
That must mould up a virgin, are put on 
To show her so, as borrowed ornaments, 

To speak her perfect love to you, or add 
An artificial shadow to her nature — 

No, sir; I boldly dare proclaim her yet no 
w'oman.’ 


‘ Bow. • Odd, also foreign. 



But woo her still, and think her modesty 
A sweeter mistress than the offered language 
Of any dame, were she a queen, whose eye 
Speaks common loves and comforts to her 
ser\’ants.* 

Last, noble son (for so I now must call 
you), 

What I have done thus public, is not only 
To add a comfort in particular 
To you or me, but all ; and to confirm 
The nobles and the gentry of these king- 
dom§ 

By oath to your succession, which shall be 
Within this month at most. 

Thra. This will be hardly done. 

C/c. It must bo ill done, if it bo done. 

Dion. When ’tis nt best, ’twill bo but half 
done. 

Whilst so bravo a gentleman is wronged and 
flung off. i«o 

Thra. I fear. 

Cle. Who does not? 

Dion. I fear not for myself, and yet I fear 
too: 

Well, we shall see. We shall sec. No more. 

Pha. Kissing your white hand, mistress, 
I take leave 

To (hank your royal father; and thus far 
To bo my own free trumpet. Understand, 
Great King, and these your subjects, mine 
that must be, 

(For so desen-ing you have spoke me, sir, 
And so deser\'ing I dare speak myself,) »» 
To what a person, of what eminence, 

Ripe expectation, of what faculties, 

Manners and virtues, you would wed your 
kingdoms; 

You in me have your wishes, 0 ! this coun- 
try! 

By more than all the gods, I hold it happy; 
Happy in their dear memories that have 
been 

Kings great and good ; happy in yours that 
is; 

And from you (as a chronicle to keep 
^ our noble name from eating age) do 1 
Opine myself most happy. (Gentlemen, 
Believe me in a word, a prince’s word, 

There shall be nothing to make up a king- 
dom 

Mighty, and flourishing, dcfenc6d, feared, 
Equal to be commanded and obeyed, 

* Suitors, 
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But through the travails of my life I’ll find 
it, 

And tie it to this country. By all the gods I 
My reign shall be so easy to the subject, 
That every man shall be his prince himself 
And his own law — yet I his prince and law. 
And, dearest lady, to your dearest self 
(Dear in the choice of him whose name and 
luster 

Must make you more and mightier) let me 

... 

You are the blessed’st living; for, sweet 
princess, 

You shall enjoy a man of men to be 
Your servant; you shall make him yours, 
for whom 

Great queens must die. 

Thra. Miraculous! 

Cle. This speech calls him Spaniard, being 
nothing but a large inventory of his own 
commendations. 

Dion. I wonder what’s his price; for cer- 

. • J u* 

He’ll sell himself, he has so praised his 
shape. 

But here comes one more worthy those 
large speeches, 

Than the large speaker of them. 

Enter Philasteb 

Let me be swallowed quick, ^ if I can find. 

In all the anatomy of yon man’s virtues, 
One sinew sound enough to promise for him, 
He shall be constable. By this sun, 

He’ll ne’er make king, unless it be of tnfles. 
In my poor judgment. j” 

Phi. Right noble sir, as low as my obedi- 
ence, 

And with a heart as loyal as my knee, 

I beg your favor. 

King. Rise; you have it, sir. 

Dwn. Mark but the King, how pale he 
looks, he fears! 

O, this same whoreson conscience, how i 
jades us! 

King. Speak your intents, sir. 

Phi. Shall I speak ’em freely^ 

He still * my royal sovereign. . 

King. As a subject. 

We give you freedom. 

Dion. Now it heats. 

Phi. Then thus I turn 

‘ Alive. * Ever. 


My language to you, prince; you, foreign 
man! 

Ne’er stare nor put on wonder, for you 
must 

Endure me, and you shall. This earth you 
tread upon 

(A dowry, as you hope, with this fair 
princess,) 

By my dead father (0, I had a father, 
Whose memory I bow to!) was not left 
To your inheritance, and I up and living — 
Having myself about me and my sword, 

The souls of all my name and memories, 
These arras and some few friends beside the 
gods — 

To part so calmly with it, and sit still 
And say, ‘I might have been.’ I tell thee, 
Phararaond, 

When thou art king, look I be dead and 
rotten, 

And my name ashes, as I: for, hear me, 

Phararaond ! 

This very ground thou goest on, this fat 

earth. 

My father’s friends made fertile with their 
faiths, 

Before that day of shame shall gape and 
swallow 

Thee and thy nation, like a hungry grave, 
Into her hidden bowels ; prince, it shall ; a® 
By the just gods, it shall! 

pha. He’s mad; beyond cure, mad. 

Dion. Here’s a fellow has some fire in’s 
veins: 

The outlandish' prince looks like a tooth- 
drawer.' 

phi. Sir prince of popinjays, I’ll make it 
well appear 
To you I am not mad. 

King. You displease us: 

You are too bold. 

Phi, No, sir, I am too tame, 

Too much a turtle,’ a thing born without 
passion, 

A faint shadow, that every drunken cloud 
sails over. 

And makes nothing. 

King. I not fancy this. 

Call our physicians: sure, he’s somewhat 
tainted. 

Thra. I do not think ’twill prove so. 

Dion. H’as given him a general purge al- 
ready, 

> Foreign. * Proverbially, mean. ■ Dove. 
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For ;ill the right he has; and now he means 
To let him blood. Be constant, gentlemen: 
By heaven, I’ll run his hazard, 

Although I run my name out of the 
kingdom ! 

Clc. Peace, we are all one soul. 

Pha. What you have seen in me to stir 
ofTcnce, 

I cannot find, unless it be this lady, 

Offered into mine arms w’ith the succession; 
Whicli I must keep, (though it hath pleased 
your fury m 

To mutiny within j'ou,) without disputing 
Your genealogies, or taking knowledge 
Whose branch you are: the King will leave 
it me. 

And I dare make it mine. You have your 
answer. 

Phi. If thou wert sole inheritor to him 
That made the world his,' and couldst see 
no sun 

Shine upon any thing but thine; were Phar- 
amond 

As truly valiant as I feel him cold, 

And ringed amongst the choicest of his 
friends 

(Such as would blush to talk such serious 
follies, eu 

Or back such bellied’ commendations), 

And from this presence, spite of all these 

bugs." 

You should hear further from me. 

King. Sir, you wrong the prince; 

I gave you not this freedom to brave our 
best friends: 

You de.serve our frown. Go to;^ be better 
tempered. 

Phi. It must be, sir, when I am nobler 
used. 

Gal. Ladies, 

This would have been a pattern of suc- 
cession,® 

Had he ne’er met this mischief. By my life, 
He is the worthiest the trtie name of man «» 
This day within my knowledge. 

Meg. I cannot tell what you may call 
3 ’our knowledge; 

But the other is the man set in my eye; 

O, ’tis a prince of wax!” 

* Alvxurnler the Oreut. 

* SwuMeri, 

* to come now. 

* A |iatt(Tn to his successors. 

" A priiK 


Gal. A dog it is. 

King. Philaster, tell me 
The injuries you aim at in your riddles. 

Phi. If you had my eyes, sir, and suf- 
ferance. 

My t.riefs upon you and my broken for- 
tunes. 

My wants great, and now nought but hopes 
and fears 

My wrongs would make ill riddles to be 
laughed at. 

Dare you be still my king, and right me 
not? 

King. Give me your wrongs in private. 

Take them, 

And ease me of a load * would bow strong 
Atlas. They whisper 

Clc. He dares not stand the shock. 

Dion. I cannot blame him; there’s danger 
in’t. Every man in this age has not a soul 
of crystal, for all men to read their actions 
through: men’s hearts and faces are so far 
asunder, that they hold no intelligence. Do 
but view yon stranger well, and you m 
shall see a fever through all his bravery,* 
and feel him shake like a true truant: * if he 
give not back his crown again upon the 
report of an elder-gun, I have no augury. 

King. Go to; 

Be more yourself, as you respect our favor; 
You’ll stir us else. Sir, I must have you 
know. 

That y’are, and shall be, at our pleasure, 
what fashion we 

Will put upon you. Smooth your brow, or 
by the gods— 

Phi. I am dead, sir; y’are my fate. It 
was not 1 m 

Said, I was wronged; I carry all about me 
My weak stars lead me to, all my weak 
fortunes. 

Who dares in all this presence speak, (that 
is 

But man of flesh, and may be mortal,) tell 
mo, 

I do not most entirely love tliis prince, 
And honor his full virtues 1 

King. Sure, he’s possessed. 

Phi. Yes, with my father’s spirit. It’s 
hero, 0 King. 

A dangerous spirit I now he tells me, King, 

‘ That 

’ llauKlUy poso. 

* Qq. rfiul /.-JKIH*. 
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I was a king’s heir, bids me be a king, 

And whispers to me, these are all my sub- 
jects. ““ 

'Tis strange he will not let me sleep, but 
dives 

Into my fancy, and there gives me shapes 
That kneel and do me service, cry me king: 
But I’ll suppress him; he’s a factious spirit, 
And will undo me . — [To Ph.\.] — N oble sir, 
your hand; 

I am your servant. 

Kifig, Away I I do not like this. 

I'll make you tamer, or I’ll dispossess you 
Both of your life and spirit. For this time 
I pardon your wild speech, without so much 

As your imprisonment. 

Exeunt King, Phar.\mond, 
Arethus.a, [and Train] 
Dion. I thank you, sir I you dare not for 
the people. 

Gal. Ladies, what think you now of this 
brave fellow? 

Meg. A pretty talking fellow, hot at 
hand.* But eye yon stranger: is he not a 
fine complete gentleman? 0, these stran- 
gers, I do affect* them strangely! Ihey do 
the rarest home-things* and please the full- 
est! As I live, I could love all the nation 
over and over for his sake. 

Gal. Gods comfort your poor head- »» 
piece, lady! ’tis a weak one, and had need 
of a night-cap. Exeunt Ladie» 

Dion. See, how his fancy labors! Has he 
not 

Spoke home and bravely? what a dangerous 
train 

Did he give fire to ! how he shook the King, 
Made his soul melt within him, and his 


blood 

Run into whey ! it stood upon his brow 

Like a cold winter dew. 

Phi. Gentlemen, 

You have no suit to me? I am no minion. 
You stand, methinks, like men that w'ould 


be courtiers 

If I could well be flattered at a price, 
Not to undo your children, A are 
honest : 


330 



Go, get you home again, and make your 


country 


' For the immediate moment, 

* Like. 

• Things that thrust home. 


A virtuous court, to which your great ones 
may, 

In their diseaskl age, retire and live recluse. 
Clc. How do you, worthy sir? 

Phi, Well, veiy well ; 

And so well that, if the King please you, I 
find 

I may live many yeai-s. 

Oion. The King must please, 

Whilst we know what you are and who 
you are, 

Your wrongs and virtues. Shrink not, 
worthy sir. 

But add your father to you; in whose name 
We’ll waken all the gods. an<l conjure up 
The rods of vengeance, the abused people. 
Who. like to raging torrents, shall swell 
high, 

And so begirt the dens of these male- 
dragons,* 

That, through the strongest safety, they 
shall beg 

For mercy at your sword’s point. 

Phi. Friends, no more ; 

Our ears may be cornipted; ’tis an age 
We dare not trust our wills to. Do you 
love me? 

Thra. Do we love heaven and honor? wo 
Phi. My lord Dion, you had 
A virtuous gentlewoman* called you father; 
Is she yet alive? 

Dion. Most honored sir, she is; 

And, for the penance but of an idle dream. 
Has undertook a tedious pilgrimage. 

Enter a Lady 
Phi. Is it to me, 

Or any of these gentlemen, you come? 
Lady. To you, brave lord; the princess 

would entreat 
Your present company. 

Phi. The princess send for me! you are 

mistaken. 

Lady. If yon be called Philaster, ’tis to 
you. 

Phi. Kiss her fair hand, and say I will 
attend her. [Exit Lady] 

Dion. Do you know what you do? 

Phi. Yes; go to see a woman. 

Cle. But do you weigh the danger you 

are in? 

Phi. Danger in a sweet face! 

1 Probably evil dragons. * Who called. 
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By Jupiter, I must not fear a woman I 
Thra. But arc you sure it was the princess 
sent? 

It may bo some foul train * to catch your 
life. 

Phi. I do not think it, gentlemen; she’s 
noble. 370 

Her eye may shoot me dead, or those true 
red 

And white friends in her chocks may steal 
my soul out ; 

There’s all the danger in't: but, bo what 
may, 

Her single’ name hath armed me. 

Exit Phil.\ster 

Dion. Go on, 

And be as truly happy as th’art foarlessl — 
Come, gentlemen, let’s make our friends 
acquainted, 

Lest the King prove false. 

Exeunt Gentlemen 

[SCENE II] 

[Arethusas Apart rncnl in the Palace] 
Enter Arethus.\ and a Lady 

Arc. Comes he not? 

Lady. Madam? 

Are. Will Philaster come? 

Lady. Dear madam, you were wont 
To credit me at first. 

Arc. But didst thou tell me so? 

I am forgetful, and my woman’s strength 
Is so o’ercharged with dangci*s like to grow 
About my marriugo, that these under-things 
Dare not abide in such a troubled sea. 

How looked he when he told thee he would 
come? 

Lady. Why, well. w 

Arc. And not a little fearful? 

Lady. Fear, madam I sure, he knows not 
what it is. 

Are. You are all of his faction; the whole 
court 

Is bold in praise of him; whilst I 
May live neglected, and do noble things, 

As fools in strife throw gold into the sea, 
Drowned in the doing. But, I know he 
fears. 

Lady. Fear, madam! methought, his looks 
hid more 

> Plot, lure. 3 .Merely. 


Of love than fear. 

Arc. Of lovel to whom? to you? 

Did you deliver those plain words I sent, » 
W’ith such a winning gesture and quick look 
That you have caught him? 

Lady. Madam, I mean to you. 

Arc. Of love to me! alas, thy ignorance 
Lets thee not see the crosses of our birthsi 
Nature, that loves not to be question^ 
Why she did this or that, but has her ends, 
And knows she does well, never gave the 
world 

Two things so oppo.site, so contrary, 

As ho and I am: if a bowl of blood, 

Drawn from this arm of mine, would poison 
thee, m 

A draught of his would cure thee. Of love 
to me! 

Lady. Madam, I think I hear him. 

Arc. Bring him in. [Exit Lady] 

You gods, that would not have your dooms 
withstood. 

Whose holy wisdoms at this time it is, 

To make the passion of a feeble maid 
The way unto your justice, I obey. 

[Rc]-cnter [Lady with] Philaster 
Lady. Here is my lord Philaster, 

0, ’tis well. 

Withdraw yourself. [Exit Lady] 

^hi. Madam, your messenger 

Made me believe you wished to speak wi^ 
me. 

Arc. ’Tis true, Philaster; but the words 
arc such m 

I have to say, and do so ill beseem 
The mouth of woman, that I wish them 
said. 

And yet am loath to speak them. Have you 
known 

That I have aught detracted from your 
worth? 

Have I in person wronged you? or have set 
My baser instruments* to throw disgrace 
Upon your virtues? 

Never, madam, you. 

Arc. Why, then, should you, in such a 
public place, 

Injure a princess, and a scandal lay 
Upon my fortunes, fameil to be so great, 
Calling a great part of my dowry in ques- 
tion? 

* Servants. 
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Phi. Madam, this truth which I shall 
speak will be 

Foolish; but, for your fair and virtuous self, 

I could afford myself to have no right 
To any thing you wished. 

Are. Philaster, know, 

I must enjoy these kingdoms. 

Phi. Madam, both? 

Are. Both, or I die: by heaven, I die, 

Philaster, 

If I not calmly may enjoy them both. 

Phi. I would do much to save that noble 
life: 

Yet would be loath to have posterity « 
Find in our stories, that Philaster gave 
His right unto a scepter and a crown 

To save a lady’s longing. 

Are. Nay then, hear: 

I must and will have them, and more — 

Phi. What more? 

Are. Or lose that little life the gods pre- 
pared 

To trouble this poor piece of earth withal. 
Phi. Madar what more? 

Are. Turn then, away thy face. 

Phi. No. 

Are. Do. 

Phi. I can endure it. Turn away my 
face ! 

I never yet saw enemy that looked 
So dreadfully, but that I thought myself 
As great a basilisk' as he; or spake 
So horrible, but that I thought my tongue 
Bore thunder underneath, as much as his; 
Nor beast that I could turn from: shall I 
then 

Begin to fear sweet sounds? a lady’s voice, 
Whom I do love? Say, you would have my 
life; 

Why, I will give it you ; for it is of me 
A thing so loathed, and unto you that ask »> 
Of so poor use, that I shall make no price : 

If you entreat, I will unmovedly hear. 

Are. Yet, for my sake, a little bend thy 
looks. 

Phi. I do. 

Are. Then know, I must have them 

and thee. 

Phi. And me? 

Are. Thy love; without which 

all the land 

Discovered yet will serve me for no use 
But to be buried in. 

»A fabled creature that kills with a look. 


Phi, Is’t possible? 

Are. With it, it were too little to bestow 
On thee. Now, though thy breath do strike 
me dead, 

(Which, know, it may,) I have unripped my 

breast. “ 

Phi. Madam, you are too full of noble 

thoughts, 

To lay a train for this contemned life, 

Which you may have for asking: to suspect 
Were base, where I deserve no ill. Love 
youl 

By all my hopes, I do, above my lifel 
But how this passion should proceed from 
you 

So violently, would amaze a man 
That would be jealous.' 

Are. Another soul into my body shot 
Could not have filled me with more strength 

and spirit ^ 

Than this thy breath. But spend not hasty 

time 

In seeking how I came thus: ’tis the gods, 
The gods, that make me so; and, sure, our 

love 

Will be the nobler and the better blest, 

In that the secret justice of the gods 
Is mingled with it. Let us leave and kiss; 
Lest some unwelcome guest should fall be- 
twixt us. 

And we should part without it. 

’Twill be ill 

I should abide here long. 

’Tis true ; and worse 

You should come often. How shall we de- 

. uo 

vise ^ y 

To hold intelligence that our true loves, 

On any new occasion, may agree 

What path is best to tread? 
p^J. ^ I have a boy, 

Sent by the gods, I hope, to this intent, 

Not yet seen in the court. Hunting the 

buck, ^ , -j 

I found him sitting by a fountains side, 

Of which he borrowed some to quench nis 

And paid the nymph again as much in team. 
A garland lay him by. made by himself 
Of many several flowers bred in the vale, i« 
Stuck in that mystic order that the rare- 

DelighSd me: but ever when he turned 
His tender eyes upon ’em, he would weep, 

^ Suspicious. 
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As if he meant to make ’em grow again. 
Seeing siicli pretty helpless innocence 
Dwell in his face, I asked him all his story: 
He told me that his parents gentle died, 
Leaving him to the mercy of the fields, 
Which gave him roots; and of the crystal 
springs, 

Which did not stop tlieir courses; and the 
sun, »» 

Which still,* he thanked him, yielded him 
his light. 

Then took he up his garland, and did show 
What every flower, us country-people hold, 
Did signify, and how all, ordered thus, 
Expressed his grief; and, to my thoughts, 
did read 

The prettiest lecture of his country-art 
That could be wished: so that methought I 
could 

Have studied it. I gladly entertained * 

Him, who was glad to follow; and have got 
The trustiest, loving’st, and the gentlest 
boy uo 

That ever master kept. Him will I send 
To wait on you, and bear our hidden love. 

Enter Lady 

Are. ’Tis well; no more. 

Lady. Madam, the prince is come to do 
his service. 

Are. What will you do, Philaster, with 
yourself? 

Phi. Why, that which all the gods have 
pointed out for me. 

Are. Dear, hide thyself. — 

Bring in the prince. [Exit Lady] 

Phi. Hide me from Pharamond! 

When thunder speaks, which is the voice of 
God, 180 

Though I do roveronce, yet I hide me not; 
And shall a stranger-prince have leave to 
brag 

Unto a foreign nation, that he made 
Philaster hide himself? 

Are. He cannot know it. 

Phi. Though it should sleep for ever to 
the world. 

It IS a simple sin to hide myself. 

Which will for ever on my conscience lie. 

Are. Tlicn, good Philaster, give him scope 
and way 

In what ho says; for he is apt to speak 

* Ever. * Engaged. 


What you are loath to hear: for my sake, 
do. i« 

Phi. 1 will. 

[/?e]-cnter [Lady with} Phar.\mond 

Pha. My princely mistress, as true lovers 
ought, 

I come to kiss these fair hands, and to 
show, [£xit Lady] 

In outward ceremonies, the dear love 
Writ in my heart. 

Phi. If I shall have an answer no di- 
rectlier, 

I am gone. 

Pha. To what would he have answer? 

Aie. To his claim unto the kingdom. 

Pha. Sirrah, I forbare you before the 
King — i» 

Phi. Good sir, do so still: I would not 
talk with you. 

Pha. But now the time is fitter: do but 
offer 

To make mention of right to any kingdom, 
Though it be scarce habitable. — 

Phi. Good sir, let me go. 

Pha. And by the gods — 

Phi. Peace, Pharamond 1 if thou — 

Are. Leave us, Philaster. 

Phi. I have done 

Pha. You are gonel by heaven I’ll fetch 
you back. 

Phi. You shall not need. 

Pha. What now? 

Phi. Know, Pharamond, 

I loathe to brawl with such a blast as thou. 
Who art nought but a valiant voice; but if 
Thou shalt provoke me further, men shall 
say, w 

Thou wert,’ and not lament it. 

Pha. Do you slight 

My greatness so, and in the chamber of 
The princess? 

Phi. It is a place to which I must con- 
fess 

I owe a reverence; but were’t the church, 
Ay, at the altar, there’s no place so safe, 
Where thou darest injure me, but I dare kill 
thee: 

And for your greatness, know, sir, I can 
grasp 

You and your greatness thus, tlius into 
notliing. iw 
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Give not a word, not a word back! ^ Fare- 
well. Extt Phi. 

Pha. ’Tis an odd fellow, madam; we must 
stop 

His mouth with some office when we are 
married. 

Are. You were best make him your con- 
troller. 

Pha. I think he would discharge it well. 
But, madam, 

I hope our hearts are knit; but yet so ®lo'v 
The ceremonies of state are, that twill be 

long , , 

Before our hands be so. If then you please, 
Being agreed in heart, let us not wait 
For dreaming form, but take a little stolen 
Delights, and so prevent" our joys to 


COl 


come. 

Are. If you dare speak such thoughts, 

I must withdraw in honor. Exit Are. 

Pha. The constitution of my body will 
never hold out till the wedding; I must 
seek elsewhere. Pha. 


ACT II, SCENE I 

[An Apartment in the Palacel 
Enter Philaster and Bellario 
Phi. And thou shalt find her honorable, 

Full of regard unto thy tender youth, 

For thine own modesty; and, for my sake, 
Apter to give than thou wilt be to ask, 

Av, or deserve. 

Bel. Sir, you did take me up 

When I was nothing; and only yet am some- 
thing , 

By being yours. You trusted me unknown; 

And that which you were apt to conster 
A simple innocence in me, perhaps 
Might have been craft, the cunning of a 

®bo 

Hardened in lies and theft; yet ventured 

you . . 

To part my miseries and me ; for whicn, 

I never can expect to ser\'^e a lady 

That bears more honor in her breast than 

Phi. But, boy, it will prefer" thee. Thou 
art young. 

And bear’st a childish overfiowmg love 

» Anticipate. = Construe. ’Advance. 


To them that clap thy cheeks and speak 
thee fair yet; 

But when thy judgment comes to rule those 
passions. 

Thou wilt remember best those careful 
friends 

That placed thee in the noblest way of life. 
She is a princess I prefer thee to. 21 

Bel. In that small time that I have seen, 
the world, 

I never knew a man hasty to part 
With a servant he thought trusty: I re- 
member. 

My father would prefer the boys he kept 
To greater men than he: but did it not 
Till they were grown too saucy for himself. 

Phi. Why, gentle boy, I find no fault at 
all 

In thy behavior. 

Bel. Sir, if I have made 

A fault of ignorance, instruct my youth: » 
I shall be willing, if not apt, to learn; 

Age and experience will adorn my mind 
With larger knowledge; and if I have done 
A wilful fault, think me not past all hope 
For once. What master holds so strict a 
hand 

Over his boy, that he will part with him 
Without one warning? Let me be corrected. 
To break my stubbornness, if it be so. 
Rather than turn me off; and I shall mend. 

Phi. Thy love doth plead so prettily to 
stay, 

That, trust me, I could weep to part with 
thee. 

Alas, I do not turn thee off! thou knowest 
It is my business that doth call thee hence; 
And when thou art with her, thou dwell’st 
with me. 

Think so, and ’tis so: and when time is full, 
That thou hast well discharged this heavy 
trust, 

Laid on so weak a one, I will again 
With joy receive thee; as I live, I will! 
Nay, weep not, gentle boy. ’Tis more than 
time 

Thou didst attend the princess. 

Bel. I am gone. «> 

But since I am to part with you, my lord, 
And none knows whether I shall live to do 
More service for you, take this little 
prayer: 

Heaven bless your loves, your fights, all your 
designs! 
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May sick men, if they have your wish, be 
well ; 

And heaven hate those you curse, though I 
be one ! Exit 

Phi. The love of boys unto their lords is 
strange; 

I have read wonders of it: yet this boy 
For my sake (if a man may judge by looks 
And speech) would out-do story. I may 
see 

A day to pay him for his loyalty. Exit 

[SCENE III 

[A Gallery in the Palace] 

Enter Pharamond 

Pha. Why should these ladies stay so 
long? They must come this way: I know 
the queen employs ’em not ; for the reverend 
mother^ sent me word, they would all be 
for the garden. If they shoiild all prove 
honest* now, I were in a fair taking; I was 
never so long without sport in my life, and, 
in my conscience, ’tis not my fault. O, for 
our country ladies 1* 

Enter Galate.\ 

Here’s one bolted ; I’ll hound at her. Madam I 
Gal. Your grace! »» 

Pha. Shall I not be a trouble? 

Gal. Not to me, sir. 

Pha. Nay, nay, you are too quick. By 
this sweet ham! — 

Gal. You’ll be for.sworn, sir; 'tis but an 
old glove. 

If you will talk at distance, I am for you: 
But, good prince, be not bawdy, nor do not 
brag; 

These two I bar; 

And then, I think, I shall have sense 
enough 

To answer all the weighty apophthegms 
Your royal blood shall manage. » 

Pha. Dear lady, can you love? 

Gal. Dear, prince! how dear? I ne’er 
co.st you a coach yet, nor p\it you to the 
dear repentance of n banqviet. Here’s no 
scarlet, sir, to blush the sin out it was given 

* I.a<ly in charge of the maids of honor. 

* Clinstc. 

* Of my own country. 


for. This wire* mine own hair covers; and 
this face has been so far from being dear to 
any, that it ne’er cost penny painting; and, 
for the rest of my poor wardrobe, such as 
you see, it leaves no hand* behind it, to » 
make the jealous mercer’s wife curse our 
good doings. 

Pha. You mistake me, lady. 

[Gal.] Lord, I do so: would you or I 
could help it! 

Pha. Do ladies of this country use to give 
No more respect to men of my full being? 

Gal. Full being! I understand you not, 
unless your grace means growing to fatness; 
and then your only remedy (upon my 
knowledge, prince) is, in a morning, a « 
cup of neat white wine brewed with 
carduus;’ (hen fast till supper; about eight 
you may eat: use exercise, and keep a spar- 
row-hawk; you can shoot in a tiller:^ but, 
of all, your grace must fly phlebotomy,* 
fresh pork, conger, and clarified whey; they 
arc all duller of the vital spirits. 

Pha. Lady, you talk of nothing all this 
while. 

Gal. Tis very true, sir; I talk of you. » 

Pha. [Aside.] This is a crafty wench; I 
like her wit well; ’twill be rare to stir up n 
leaden appetite : she’s a Danae, and must be 
courted in a shower of gold. — Madam, look 
here; all these, and more than — 

Gal. What have you there, my lord? 
gold! now, ns I live, ’tis fair gold! You 
would have silver for it, to play* with the 
pages: you could not have taken me in a 
worse time; but, if you have present use, • 
my lord, I’ll send my man with silver, and 
keep your gold for you. [Takes gold 

Pha. Lady, lady 1 

Gal. She's coming, sir, behind, will take 
white money.^ — 

[Aside] Y'et for all this I’ll match ye. 

Exit Gal. behind (he hangings 

Pha. If there be but two such more in 
this kingdom, and near the court, we may 
even hang up our harps. Ten such camp- 
hirc-constitutions* as this would call the » 
golden age again in question, and teach the 

' Support of the head-dress. 

* Record of Indebtedness. 

• A conlial. 

* Ci\>ss-l)ow. 

• ntood-lettilig. 

• Game. 

* Silver, ie. is cheaper game. 

" Cold natures. 
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old way for every ill-faced husband to get 
his own children; and what a mischief that 
would breed, let all consider. 


Enter Mecra 

Here's another: if she be of the same last, 
the devil shall pluck her on. — Many fair 
mornings, lady! 

Meg. As many mornings bring as many 
days, 

Fair, sweet, and hopeful to your grace 1 
Pha. She gives good words yet; sure this 
wench is free. — 

If your more serious business do not call 
you, 

Let me hold quarter with* you; we’ll talk 
an hour 
Out quickly. 

Meg. What would your grace talk of? 
Pha. Of some such pretty subject as your- 
self : 

ril go no further than your eye, or lip; 
There’s theme enough for one man for an 
age. 

Meg. Sir, they stand right, and my hps 
are yet even. 

Smooth, young enough, ripe enough, and 
red enough, 

Or my glass wrongs me. . 

Pha. 0, they are two twinned cherries 

dyed in blushes 

Which those fair suns above with their 
bright beams 

Heflect upon and ripen I Sweetest beauty, 
Bow down those branches, that the longing 

Of the faint looker-on may meet those bless- 
ings, 

And taste and live. . , 

Meg. O, delicate sweet prince I 

She that hath snow enough about her heart 
To take the wanton spring of ten such lines 

off, 

May be a nun without probation. — Sir, 

You have in such neat poetry gathered a 

1 « 100 
If |CQ 

That if had but five lines of that number, 
Such pretty begging blanks, “ I should com- 
mend 

Your forehead or your cheeks, and kiss you 
too. 

^ Talk, negotiate. * Blank verses. 


Pha. Do it in prose; you cannot miss it, 
madam. 

Meg. I shall, I shall. 

Pha. By my life, bui, you shall not; 

I’ll prompt you first. [/Cisscs her] Can 
you do it now? 

Meg. Methinks ’tis easy, noifl you ha’ 
done’t before me; 

But yet should I stick at it— [Kisses him'] 
p}ia. Stick till to-morrow; 

I’ll ne’er part you, sweetest. But we lose 
time : 

Can you love me? 

Meg. Love you, my lord! how would you 
have me love you? 

Pha. ril teach you in a short sentence, 
’cause I will not load your memory; this 
is all: love me, and lie with me. 

Meg. Was it ‘lie with you,’ that you said? 
’tis impossible. 

Pha. Not to a willing mind, that will en- 
deavor: if I do not teach you to do it as 
easily in one night as you’ll go to bed. I’ll iw 
lose my royal blood for’t. 

Meg. Why, prince, you have a lady of 

your own 

That yet wants teaching. 

Pha. I’ll sooner teach a mare the old 
measures* than teach her any thing be- 
longing to the function. She’s afraid to lie 
with herself, if she have but any masculine 
imaginations about her. I know, when we 
are married, I must ravish her. 

Meg. By mine honor, that’s a foul fault 

indeed ; 

But time and your good help will wear it 
out, sir. 

Pha. And for any other I see, excepting 
your dear self, dearest lady, I had rather 
be Sir Tim the school master, and leap a 

dairy-maid. 

Meg. Has your grace seen the court-star, 
Galatea? 

Pha. Out upon her! shes as cold of her 
favor as an apoplex: she sailed by but now. 
Meg. And how do you hold her wit, sir? 
Pha. I hold her wit? The strength of i4i 
all the guard cannot hold it, if they were tied 
to it; she would blow ’em out of the king- 
dom.’ They talk of Jupiter; he’s but a 
squib-cracker to her: look well about you, 
and you may find a tongue-bolt. But speak, 
sweet lady, shall I be freely welcome? 

‘ Dances. 
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Meg. Whither? 

Pha. To your bed. If you mistrust my 
faith, you do me the unnoblcst wrong. iw» 
Meg. I dare not, prince. I dare not. 

Pha. Make your own conditions, my 
purse shall seal ’em; and what you dare 
imagine you can want, 111 furnish you 
withal: give two hours to your thoughts 
every morning about it. Como, I know you 
are bashful; 

Speak in my oar, will you be mine? Keep 
this. 

And with it me: soon I will visit you. 

Meg. My lord, 

My chamber’s most unsafe; but when ’tis 
night, i«o 

I’ll find some means to slip into your lodg- 
ing: 

Till when — 

Pha. Till when, this and my heart 

go with thcci Exeunt several ways 

Re-enier Gawtea, from behind the hangings 

Gal. 0, thou pernicious petticoat-prince! 
arc these your virtues? Well, if I do not 
lay a train to blow your sport up, I am no 
woman: and, Lady Towsabel, 111 fit you 
for’t. Exit Gal. 

[SCENE III] 

[Arcthusas Aparlmcnt in the Palace] 

Enter Ahethusa and a Lady 

Are. Where’s the boy? 

Lady. Within, madam. 

Are. Gave you him gold to buy him 
clothes? 

Lady. I did. 

Arc. And has he done’t? 

Lady. Yes, madam. 

Are. Tis a pretty sad-talking boy, is it 
not? 

Asked you his name? 

Lady. No, madam. 

Enter Gal.\te.a 

Are. 0, you arc welcome. What good 
news? 10 

Gal. As good as any one can tell your 
grace. 


That says, she has done that you would 
have wished. 

Are. Hast thou discovered? 

Gal. I have strained a point of modesty 
for you. 

Arc. I prithee, how? 

Gal. In listening after bawdry. I see, let 
a lady live never so modestly, she shall be 
sure to find a lawful time to hearken after 
bawdry; your prince, brave Pharamond, » 
was so hot on’t ! 

Arc. With whom? 

Gal. Wh}', with the lady I suspected: I 
can tell the time and place. 

Arc. O, when, and where? 

Gal. To-night, his lodging. 

Are. Run thyself into the presence; 
mingle there again 

With other ladies; leave the rest to me. — 

[Exit Galatea] 

If Destiny (to whom we dare not say, 

‘Why thou didst this?’) have not declared 
it so, 90 

In lasting leaves (whose smallest characters 
Were never altered yet), this match shall 
break. — 

Where's the boy? 

Lady. Here, madam. 

Enter Bellario 

Are. Sir, 

You are sad to change your ser\’ice; is’t not 
so? 

Bel. Madam, I have not changed; I wait 
on you, 

To do him sert’ice. 

Are. Thou disclaim’st in me.* 

Tell me thy name. 

Bel. Bellario. 

Are. Thou canst sing and play? 

Bel. If grief will give me leave, madam, I 
can. 

Arc. Alas, what kind of grief can thy 
years know? 

Hadst thou a curst’ master when thou 
went’st to school? 

Thou art not capable of other grief; 

Thy brows and cheek:; are smooth as waters 
be 

When no breath troubles them: believe me, 
boy. 

‘ Th«m me iit lliy service. 

* Cross. 
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Care seeks out wrinkled brows and hollow 
eyes, 

And builds himself caves, to abide in them. 
Come, sir, tell me truly, doth your lord 
love me? 

Bel. Love, madam! I know not what it 

is. “ 

Are. Canst thou know grief, and never yet 

knew’st love? 

Thou art deceived, boy. Does he speak of 
me 

As if he wished me well? 

Bel. If it be love 

To forget all respect of his own friends 
With thinking of your face; if it be love 
To sit cross-armed and sigh away the daj . 
Mingled with starts, crying your name 
loud 

And hastily as men i’ the streets do fite, 

If it be love to weep himself away 
When he but hears of any lady dead « 

Or killed, because it might have been j'our 

If, when he goes to rest (which will not be). 
’Twixt every prayer he says, to name you 


once, 

As others drop a bead, be to be in love. 
Then, madam, I dare swear he loves you. 
Are. 0, y’are a cunning boy, and taught 

to lie , 

For your lord’s credit! but thou knowst a 

lie 

That bears this sound is welcomer to me 
Than any truth that says he loves me not. 
Lead the w’ay, boy. — Do you attend me 
too.- CTo Lady] - 

’Tis thy lord’s business hastes me thu>. 
Away! 


[SCENE IV] 

[Before Pharamond’s Lodging in the Court 

of the Palacef 

Enter Dion, Cleremo^'t, Thrasiline, 
Megra, ond Galatea 

Dion. Come, ladies, shall we talk a round? 

As men , 

Do walk a mile, women should talk an hour 

After supper: ’tis their exercise. 

Gal. ’Tis late. 

Meg. ’Tis all . 

My eyes will do to lead me to my bed. 


Gnl. I fear, they arc so heavy, you’ll 
scarce find 

The way to your own lodging with ’em to- 
night. 

Enter Pharamond 


Thra. The prince! 

Pha. Not a-bed, ladies? y’are good sitters- 
up: 

What think you of a pleasant dream, to last 
Till morning? 

Meg. I should choose, my lord, a pleasing 
wake before it. 


Enter Arethusa and Bellario 

Are. ’Tis well, my lord; y’arc courting of 
these ladies.— 

1st not late, gentlemen? 

Cle. Ves, madam. 

Are. Wait you there. Exit 

Meg. She’s jealous, as I live.— 

Look you, my lord, 

The princess has a Hylas. an Adonis. 

Pha. His form is angel-like. » 

Meg. Why, this is he that must, when you 

are wed, 

Sit by your pillow, like young Apollo, with 
His hand and voice binding your thoughts 
in sleep; 

The princess does provide him for you and 
for herself. 

Pha I find no music in these boys. 

Meg. „ Norl: 

They can do little, and that small they do, 
They have not wit to hide. 

Dion. Serves he the princess? 

Thra. Yes. 

Dion. ’Tis a sweet boy: how brave ^ she 

keeps him! 

Pha. Ladies all, good rest; I mean to kill 

a buck * 

To-morroAV morning ere y’ ave done your 

dreams. 

Meg. All happiness attend your grace! 
[Exit Pharamond] Gentlemen, good 

rest. — 

Come, shall we to-bed? 

QqI^ Yes. — All good night. 

Dion. May your dreams be true to you! — 

Exeunt Gal.atea and Megra 
What shall we do, gallants? ’tis late. The 
King 

» H.imlsoincly dressed. 
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Is up see, he comes; a guard along 
With him. 

Enter King, Arethusa, and Guard 

King. Look your intelligence bo true. 

Arc. Upon my life, it is; and I do hope 
Your highness will not tie me to a man « 
That in the heat of wooing throws me off, 
And takes another. 

Dion. What should this mean? 

King. If it be true, 

That lady had been better have * embraced 
Cureless diseases. Get you to your rest: 

You shall be righted. 

Exeunt Arethvsa and Belmrio 
— Gentlemen, draw near; 
We shall employ you. Is young Pharamond 
Como to his lodging? 

Dion. I saw him enter there. 

King. Haste, some of you, and cunningly 
discover » 

If Megra be in her lodging. {Exit Dion] 
Cle. Sir, 

She parted hence but now, with other ladies. 
King. If she be there, we shall not need 
to make 

A vain discovery of our suspicion. — 

You gods, I see (hat who unrighteously 
Holds wealth or state from others shall be 
cursed 

In that which meaner men are blessed 
withal : 

Ages to come shall know no male of him 
Left to inherit, and his name shall be «> 
Blotted from earth; if he have any child. 

It shall be crossly matched; the gods them- 
selves 

Shall sow wild strife betwixt her lord and 
her. 

Yet, if it be your wills, forgive the sin 
I have committed, let it not fall 
Upon this understanding child of mine! 

She has not broke your laws. But how can 
I 

Look to be heard of gods that must be just, 
Praying upon the ground I hold by 
wrong? *» 

{Re-^cnicr Dion 

Dion. Sir, I have asked, and her women 
swear she is within; but they, I think, are 
baw<ls. I told ’em, I must speak with her; 

‘ A familiar itiium. 


they laughed, and said, their lady lay 
speechless. I said, my business was impor- 
tant; they said, their lady was about it. 1 
grew hot, and cried, my business was a 
matter that concerned life and death; they 
answered, so was sleeping, at which their 
lady was. I urged again, she had scarce 
time to be so since last I saw her; they » 
smiled again, and seemed to instruct me 
that sleeping was nothing but lying down 
and winking.' Answers more direct I could 
not get; in short, sir, I think she is not 
there. 

King. Tis then no time to dally. — You o’ 
the guard, 

Wait at the back door of the prince’s 
lodging, 

And see that none pass thence, upon your 
lives. — {Exeunt Guard] 

Knock, gentlemen; knock loud; louder yet. 
What, has their pleasure taken off their 
hearing? — " 

I’ll break your meditations. — Knock again. — 
Not yet? I do not think he sleeps, having 
this 

Larum by him. — Once more. — Pharamond! 
prince! Pharamond above 

Pha. What saucy groom knocks at this 
dead of night? 

Where be our waiters? * By my vexM 
soul. 

He meets his death that meets me, for his 
boldness. 

King. Prince, prince, you wrong your 
thoughts; we arc your friends: 

Come down. 

Pha. The Kingl 

King. The same, sir. Come down, sir: 
We have cause of present counsel with you. 

Pha. If your grace please to use me, I’ll 
attend yo\i w® 

To your chamber. 

[Enter] Ph.aramond below 

King, No, ’tis too late, prince; I'll moke 
bold with yours. 

Pha. I have some private reasons to my- 
self 

Makes me unmannerly, and say, you can- 
not. — 

Nay, press not forward, gentlemen; he must 
come 

' Closing Uic cyet. ' Attendants. 
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Through my life that comes here. 

King. Sir, be resolved ' I must and will 
come. — Enter! 

Pha. I will not be dishonored: 

He that enters enters upon his death. 

Sir, ’tis a sign you make no stranger of me. 
To bring these renegadoes to my chamber m 
At these unseasoned hours. 

King. Why do you 

Chafe yourself so? you are not wronged nor 
shall be; 

Only I'll search your lodging, for some cause 

To ourself known. — Enter, I say. 

Pha. I say. no. 

[Enier^ Megra above 


Meg. Let ’em enter, prince, let ’em enter; 
I am up and ready: * I know their business; 
’Tis the poor breaking of a lady’s honor 
They hunt so hotly after; let ’em enjoy it. 
You have your business, gentlemen; I lay 
here. 

0, my lord the King, this is not noble in 

you . I 

To make public the weakness of a woman! 
King. Come down. 

Meg. I dare, my lord. Your whootmgs 
and your clamors. 

Your private whispers and your broad fleer- 


mgs, 


Can no more vex my soul than this base 
carriage : ® 

But I have vengeance yet in store for some. 
Shall, in the most contempt you can ha\ e 
of me, 


Be joy and nourishment. 

King. Will you come down? 

Meg. Yes, to laugh at your worst; but I 

shall wring you, 

If my skill fail me not. [Exit above] 

King. Sir, I must dearly chide you for 
this looseness; 

You have wronged a worthy lady: but, no 


more. — 

Conduct him to my lodging and to bed. 

[Exeunt Phabamond and Attendant&J 
Cle. Get him another wench, and you 
bring him to bed indeed. 

Dion. ’Tis strange a man cannot ride a 

stage 

Or two, to breath himself, without a war- 
rant. 


If his gear' hold, that lodging.^ be searched 
thus, 

Pray God we may lie with our own wives in 
safety, 

That they be not by some trick of state 
mistaken 1 !«• 

Enter with Megra [below] 

King. Now, lady of honor, w-here's your 
honor now? 

No man can fit your palate but the prince: 
Thou most ill-shrouded rottenness, thou 
piece 

Made by a painter and a ’pothecary. 

Thou troubled sea of lust, thou wilderne.«s 
Inhabited by wild thoughts, thou swoln 
cloud 

Of infection, thou ripe mine of all diseases. 
Thou all-sin, all-hell, and last all-devils, 
tell me. 

Had you none to pull on with your cour- 
tesies 

But he that must be mine, and wrong my 
daughter? 

By all the gods, all these, and all the pages, 
And all the court, shall hoot thee through 
the court, 

Fling rotten oranges, make ribald rhymes. 
And sear thy name with candles upon walls! 
Do you laugh, lady Venus? 

Meg. Faith, sir, you must pardon me; 

I cannot choose but laugh to see you merry. 
If you do this, 0 King! nay, if you dare do 

it, 

By all those gods you swore by, and as many 
More of my own, I will have fellows, and 
such 

Fellows in it, as shall make noble mirth! 
The princess, your dear daughter, shall stand 
by me 

On walls, and sung in ballads, anything: 
Urge me no more; I know her and her 
haunts. 

Her la>V leaps, and outlays, and will dis- 
cover all ; 

Nay, will dishonor her. I know the boy 
She keeps; a handsome boy, about eighteen; 
Know what she does with him, where, and 
when. 

Come, sir, you put me to a woman’s mad- 
ness, 

1 Matter. ’ Deceits. 


' Assured. 


* Dressed. 


* Conduct. 
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Thn glory of a fur>'; and if I do not 
Do it to the height — 

King. What boy is this she raves at? 
Meg. Alas! goo<I-mincled prince, you know 
not these things! 

I am loath to reveal ’em. Keep this 
fault. 

As you would keep your health from the 
hot air 

Of the corruptetl people, or, by heaven, 

I will not fall alone. What I have known 
Shall be as public as a print; all tongues 
Shall speak it as they <lo the language they 
Are born in, as free and commonly; I’ll set 

it, 

Like a prodigiou.s star,' for all to gaze at, i» 
And so high and glowing, that other king- 
doms far and foreign 

Shall read it there, nu}', travel with it, till 
they find 

No tongue to make it more, nor no more 
people; 

And then behold the fall of your fair 
princess! 

King. Has she a boy? 

Cle. So please your grace, I have seen a 
boy wait on her, 

A fair boy. 

King. Go, get you to your quarter; 
For this time I will study to forget you. 
Meg. Do you study to forget me, and I'll 
study 

To forget you. »» 

Exeunt King, Megra, and Guard 
Cle. Why, hero’s a male spirit fit for 
Hercules. If ever there be Nine Worthies of 
Women, this wench shall ride astride and be 
their captain. 

Dion. Sure, she has a garrison of devils 
in her tongue, she uttered such balls of 
wildfire: she has so nettled the King, that 
all the doctors in (he countr>' will scarce 
cure him. That boy was a strange-found- 
out antidote to cure her infection; that »» 
boy, that princess’ boy; that brave, chaste, 
virtuous lady’s boy; and a fair boy, a well- 
spoken boyl All these considered, can make 
nothing else, — but there I leave you, gentle- 
men. 

Thra. Nay, we’ll go wander with you. 

Exeunt 

' A cumoJ. 


ACT III, SCENE I 
[The Court of the Palace} 

Enter Cleremont, Dion, and Thrasiunb 

Cle. Nay, doubtless, ’tis true. 

Dion. Ay; and ’tis the gods 
That raised this punishment, to scourge the 
King 

With his own issue. Is it not a shame 
For us that should write noble in the land, 

For us that should be freemen, to behold 
A man that is the braven.' of his age, 
Philaster, pressed down from his royal right 
By this regardless' King? and only look 
.\nd see the scepter ready to be cast w 
Into the hands of that lascivious lady 
That lives in lust with a smooth boy, now 
to bo married 

To yon strange prince, who, but that people 
please 

To let him be a prince, is born a slave 
In that which should be his most noble part. 
His mind? 

Thra. That man that would not stir 
with you 

To aid Philaster, let the gods forget 
That such a creature walks upon the earth 1 
Cle, Philaster is too backward in’t him- 
self, 

The gentry' do await it, and the people, « 
Against their nature,* are all bent for him, 
And like a field of standing corn, that’s 
moved 

With a stiff gale, their heads bow all one 
way. 

Dion. The only cause that draws Philaster 
back 

From this attempt is the fair princess* love, 
Which he admires, and we can now confute. 
Thra. Perhaps he’ll not believe it. 

Dion. Why, gentlemen, ’tis without ques- 
tion so. 

Cle. Ay, 'tis past speech, she lives dis- 
honestly ; 

But how shall we, if he be curious,* work » 
Upon his faith? 

Thra. We all are satisfied within our- 
selves. 

Dion. Since it is true, and tends to his 
owm good, 

' Neglectful. 

* Contmn’ to the usual disposition of the mob. 

•* lU'inaiui evidence. 
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I’ll make this new report to be my knowl- 
edge; 

ni say I know it; nay, I’ll swear I saw it. 
Cle. It will be best. 

Thra. Twill move him. 

Dion. Here he comes. 

Enter Phimster 

Good morrow to your honor: we have spent 

Some time in seeking you. 

Phi. My w'orthy friends, 

You that can keep your memories to know 
Your friend in miseries, and cannot frown *o 
On men disgraced for virtue, a good day 
Attend you all! What serv'ice may I do 
Worthy your acceptation? 

Dion. My good lord, 

We come to urge that virtue, which we 
know 

Lives in your breast, forth. Rise, and make 
a head : ^ 

The nobles and the people are all dulled 
With this usurping King; and not a man. 
That ever heard the word, or knew such a 
thing 

As virtue, but will second your attempts. 

Phi. How honorable is this love in you «> 
To me that have deserved none! Know, my 
friends, 

(You, that were born to shame your poor 
Philaster 

With too much courtesy,) I could afford 
To melt myself in thanks; but my designs 
Are not yet ripe : suffice it, that ere long 
I shall employ your loves; but yet the time 
Is short of what I would. 

Dion. The time is fuller, sir, than you 
expect ; 

That which hereafter will not, perhaps, be 

reached 

By violence may now be caught. As for the 
King, “ 

You know the people have long hated him; 
But now the princess whom they loved — 
Phi. Why, what of her? 

Dion. Is loathed as much as he. 

Phi. By what strange means? 

Dion. She’s known a whore. 

Phi. Thou best I 

Dion. My lord— 

Phi. Thou best, 

Offers to draw, and is held 

* Raise a rebellion. 


And thou shalt feel it! I had thought thy 
mind 

Had been of honor. Thus to rob a lady 
Of her good name, is an infectious sin 
Not to be pardoned: be it false as hell. 
Twill never be redeemed, if it be sown 
.Amongst the people, fruitful to increase 70 
.All evil they shall hear. Let me alone, 
That I may cut off falsehood whilst it 
springs! 

Set hills on hills betwixt me and the man 
That utters this, and I will scale them all, 
.And from the utmost top fall on his neck 
Like thunder from a cloud. 

Dion. This is most strange; 

Sure he does love her. 

Phi. I do love fair truth: 

She is my mistress,* and w-ho injures her 
Draws vengeance from me, sirs. Let go 
my arms. 

Thra. Nay, good my lord, be patient. » 
Cle. Sir, remember this is your honored 
friend, 

That comes to do his service, and will show 
you 

Why he uttered this. 

Phi. I ask you pardon, sir; 

My zeal to truth made me unmannerly: 
Should I have heard dishonor spoke of you, 
Behind your back, untruly, I had been 
As much distempered and enraged as now. 
Dion. But this, my lord, is truth. 

Phi. 0 , say not so! Good sir, forbear to 

say so; 

Tis then truth that womankind is false: «> 
Urge it no more; it is impossible. 

Why should you think the princess light? 
Dion. Why, she was taken at it. 

Phi. ’Tis false! by heaven, ’tis false! it 
cannot be ! 

Can it? Speak, gentlemen; for God’s love, 
speak ! 

Is't possible? can women all be damned? 
Dion. Why, no, my lord. 

Why, then, it cannot be. 

Dion. And she was taken with her boy. 

Phi. boy? 

Dion. A page, a boy that serves her. 

Phi. O, good gods! 

A little boy? 

Dion. Ay; know you him, my lord? 
Phi. Hell and sin know him! — Sir, you 
are deceived • 

» Betrothed. 
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I’ll reason it a little coldly with you: 

If .<he were lustful, would she take a boy. 

That knows not yet desire? she would have 
one 

Should meet her thoughts and know the sm 
ho acts, 

Which is the great delight of wickedness. 

You are abused.' and so is she, and I. 

Dion. How you. my lord? 

Phi. Why, all the world's abused 

In an unjust report. 

Dion. O. noble sir, your virtues 

Cannot look into the s\ibtle thoughts of 
woman! 

In short, my lord, I took them; I myself. 

Phi. Now, all the deviU, thou didst I Fly 
from my rage! 

Would thou hadst ta'en devils engendering 
plagiies. 

When thou did’st take them! Hide thee 
from mine eyes! 

Would thou hadst taken thunder on thy 
breast. 

When thou didst take them; or been 
strucken dumb 

For ever; that this foul deed might have 
slept 

In silence! 

Thra. Have yo»i known him so ill- 
tempered? 

Clc. Never before. 

Phi. The winds, that arc let loa*^e 

From the four several cornel's of the earth. 

And spread themselves all over sea and 
land. *•» 

Kiss not a chaste one. What friend bears a 
sword 

To run me thorough? 

Dion. Why, my lord, are you so movcil 
at this? 

Phi. When any fall from virtue, I am 
distract ; ’ 

I liave an interest in’t. 

Dion. Hut. gooil my lord, recall yourself, 
and think 

What’s best to be done. 

Phi. I thank you; I will do it: 

Please you to leave me; I’ll consider of it. 

To-morrow I will lind your lodging forth, 

.And give you answer. 

Dion. All the gods direct you 

The readiest way I 

Thra. He wa.s extreme impatient. 


Cle. It was his virtue and his noble mind. 
Exeunt Dion, Clehemont, and Thr.asilinb 
Phi. I had forgot to ask him where he 
took them; 

ril follow him. 0. that I had a sea 
Within my breast, to quench the fire I feel I 
More circumstances will but fan this fire: 

It more afflicts me now, to know by whom 
This deed is done, than simply that ’tis 
done ; 

.And he that tells me this is honorable, 

As far from lies as she is far from truth. 

0, that, like beasts, we could not grieve 
ourselves 

With that we see not! Bulls and rams will 
fight 

To keep their females, standing in their 
sight ; 

But take 'em from them, and you take at 
once 

Their spleens away; and they will fall again 
Unto their pastures, growing fresh and fat; 
And taste the waters of the springs as sweet 
As ’twas before, finding no start in sleep: 

But miserable man — 

Enter Bell^kwo 

See, see. you gods, uo 
Ho walks still; and the face you let him 
wear 

When he was innocent is still the same, 

Not blasted! Is this justice? do you mean 
To intrap mortality, that you allow 
Treason so smooth a brow? 1 cannot now 
Think ho is guilty. 

liel. Health to you, my lord! 

The princess doth commend her love, her 
life, 

.And this, unto you. Gives a letter 

Phi. 0. Bellario, 

Now I perceive slie loves me I slie does 
show it 

In loving thee, my boy: she has made thee 
bravo. 

Bel. My lord, she has attired me past my 
wish. 

Past my desert ; more fit for her attendant, 
Though far unfit for me who do attend. 

Phi. Thou art grown courtly, boy. — 0, let 
all women. 

That love black deeds, learn to dissemble 
here. 

Here, by this paper! She doe: write to me 
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As if her heart were mines of adamant 
To all the world besides; but. unto me, 

A maiden-snow that melted with my 
looks. — 

Tell me, my boy, how doth the princess use 
thee? 

For I shall guess her love to me by that. 
Bel. Scarce like her servant, but as if I 
were 

Something allied to her, or had preserved 
Her life three times by my fidelity; 

As mothers fond do use their only sons. 

As I’d use one that’s left unto my trust, 

For whom my life should pay if he met 
harm, 

So she does use me. 

Phi. Why. this is wondrous well: 

But what kind language does she feed thee 
with? 

Bel. Why, she does tell me she will trust 
my youth 

With all her loving secrets, and does call me 
Her pretty servant ; bids me weep no more 
For leaving you; she’ll sec my sendees 
Regarded: and such words of that soft 
strain, 

That I am nearer weeping when she ends 
Than ere she spake. 

Phi. This is much better still. 

Bel. Are you not ill, my lord? 

Phi. 111! no, Bcllano. 

Bel. Methinks your words 
Fall not from off your tongue so evenly. 
Nor is there in your looks that quietness 

That I was wont to see. 

Phi. Thou art deceived, boy: 

And she strokes thy head? 

Bel. Yes. 

Phi. And she does clap thy cheeks? 

Bel. She does, my lord. 

Phi. And she does kiss thee, boy? ha! 

Bel. How, my lord f 

Phi. She kisses thee? 

Bel. Never, my lord, by heaven 1 

Phi. That’s strange: I know she does. 

Bel. No, by my life! 

Phi. Why. then, she does not love me. 
Come, she does. ., 

I bade her do it; I charged her, by a 
charms 

Of love between us, by the hope of pe^^e 
We should enjoy, to yield thee all delights 
Naked as to her bed; I took her oath 


lOO 


Thou should’st enjoy her. Tell me, gentle 
boy. 

Is she not paralleless? is not her breath 

Sweet as Arabian winds when fruits are 
ripe? 

Arc not her breasts two liquid ivory balls? 

Is she not all a lasting mine of joy? 

Bel. Ay. now I see why my disturbed 

thoughts 

Were so perplexed : when first I went to her. 

My heart held augur^^ You are abused; 

Some villain has abused you: I do see aio 

Whereto you tend. Fall rocks upon his 
head 

That put this to you! ’tis some subtle 
train ' 

To bring that noble frame of yours to 
nought. 

Phi. Thou think’st I will be angry with 
thee. Come. 

Thou shalt know all my drift: I hate her 


more 

Than I love happiness, and placed thee 
there 

To pry with narrow eyes into her deeds. 
Hast thou discovered? is she fallen to lust. 
As I would wish her? Speak some comfort 
to me. 

Bel. My lord, you did mistake the boy 
you sent : 

Had she the lust of sparrows or of goats. 
Had she a sin that way. hid from the world. 
Beyond the name of lust. I would not aid 
Her base desires: but what I came to know 
As servant to her. I would not reveal. 

To make my life last ages. 

Phi^ O my heart 1 

This is a salve worse than the main 
disease. — 

Tell me thy thoughts; for I will know the 


least 

That dwells within thee, or will np thy 
heart 

To know it ; I will sec thy thoughts as plain 
As I do now thy face. 

Why, so you do. m 
She is (for aught I know), by all the gods. 
As chaste as ice! but were she foul as hell, 
And I did know it thus, the breath of kings. 
The points of swords, tortures, nor bulls of 

brass, 

Should draw it from me. 
phi^ Then it is no time 

» Plot 
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To dally with thee; I will take thy life, 

For I do hate thee: I could curse thee now. 
Bel. If you do hate, you could not curse 
me worse ; 

The gods have not a punishment in store 2*0 

Greater for me than is your hate. 

Fie, fie. 

So young and so dissembling! Tell me when 

And whore thou didst enjoy her, or let 
plagues 

Fall upon me, if I destroy thee not ! 

[Drau'.'f his sword\ 
Bel. Heaven knows I never did ; and 
when I lie 

To save my life, may I live long and 
loathed ! 

Hew me asunder, and. whilst I can think, 

I’ll love those pieces you have cut away 

Better than those that grow, and kiss those 
limbs 

Because you made ’em so. 

Fcar’st thou not death? 


Can boys contemn that? 

0, what boy is he 
Can be content to live to be a man, 

That sees the best of men thus passionate. 
Thus without reason? 

0, but thou dost not know 
What ’tis to die. 

Yes, I do know, my lord: 
'Tis less than to be born; a lasting sleep; 

A quiet resting from all jealousy, 

A thing we all punsue; I know, besides, 

It is but giving over of a game 


That must be lo.^st. 

Phi. But there are pains, false boy, 

For perjured souls: think but on those,’ and 
then 

Thy heart, will melt, and thou wilt utter all. 
Bel. May they fall all upon me whilst I 
live, 

If I be perjured, or have ever thought 
Of that j'on charge me with! If I be false, 
Send me to suffer in thovse punishments 
You speak of; kill me! 


7'**- 0. what should I do? 

Why, who can but believe him? he does 
swear 

So earnestly, that if it were not true, 

The gods would not endure him. Rise 
Bellario: ^ 


Thy protestations are .so deep, and thou 
Dost look so truly when thou utter’st them. 


That, though I know ’em false as were my 
hopes, 

I cannot urge thee further. But thou wert 
To blame to injure me, for I must love 
Thy honest looks, and take no revenge upon 
Thy tender youth; a love from me to thee 
Is firm, whate'er thou dost: it troubles me 
That I have called the blood out of thy 
cheeks. 

That did so W’ell become thee. But, good 
boy, 

Let me not see thee more: something is 
done 

That will distract me, that will make me 
mad, 

If I behold thee. If thou tender's! me, 

Let mo not see thee. 

I will fly as far 

As there is morning, ere I give distaste 
To that most honored mind. But through 
these tears, 

Shed at my hopeless parting, I can see 
A world of treason practised upon you, 
And her, and me. Farewell for evermore 1 
If you shall hear that sorrow struck me 
dead, w 

And after find me loyal, let there be 
A tear shed from you in my memory, 

An<l I shall rest in peace. Exit Bel. 

Blessing be with thee, 
Whatever thou deservest 1—0, where shall I 
Oo bathe this body? Nature too unkind; 
That made no medicine for a troubled mind I 

Exit Phi. 

[SCENE II] 

[Arct/iusa's Apartment in the Palace} 

Enter Arethusa 

Arc. I marvel my boy comes not back 
again; 

But that I know my love will question him 
Over and over, — how I slept, waked, talked, 
How I remembered him when his dear name 
Was last spoke, and how when I sighed, 
wept, sung. 

And ton thousand such, — I sliould be aLgry 
at his stay. 


Enter Kino 

King. What, at your meditations I Who 
attends you? 
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Are. None but my single self: I need no 
•’uard ; 

I do no wrong, nor fear none 
King. Tell me, have you not a boy? 

Are. Yes, sir. lo 

King. What kind of boy? 
i4re. A page, a waiting-boy. 

King. A handsome boy? 

Are. I think he be not ugly, sir: 

Well qualified and dutiful I know him; 

I took him not for beauty. 

King. He speaks and sings and plays? 
Are. Yes, sir. 

King. About eighteen? 

Are. I never asked his age. 

King. Is he full of ser\dce? 

Are. By your pardon, why do you ask? 
King. Put him away. 

Are. Sir ! 

King. Put him away, I say. 

H’as done you that good service shames me 
to speak of. 

Are. Good sir, let me understand you. 
King. If you fear me, 

Show it in duty; put away that boy. 

Are. Let me have reason for it, sir, and 
then 

Your will is my command. 

King. Do you not blush to ask it? Cast 
him off, 

Or I shall do the same to you. Y’are one 
Shame with me, and so near unto myself. 
That, by my life, I dare not tell myself 
What you, myself, have done. 

Are. What have I done, my lord? 

King. ’Tis a new language, that all love 
to learn: " 

The common people speak it well already; 
They need no grammar. Understand me 
well ; 

There be foul whispers stirring. Cast him 
off. 

And suddenly: do it I Farewell. Erit 

Are. Where may a maiden live securely 
free. 

Keeping her honor fair? Not with the liv- 
ing; 

They feed upon opinions, errors, dreams, 
And make ’em truths; they draw a nourish- 
ment 

Out of defamings grow upon disgraces; 
And, when they see a virtue fortified 
Strongly above the battery of their tongues, 


0, how they cast’ to sink it! and, defeated, 
(Soul-sick with poison) strike the monu- 
ments 

Where noble names lie sleeping, till they 
sweat, 

And the cold marble melt. 

Enter Philaster 

Phi. Peace to your fairest thoughts, my 
dearest mistress! 

Are. 0 my dearest servant * I have a war 
within me! 

Phi. He must be more than man that 
makes these crystals 

Run into rivers. Sweetest fair, the cause? 
.And, as I am your slave, tied to your good- 
ness, 60 

Your creature, made again from what I was 
And newly-spirited, I’ll right your honor. 

Are. O my best love, that boy! 

Phi. What boy? 

Are. The pretty boy you gave me — 

Phi. What of him? 

Are. Must be no more mine. 

Phi. Why? 

Are. They are jealous of him. 

Phi. Jealous! who? 

Are. The Kinig. 

Phi. 0, my misfortune! 

Then ’tis no idle jealousy.’ — Let him go. 

Arc. O. cruel! 

Are you hard-hearted too? Who shall now 
tell you 60 

How much I loved you? who shall swear it 
to you, 

And weep the tears I send? who shall now 
bring you 

Letters, rings, bracelets? lose his health in 
ser\'ice? 

Wake tedious nights in stories of your 
praise? 

Who shall now sing your crying elegies. 

And strike a sad soul into senseless pictures, 
And make them mourn? who shall take up 
his lute. 

And touch it till he crown a silent sleep 
Upon my eye-lids, making me dream, and 

cry, 

‘0 my dear, dear Philaster!’ 

Phi. iaside'l O my heart! to 

* Devise. 

* Accepted suitor, lover. 

* Susipicion. 
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Would he had broken thee, that made me 
know 

This lady was not loyal! — Mistress, 

Fortjet the boy; I'll get thee a far better. 

Arc. 0. never, never such a boy again 
As my Bellario! 

Phi. Tis but your fond affection. 

Arc. WiUi thee, my boy, farewell for ever 
All secrecy in servants! Farewell faith, 
And all desire to do well for itself! 

Let all that shall succeed thee for thy 
wrongs 

Sell and betray chaste love! 

Phi. And all this passion for a boy? 

Are. He was your boy, and you put him 
to me, 

And the loss of such must have a mourning 
for. 

Phi. 0 thou forgetful woman! 

How, my lord? 

Phi. False Arethusa! 

Hast thou a medicine to restore my wits, 
When I have lost ’em? If not, leave to talk. 
And do thus. 

Arc. Do what, sir? would you sleep? 
Phi. For ever. Arethu.'^a. 0 you gods. 
Give me a worthy patience! Have I stood fo 
Naked, alone, the .shock of many fortunes? 
Have I seen mischiefs numberless and 
mighty 

Grow like a sea upon me? Have I taken 
Danger as .stern as death into my bosom. 
And laughed upon it, nuule it but a mirtli. 
And flung it by? Do I live now like him. 
Under this tyrant King, that languishing 
Hears his sa<i bell and secs liis mourners? 
Do I 

Bear all this bravely, and must sink at 
length 

Under a woman’s fal.sehood? 0. that boy, m. 
That cur.'^(Mi boy! None but a villain boy 
To ease your lust? 

Nay. then, I am betrayed; 

I feel the plot cast for my overthrow. 

0, I am wretched! 

Phi. Now you may take that little right 
I liave 

To this poor kingdom: give it to your joy; 
For I have no joy in it. Some far place.' 
Where never womankind (hirst set her foot 
For' bursting with her poisons, must I seek. 
And live to curse you: no 

' For fear of. 


There dig a cave, and preach to birds and 
beasts 

What woman is, and help to save them from 
you; 

How heaven is in your eyes, but in your 
hearts 

More hell than hell has; how your tongues, 
like scorpions,' 

Both heal and poison; how your thoughts 
are woven 

With thousand changes in one subtle web. 
And worn so by you; how that foolish man, 
That read.s the story of a woman’s face 
And dies believing it, is lost for ever; 

How all the good you have is but a shadow, 
r the morning with you, and at night be- 
hind you in 

Past and forgotten; how your vows are 
frosts. 

Fast' for a night, and with the next sun 
gone; 

How you are being taken all together, 

\ mere confusion, and so dead a chaos, 
That love cannot distinguish. These sad 
texts, 

Till my last hour, I am bound to utter of 
you. 

So, farewell all my woe, all my delight I 

Erit Phi. 

Are. Be merciful, ye gods, and strike me 
dead ! 

What way have I tlesened this? Make my 
breast m 

Transparent as pure crj’stal, that the world. 
Jealous of me, may see the foulest thought 
My heart holds. Where shall a woman turn 
her eyes. 

To find out constancy? 

Enter Bexl.\rio 

Save me, how black 
And guiltily, methinks, that boy looks nowl 
O tho»i dissembler, that, before thou spakest, 
Wert in thy cradle false, sent to make lies 
And betray innocents! Thv lord and thou 
May glor>' in the ashes of a maid 
Fooled by her passion; but the conquest is 
Nothing so great as wicked. Fly away! m 

Lot my command force thee to that whidi 
shame 

W^ould do without it. If thou understood’st 

' The old bollof was that scorpions “laid to their 
own wounds.” euro Uuni. 

^ Lasting. 
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The loathM office thou hast undergone, 
Why, thou wouldst hide thee under heaps 
of hills, 

Lest men should dig and find thee. 

Bel. 0. what god. 

Angry with men, hath sent this strange 
disease 

Into the noblest minds! Madam, this grief 
You add unto me is no more than drops 
To seas', for which they are not seen to 
swell; 

My lord hath struck his anger through my 
heart, 

And let out all the hope of future joys. 
You need not bid me fly; I came to part. 
To take my latest leave. Farewell for ever! 
I durst not nm away in honesty 
From such a lady, like a boy that stole 
Or made some grievous fault. The power of 
gods 

Assist you in your sufferings! Hasty time 
Reveal the truth to your abused lord 
And mine, that he may know your w'orth; 
whilst I 

Go seek out some forgotten place to die! 

Exit Bel. 

Are. Peace guide thee! Thou nast over- 
thrown me once; 

Yet, if I had another Troy to lose, 

Thou, or another villain with thy looks, 
Might talk me out of it, and send me naked. 
My hair dishevelled, through the fiery 
streets. 

Enter a Lady 

Lady. Madam, the King would hunt, and 
calls for you 
With earnestness. 

Are. I am in tune to hunt! 

Diana, if thou canst rage ' with a maid 
As with a man,* let me discover thee 
Bathing, and turn me to a fearful hind, 
That I may die pursued by cruel hounds. 

And have my story written in my wounds ! 

Exeunt 

ACT IV, SCENE I 
[Be/ore the Palace'l 

Enter King, Pharamond, Abethusa, Gala- 
tea, Meora, Dion, Cleremont, Thrasi- 
UNB, and Attendants 

King. What, are the hounds before and 
all the woodmen, 

* Become enraged with* * Actaeon. 


Our horses ready and our bows bent? 

Dion. All, sir. 

King. V’are cloudy, sir: come, we have 
forgotten [To Pharamond] 

Your venial trespass; let not that sit heavy 
Upon your spirit ; here’s none dare utter it. 

Dion. He looks like an old surfeited stal- 
lion after his leaping, dull as a dormouse. 
See how he sinks! The wench has shot him 
between wind and water,' and, I hope, 
sprung a leak. lo 

Thra. He needs no teaching, he strikes 
sure enough: his greatest fault is, he hunts 
too much in the purlieus; would ho would 
leave off poaching! 

Dion. And for his horn, h’sus left it at the 
lodge where he lay late. 0, he’s a precious 
limehound!* turn him loose upon the pur- 
suit of a lady, and if he lose her. hang him 
up i’ the slip. When my fox-bitch Beauty 
grows proud, I’ll borrow him. so 

King. Is your boy turned away? 

Arc. You did command, sir, and I obeyed 
3 'ou. 

King. Tis well tlonc. Hark yc further. 

[They talk apart] 

Clc. Is’t possible this fellow should re- 
pent? methinks, that were not noble in 
him; and yet he looks like a mortified mem- 
ber, as if he had a sick man’s salve* in’s 
mouth. If a worse man had done this fault 
now, some physical* justice or other m 
would presently (without the help of an 
almanac^) have opened the obstructions of 
his liver, and let him blood w'ith a dog-whip. 

Dion. See, how modestly yon lady looks, 
as if she came from churching with her 
neighbor! Why, what a devil can a man 
see in her face but that she’s honest ! ® 

Thra. Faith, no great matter to speak of; 
a foolish twinkling with the eye, that spoils 
her coat;' but he must be a cunning 
herald that finds it. 

Dion. See how they muster one another! 
0 there’s a rank regiment where the devil 
carries the colors and his dam drum-major! 
now the world and the flesh come behind 
with the carriage.* 

1 Mortally = Hunting dog. 

» was a religious book called The Sick Plan’s 

Saive , 1561. 

prcscrYbcd'as to blood-letting. 

* Coaf of amis, a star meant a younger branch. 

» Luggage. 
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CIc. Sure this lady has a good turn done 
her against her will; before she was common 
talk, now none dare say cantharides’ can 
stir her. Her face looks like a warrant, «> 
willing and commanding all tongues, as they 
will answer it. to be tied up and bolted 
when this lady means to let herself loose. 
As I live, she has got her a goodly protec- 
tion and a gracious; and may use her body 
discreetly, for her health’s sake, once a week, 
excepting Lent and dog-days. O, if they 
were to be got for money, what a great sum 
would come out of the city for these li- 
censes ! oo 

King. To horse, to horse! we lose the 
morning, gentlemen. Exeunt 

[SCENE II] 

[A Forest'\ 

Enter two Woodmen* 

1 Wood. What, have you lodged the 
deer? 

2 Wood. Yes, vhey are ready for the bow. 

1 Wood. Who shoots? 

2 Wood. The princess. 

1 Wood. No. she’ll hunt. 

2 Wood. She’ll take a stand, I say. 

1 Wood. Who else? 

2 Wood. Why, the young stranger-prince. 

1 Wood. Ho shall shoot in a stone- « 
bow ^ for mo. I never loved his beyond-sea- 
ship since ho forsook the say, for paying ten 
shillings.* He was there at the fall of a 
deer, and would needs (out of his mighti- 
ness) give ten groats for the dowcets;* 
marr>', his steward would have the velvet- 
head" into the bargain, to turf^ his hat 
withal. I think he should love venery; he 
is an old Sir Tristram;* for. if you be re- 
membered. he forsook the stag once to » 
strike a rascal" miching^" in a meadow, and 
her he killed in the eye. Who shoots else? 

2 Wood. The lady Galatea. 

^ Spanisli Hy, a prt)vocativo. 

^ A (‘niviliosv stones. 

* Assay (If slitting of the <lc*er which Pharamond 
shirk Oil to sjivo the {tx\ 

® A clutice part, 

^ In allusion to the new horns covered with down, 

‘ t'over. 

* A fried Imntor. 

^ A derr in unfit condition, 

Stcalin.< away. 


1 Wood. That’s a good wench, an she 
would not chide us for tumbling of her 
women in the brakes. She’s liberal, and, by 
the gods, they say she’s honest; and whether 
that be a fault or no, I have nothing to do. 
There’s all? 

2 Wood. No. one more; Megra. » 

1 Wood. That’s a firker,' i’ faith, boy; 

there’s a wench will ride her haunches as 
hard after a kennel of hounds as a hunting 
saddle, and when she comes home, get ’em 
clapt, and all is well again. I have known 
her lose herself three times in one afternoon 
(if the woods have been answerable),* and 
it has been work enough for one man to 
find her, and he has sweat for it. She rides 
well and she pays well. Hark I let’s go. « 

Exeunt 

Enter Philaster 

Phi. 0, that I had been nourished* in 
these woods 

With milk of goats and acorns, and not 
known 

The right of crowns nor the dissembling 
trains 

Of women’s looks; but digged myself a cave, 
Where I, my fire, my cattle, and my bed, 
Might have been shut together in one shed; 
.And then had taken me some mountain- 
girl, 

Beaten with winds, chaste as the hardened 
rocks 

Whereon she dwelt, that might have strewed 
my bed 

With leaves and reeds, and with the skins of 
beasts, so 

Our neighbors, and have borne at her big 
breasts, 

My large coarse issue I This had been a life 
Free from vexation. 

Enter Bell.\rio 

Bel. 0 wicked menl 
An innocent may walk safe among beasts; 
Nothing assaults me here. See, my griev^ 
lord 

Sits as his soul wore searching out a way 
To leave his body! — Pardon me, that must 
Break thy last commandment; for I must 
speak : 

* .V rousv*-. 


* SuUiii lo. 
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You that are grieved can pity; hear, my 
lord ! »*' 

Phi. Is there a creature yet so miserable, 
That I can pity? 

Bel. 0 my noble lord, 

View my strange fortune, and bestow on me, 
According to your bounty (if my sendee 
Can merit nothing), so much as may serve 
To keep that little piece I hold of life 
From cold and hunger! 

Phi. Is it thou? begone! 

Go, sell those misbeseeming clothes thou 
wear'st. 

And feed thyself with them. 

Bel. Alas, my lord, I can get nothing for 
them! ™ 

The silly countr>'-people think ’tis treason 
To touch such gay things. 

Phi. Now, by the gods, this is 

Unkindly done, to vex me with thy sight. 
Th’art fallen again to thy dissembling trade: 
How shouldst thou think to cozen me 
again? 

Remains there yet a plague untried for me? 
Even so thou wep’st, and looked’st, and 
spok’st, when first 
I took thee up. 

Curse on the time! If thy commanding 
tears 

Can work on any other, use thy art; “ 
I’ll not betray it. Which way wilt thou 
take? 

That I may shun thee, for thine eyes are 
poison 

To mine, and I am loath to grow in rage: 
This way, or that way? 

Bel. Any will serve ; but I will choose to 
have 

That path in chase that leads unto my 
grave. Exeunt sevctolly 

Enter Dion, and the tufo Woodmen 

Dion. This is the strangest sudden 
chance! — You, woodman! 

1 Wood. My lord Dion? 

Dion. Saw you a lady come this w’ay on a 
sable horse studded with stars of white? 

2 Wood. Was she not young and tall? 
Dion. Yes. Rode she to the wood or to 

the plain? 

2 Wood. Faith, my lord, we saw none. 
Dion. Pox of your questions then! 

Exeunt Woodmen 


Enter Cleremont 


What, is she found? 

Cle. Nor will be, I think. 

Dion. Let him seek his daughter himself. 
She cannot stray about a little necessar>' 
natural business, but the whole court must 
be in arms: when she has done, we shall loo 
have peace. 

Cle. There’s already a thousand fatherless 
tales amongst us. Some say, her horee ran 
aw'ay with her; some, a wolf pursued her; 
others, 'twas a plot to kill her, and that 
armed men were seen in the wood: but 
questionless she rode away willingly. 

Enter King and Thbasiline 


King. Where is she? 

Cle. Sir, I cannot tell. 


King. 

Anewor mp (tct aeain! 


How’s that? 


Cle. Sir, shall I lie? 

King. Yes, lie and damn, rather than tell 
me that. 


I say again, where is she? Mutter not! — 
Sir, speak you; where is she? 

Dion. Sir, I do not know. 

King. Speak that again so boldly, and, by 


heaven. 


It is thy last!— You, fellows, answer me; 
Where is she? Mark me, all; I am your 
king : 

I wish to see ray daughter; show her me; 

I do command you all, as you are subjects. 
To show her me! What! am I not your 


king? 

If ay, then am I not to be obeyed? 

Ditm. Yes, if you command things pos- 
sible and honest. 

King. Things possible and honest! Hear 
me, thou— 

Thou traitor, that darest confine thy king 
to things 

Possible and honest! show her me, 

Or, let me perish, if I cover not 

All Sicily with blood! 

Faith, I cannot, 

Unless you tell me where she is. 

King. You have betrayed me; you have 
let me lose 

The jewel of my life. Go, bring her me. 

And set her here before me: ’tis the King 
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Will have it so; whose breath can still the 
winds, 130 

Uncloud the sun, charm down the swelling 
sea, 

And stop the floods of heaven. Speak, can 
it not? 

Dion. No. 

King. No! cannot the breath of kings 
do this? 

Dion. No; nor smell sweet itself, if once 
the lungs 
Be but corrupted. 

King. Is it so? Take heed I 

Dion. Sir, take you heed how you dare 
the powers 
That must be just. 

King. Alas, what are we kings! 

Why do you gods place us above the rest. 
To be served, flattered, and adored, till we 
Believe we hold within our hands your 
thunder, no 

And when we come to try the power we 
have. 

There’s not a leaf shakes at our threaten- 
ings? 

I have sinned, ’tis true, and here stand to be 
punished ; 

Yet would not thus be punished: let me 
choose 

My way, and lay it on! 

Dion. He articles* with the gods. Would 
somebody would draw bonds for the per- 
formance of covenants betwixt them! 

Enter Pharamond, Gamtea, and Megra 

King. What, is she found? 

Pha. No; we have ta’en her horse; 

He galloped empty by. There’s some 
treason. loo 

You, Galatea, rode with her into the wood; 
Why left you her? 

Gal. She did command me. 

King. Command! you should not. 

Gal. Twould ill become my fortunes and 
my birth 

To disobey the daughter of my King. 

King. V’lirc all cunning to obey us for 
our hurt ; 

But I will have her. 

If I have her not. 

By this hand, there sliall be no more Sicily! 

* Miikos an agn-fnieiit. 


Dion. What, will he carry it to Spain in’s 
pocket? 

Pha. I will not leave one man alive, but 
the King, 

A cook, and a tailor. 

Dion. Yes, you may do well to spare your 
lady-bedfellow; and her you may keep for 
a spawner. 

King. I see the injuries I have done must 
be revenged. 

Dion. Sir, this is not the way to find her 
out. 

King. Run all, disperse yourselves. The 
man that finds her, 

Or (if she be killed) the traitor, I’ll make 
him great. 

Dion. I know some would give five thou- 
stand pounds to find her. ito 

Pha. Come, let us seek. 

King. Each man a several way; here I 
myself. 

Dion. Come, gentlemen, we here. 

Clc. Lady, you must go search too. 

Meg. I had rather be searched myself. 

Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE III] 

[Another pari of the Forest] 

Enter Arethusa 

Are. Where am I now? Feet, find me out 
a way, 

Without the counsel of my troubled head: 

I II follow you boldly about these woods, 
O’er mountains, thorough brambles, pits, 
and floods. 

Heaven, I hope, \\*ill ease me: I am sick, 

[Sits down] 

Enter Bellario 

Bel. [aside] Yonder’s my Indy. God 
knows I want nothing, 

Because I do not wish to live; yet I 
Will try her charity. — 0 hear, you have 
plenty, 

From that flowing store drop some on dry 
ground.— See, 

The lively rod is gone to guard her heart! « 
I fear she faints. — Madam? look up I — She 
breathes not. — 

Open once more those rosy twins, and send 
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Unto my lord your latest farewell 1 — O, she 
stirs. — 

How is it, Madam? speak comfort. 

Are. 'Tis not gently done, 

To put me in a miserable life, 

And hold me there: I prithee, let me go; 

I shall do best without thee; I am well. 

Enter Philaster 

Phi. I am to blame to be so much in 
rage: 

ril tell her coolly when and where I heard 
This killing truth. I will be temperate 
In speaking, and as just in hearing. — 

0, monstrous 1 Tempt me not, you gods! 
good gods, 

Tempt not a frail man! What’s he, that 
has a heart, 

But he must ease it here! 

Bel. My lord, help, help the princess. 

Are. I am well; forbear. 

Phi. Let me love lightning, let me be 
embraced 

And kissed by scorpions, or adore the eyes 
Of basilisks, rather than trust the tongues 
Of hell-bred women! Some good god look 
down. 

And shrink these veins up; stick me here a 
stone. 

Lasting to ages, in the memory 
Of this damned act! — Hear me, you wicked 
ones ! 

You have put hills of fire into this breast, 
Not to be quenched with tears; for which 
may guilt 

Sit on your bosoms! at your meals and beds 
Despair await you! What, before my face? 
Poison of asps between your lipsl diseases 
Be your best issues! Nature make a curse. 

And throw it on you! 

Are. Dear Philaster, leave «» 

To be enraged, and hear me. 

Phi I have done; 

Forgive my passion. Not the calmed sea, 
When iEolus locks up his windy brood, 

Is less disturbed than I: I’ll make you 
know 't. 

Dear Arethusa, do but take this sword, 

[Oj?ers his draxcn swora\ 

And search how temperate a heart I ha^ e , 
Then you and this your boy may live and 
reign 
^ Cease. 


In lust without control. — Wilt thou, Bel- 
lario? “ 

I prithee, kill me : thou art poor, and may’st 
Nourish ambitious thoughts; when I am 
dead, 

Thy w'ay were freer. — Am I raging now? 

If i were mad. I should desire to live. 

Sirs,' feel my pulse, whether you have 
known 

A man in a more equal tune to die? 

Bel. Alas, my lord, your pulse keeps mad- 
man’s time! 

So does your tongue. 

Phi, You will not kill me, then? 

Are. Kill you! 

Bel. Not for the world. 

Phi, I blame not thee, 

Bellario: thou hast done but that which 

gods 

Would have transformed themselves to do. 

Begone, “ 

Leave me without reply; this is the last 
Of all our meetings . — Exit Beluario. Kill 
me with this sword; 

Be wise, or worse will follow: we are two 
Earth cannot bear at once. Resolve to do. 
Or suffer. 

Are If my fortune be so good to let me 

u 

Upon thy hand. I shall have peace in death. 
Yet tell me this, will there be no slanders, 
No jealousies in the other world; no ill 

there? 

Phi. No. 

Are. Show me, then, the way. 

Phi. Then guide my feeble hand. 

You that have power to do it. for I must 
Perform a piece of justice! — If your youth 
Have any way offended heaven, let prayers 
Short and effectual reconcile you to it. 

Are. I am prepared. 

Enter a Country-Fellow 

C. Fell, ril see the King, if he be in the 
forest; I have hunted him these two hours; 
if I should come home and not see him, » 
my sisters would laugh at me. I can see 
nothing but people better horsed than my- 
self, that out-ride me; I can hear nothing 
but’shouting. These kings had need of good 
brains; this whooping is able to put a mean 
^ OftOT xised to women os well as men* 
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man' out of his wits. — There's a courtier 
with his sword drawn; by this hand, upon a 
woman I think I 
Phi. Are you at peace? 

Are. With heaven and earth. 

Phi. May they 

Divide thy soul and body I oo 

Wounds her 

C. Fell. Hold, dastard! strike a woman! 
Th’art a craven, I warrant thee: thou 
w’ouldst be loath to play half a dozen venies 
at wasters ' with a good fellow for a broken 
head. 

Phi. Leave us, good friend. 

Are. What ill-bred man art thou, to in- 
trude thyself 

Upon our private sports, our recreations? 

C. Fell. God 'uds me,* I understand you 
not; but I know the rogue has hurt you. »» 
Phi. Pursue thy own affairs; it will be ill 
To multiply blood upon ray head; which 
thou 

Wilt force mo to. 

C. Fell. I know not your rhetoric; but I 
can lay it on, if you touch the woman. 

Phi. Slave, take what thou deservesti 

They fight 

Are. Heaven guard my lord I 

C. Fell. 0, do you breathe? 

Phi. I hear the tread of people. I am 
hurt; 

The gods take part against me; could this 
boor 

Have held me thus else? I must shift for 

Though I do loathe it. I would find a 
course 

To lose it rather by my will than force. 

n I? n 

C. Fell. I cannot follow the rogue. I 
pray thee, wench, come and kiss mo now'. 

Enter Ph.ahamond, Dion, Cleremont, 
Thr,\siline, and Woodmen 

Pha. What art (hou? 

C. Fell. Almost killed I am for a foolish 
woman; a kna\’e has hurt her. 

Pha. The princess, gentlemen I— Where’s 
the wound, madam I 

* A common man. 

* Bouts with cudgels. 

•Judge me. 


Is it dangerous? 

^re. He has not hurt me. 

C. Fell. By God, she lies; h’as hurt her in 
the breast; 

Look else. 

Pha. O sacred spring of innocent blood! 
Dion. 'Tis above wonder! who should 
dare this? 

Are. I felt it not. 

Pha. Speak, villain, who has hurt the 
princess? 

C. Fell. Is it the princess? 

Dion. Ay. 

C. Fell. Then I have seen something yet. 
1*^0. But who has hurt her? 

C. Fell. I told you, a rogue; I ne’er saw 
him before, I. 

Pha. Madam, who did it? 

^re. Some dishonest wretch; 

Alas, I know him not, and do forgive him! 

C. Fell. He’s hurt too; he cannot go i» 
far; I made my father’s old fox* fly about 
his ears. 

Pha. How will you have me kill him? 
Are. Not at all; ’tis some distracted 
fellow. 

Pha. By this hand. I’ll leave ne’er a piece 
of him bigger than n nut, and bring him all 
to you in my hat. 

Arc. Nay, good sir, 

If you do take him, bring him quick* to 
me, 

And I will study for a punishment m 
Groat as his fault. 

Pha. I will. 

Are. But sw’ear. 

By all my love, I will! — 
Woodmen, conduct the princess to the 
King, 

And bear that wounded fellow to dressing.— 
Come, gentlemen, we’ll follow the chase 
close. 

Exeunt [o/i one side] Pharamond, 
Dion, Cleremont, and Thpasiune; 
[cn7 on the other.] Arethusa [at- 
tended by the] First IPoorfman 

C. Fell. I pray you, friend, let me see the 
King. 

2 II ood. That you shall, and receive 
thanks. 

C. Fell. If I get clear of this, I’ll go see no 
more gay sights. Exeunt 

* Sword. I Alive. 
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[SCENE IV] 

[Another part of the Forest] 
Enter Belu^rio 


Bel. A heaviness near death sits on my 
brow, 

And I must sleep. Bear me, thou gentle 
bank, 

For ever, if thou wilt. You sweet ones all, 

[Lies down] 

Let me unworthy press you : I could wish 
I rather were a corse strewed o’er with you 
Than quick above you. Dullness shuts 
mine eyes, 

And I am giddy: O, that I could take 
So sound a sleep that I might never wake t 

[Sleeps] 

Enter Philaster 

Phi. I have done ill; my conscience calls 

me false, * 

To strike at her that would not strike at me. 
When I did tight, raethought I heard her 
pray 

The gods to guard me. She may be abused, 
And I a loathed villain: if she be, 

She will conceal who hurt her. He has 


wounds 

And cannot follow; neither know’s he me. 

Who’s this? Bellario sleeping I If thou be ’st 

Guilty, there is no justice that thy sleep 

Should be so sound, and mine, whom thou 

hast wronged, . . 

Cry within 

So broken. — Hark! I am pursued. You 
gods, 

I’ll take this offered means of my escape : « 
They have no mark to know me but my 
blood. 

If she be true; if false, let mischief light 
On all the world at once ! Sword, print my 

wounds T L- 1 

Upon this sleeping boy I I ha’ none, I think. 

Are mortal, nor would I lay greater on thee. 

Wounds him 

Bel. 0. death, I hope, is cornel Blest be 


that hand I 

It meant me well. Again, for pity’s sake! 

Phi. I have caught myself; 

The loss of blood hath stayed my flight. 


Here, here. 


Is he that struck thee: take thy full re- 
venge ; 80 

Use me, as I did mean thee, worse than 
death ; 

I’ll teach thee to revenge. This luckless 
hand 

Wounded the princess; tell my followers 
Thou didst receive these hurts in staying 
me. 

And I will second thee; get a reward. 

Bel. Fly, fly, my lord, and save yourself! 

Phi. How’s this? 

Wouldst thou I should be safe? 

Bel. Else were it vain 

For me to live. These little wounds I have 
Ha’ not bled much : reach me that noble 
hand ; 

I’ll help to cover you. 

Phi. Art thou then true to me? *o 

Bel. Or let me perish loathed 1 Come, my 
good lord, 

Creep in amongst those bushes: who does 
know 

But that the gods may save your much- 
loved breath? 

Phi. Then I shall die for grief, if not for 
this, 

That I have wounded thee. What wilt thou 
do? 

Bel. Shift for myself well. Peace I I hear 
'em come. 

[Phiuaster creeps into a bush] 

[Voices] within. Follow, follow, follow! 
that way they w'ent. 

Bel. With my own wounds I’ll bloody my 
own sword. 

I need not counterfeit to fall; heaven knows 
That I can stand no longer. Falls w 

Enter Pharamond, Dion, Cleremont, and 

Thrasiunb 

Pha. To this place we have tracked him 
by his blood. 

Cle. Yonder, my lord, creeps one away. 

Dion. Stay, sirl what are you? 

Bel. A wretched creature, wounded in 
these woods 

By beasts: relieve me, if your names be 
men. 

Or I shall perish. 

Dion. This is he, my lord. 

Upon my soul, that hurt her: ’tis the boy, 
That wicked boy, that served her. 
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Pha. O thou damDed ia thy creation! 
What cuurfe couldst thou shape to hurt the 
princess? « 

Bvl. Then I am betrayed. 

Dion. Betrayed! no, apprehended. 

I confess, 

(Urge it no more) that, big with evil 
thoughts 

I set upon her, and did make my aim 
Her death. For charity let fall at once 
The punishment you mean, and do not load 
Tliis weary flesh with tortures. 

Pha- I will know 

Who hired thee to this deed. 

Mine own revenge. 
Pha. Revenge! for wliat? 

Pi'h It pleased her to receive 

Me as her page, and. when my fortunes 
ebbed, to 

That men strid o’er them careless, she did 
shower 

Her welcome graces on me, and did swell 
My fortunes till they overflowed their 
banks, 

Threatening the men that crossed ’em ; 
when, as swift 

As storms arise at sea, she turned her eyes 
To burning suns upon me, and did dry 
The streams she hud bestowed, leaving me 
worse 

And more contemned than other little 
brooks, 

Because I had been great. In short, I knew 
I could not live, and therefore did desire tw 
To die revenged. 

Pha. If tortures can be found 

Long as thy natural life, resolve to feel 
The utmost rigor. 

Help to lead him hence, 
Philasteh creeps out of a bush 
Phi. Turn back, you ravishers of inno- 
cence ! 

Know ye (ho price of (hat you bear away 
So rudely? 

Pha. Who’s that? 

Tis the lord Philaster. 
Phi. Tis not the treasure of all kings in 
one, 

The wealth of Tagus, nor the rocks of pearl 
That pave the court of Neptune, can weigh 
down 

That virtue. It was I that hurt the 
princess. bo 


Place me, some god, upon a pyramis* 
Higher than hills of earth, and lend a voice 
Loud as your thunder to me, that from 
thence 

I may discourse to all the under-world 
The worth that dwells in him! 

Pha. How’s this? 

Pf'h My lord, some man 

Weary of life, that would be glad to die. 

Phi. Leave these imtirnGly courtesies, 
Bcllario. 

Bel. Alas, he’s mad! Come, will you lead 
me on? 

Phi. By all the oaths that men ought 
most to keep, loo 

And gods do punish most when men do 
break. 

Ho touched her not. — Take heed, Bellario, 
How thou dost drown the virtues thou hast 
shown 

^yi^h perjury.— By all that’s good, ’twas I! 
\ ou know she stood bctwi.xt me and my 
right. 

Pha. Thy own tongue be thy judge! 

It was Philaster. 

Dion. Is’t not a brave boy? 

Well, sirs. I fear me we were all deceived. 

Phi. Have I no friend here? 

Dion. Yes. 

Phi. Then show it: some 

Good bodj' lend a hand to draw us nearer, no 
Would you have tears shed for you when 
you die? 

Then lay me gently on his neck, that there 
I may weep floods and breathe forth my 
spirit. 

Tis not the wealth of Plutus, nor the gold 

[Embraces Bel.] 
Locked in the heart of earth, can buy away 
This arm-full from me: this had been a 
ransom 

To have redeemed the great Augustus 
Ca'sar, 

Had he been taken. You hard-hearted men, 
More stony than these mountains, can you 
sec 

Such clear i>ure blood drop, and not cut 
your flesh 

To stop his life? to bind whose bitter 
wounds, 

Queens ought to tear their hair, and with 
their tears 

* Pyramid. 
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Bathe ’em. — Forgive me, thou that art the 
wealth 

Of poor Philaster! 

Enter King, Arethusa, and Guard 

King. Is the villain ta’en? 

Pha. Sir, here be two confess the deed; 
but sure 
It was Philaster. 

Phi. Question it no more; it was. 

King. The fellow that did fight with him 
will tell us 
That. 

Arc. Aye me! I know he will. 

King. Did not you know him? 

Arc. Sir, if it was he, he was disguised. 

Phi. I was so. O my stars, that I should 
live still! — 

King. Thou ambitious fool, 

Thou that hast laid a train for thy own 
life!— 

Now I do mean to do, I’ll leave to talk. 
Bear them to prison. 

Are. Sir, they did plot together to take 
hence 

This harmless life ; should it pass unre- 
venged, 

I should to earth go weeping; grant me, 
then, 

By all the love a father bears his child, 

Their custodies, and that I may appoint 
Their tortures and their deaths. 

Dion. Death 1 

Soft; our law will not reach that for this 
fault. 

King. ’Tis granted; take ’em to you with 
a guard. — 

Come, princely Pharamond, this business 
past. 

We may with more security go on 

To your intended match. — 

Exit Kino and Ph.ar. 

Cle. I pray that this action lose not 
Philaster the hearts of the people. 

Dion. Fear it not; their over-wise heads 
will think it but a trick. Exeunt omnes >“ 

ACT V, SCENE I 
[Before the Palace} 

Enter Dion, Cleremont, and Thrasiunb 

Thra. Has the King sent for him to 
death 7 


Dion. Yes; but the King must know ’tis 
not in his power to war with heaven. 

Clc. We linger time: the King sent for 
Philaster and the headsman an hour ago. 
Thra. Are all his wounds well? 

Dion. All; they were but scratches; but 
the loss of blood made him faint. 

Cle. We dally, gentlemen. lo 

Thra. Away! 

Dion. We’ll scuffle hard before he perish. 

Exeunt 

[SCENE II] 

[A Prison} 

Enter Phil.\ster, Arethusa, and Bellario 

Arc. Nay, faith, Philaster, grieve not; we 
are well. 

Bel. Nay, good my lord, forbear; we are 
wondrous well. 

Phi. O Arethusa, 0 Bellario, leave to be 
kind! 

I shall be shut from heaven, as now from 
earth. 

If you continue so. I am a man 
False to a pair of the most trusty ones 
That ever earth bore: can it bear us all? 
Forgive, and leave me. But the King hath 
sent 

To call me to my death: 0, show it me, 

And then forget me! and for thee, my boy, 
I shall deliver words will mollify n 

The hearts of beasts to spare thy innocence. 

Bel. Alas, my lord, my life is not a thing 
Worthy your noble thoughts! ’tis not a life, 
'Tis but a piece of childhood thrown away. 
Should I outlive you, I should then outlive 
Virtue and honor; and when that day comes. 
If ever I shall close these eyes but once, 
May I live spotted for my perjury. 

And waste my limbs to nothing! 

Are. And I (the woeful’st maid that ever 
was 

Forced with my hands to bring my lord to 
death) 

Do by the honor of a virgin swear 
To tell* no hours beyond itl 
Phi. Make me not hated so. 

Are. Come from this prison all joyful to 
our deaths 1 

Phi. People will tear me, when they find 
you true 
» Count. 
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To such a wretch as I; I shall die loathed. 
Enjoy your kingdoms peaceably, whilst I 
For ever sleep forgotten with my faults: so 
E\'ory just ser\'ant, every maid in love, 

Will have a piece of me, if you be true. 

Are. My dear lord, say not so. 

A piece of you I 
He was not born of woman that can cut it 
And look on. 

Take me in tears betwixt you. 
For my heart will break with shame and 
sorrow. 

Are. Why, 'tis well. 

Bel. Lament no more. 

Phi. Why, what would you have done 
If you had wronged me basely, and had 
found 

Your life no price compared to mine? for 
love, sirs, 

Deal with mo truly. 

'Twas mistaken, sir. 
Phi. Why, if it were? 

Bel. Then, sir, we would have asked 
Your pardon. 

Phi. And have hope to enjoy it? 

Enjoy it I ay. 

Phi. Would you indeed? be plain. 

We would, iny lord. 
Phi. Forgive me, then. 

So, so. 

Bel. Tis as it should be now. 

Lead to my death. 

Exeunt 

[SCENE III] 


[A State-room in the Palace} 

Enter King, Dion, Clehemont, Thr.^siunb 

King. Gentlemen, who saw the prince? 
Clc. So please you, sir, he’s gone to see 
the city 

And the new platform, with some gentlemen 
Attending on him. 

King. Is the princess ready 

To bring her pri.soner out? 

Slie waits your grace. 
King. Tell her we stay. — 

Exit Thiusiune 

Dion. [as«/(’] King, you may be de- 
cei\'ed yet : 

The head you aim at cost more setting on 
Than to be lost so lightly. If it must off; 


Like a w’ild overflow', that soops before him 
A golden stack, and with it shakes down 
bridges, „ 

Cracks the strong hearts of pines, whose 
cable-roots 

Held out a thousand storms, a thousand 
thunders, 

And, so made mightier, takes whole villages 
Upon his back, and in that heat of pride 
Charges strong towns, towers, castles, 
palaces. 

And lays them desolate; so shall thy head, 
Thy noble head, bury the lives of thousands, 
That must bleed with thee like a sacrifice. 
In thy red ruins. 

Enter Arethusa. Phimster, Belu\rio m a 
robe and garland, [and Thr.asiune] 

King. How now? what masque is this? » 
Bel. Right royal sir, I should 
Sing you an epithalamium of these lovers, 
But having lost my best airs with my 
fortunes, 

And wanting a celestial harp to strike 
This blessed union on, thus in glad story 
I gi\e you all. These two fair cedar- 
branches 

The noblest of the mountain where they 
grew, 

Straightest and tallest, under whose still 
shades 

The worthier beasts have made their lairs, 
and slept 

Free from the fervor of the Sirian star* » 
And the foil thunder-stroke, free from the 
clouds, 

When they were big with humor, and de- 
livered. 

In thousand spouts their issues to the earth; 
O. there was none but silent quiet therel 
Till never-pleased Fortune shot up shnibs, 

Base under-brambles, to divorce these 
branches ; 

And for a white they did so, ami did reign 
Over the mountain, and choke up his beauty 
With bmkes, rude thorns and thistles, till 
the sun 

Scorchetl them even to the roots and dried 
them there: 4, 

Aiul now a gentle gale hatli blown again. 
That made these bnmehes meet and twine 
together, 

*The itog star, suppostHl to bring heat. 
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Never to be unarmed. The god that sings 
His holy numbers over marrage-beds 
Hath knit their noble hearts; and here they 
stand 

Your children, mighty King: and I have 
done. 

King. How, how? 

Are. Sir, if you love it in plain truth, 
(For now there is no masquing in’t,) this 
gentleman, 

The prisoner that you gave me, is become 
My keeper, and through all the bitter 
throes 

Your jealousies^ and his ill fate have 
wrought him, 

Thus nobly hath he struggled, and at length 
Arrived here my dear husband. 

King. Your dear husband! — 

Call in the Captain of the Citadel. — 

There you shall keep your wedding. I’ll 
provide 

A masque shall make your Hymen turn his 
saffron * 

Into a sullen coat, and sing sad requiems 
To your departing souls; 

Blood shall put out your torches ; and, in- 
stead 

Of gaudy flowers about your wanton necks, 
An ax shall hang like a prodigious meteor, 
Ready to crop your loves’ sweets. Hear, 
you gods! 

From this time do I shake all title off 
Of father to this woman, this base woman; 
And what there is of vengeance in a lion 
Chafed among dogs or robbed of his dear 
young. 

The same, enforced more terrible, more 
mighty, 

Expect from me! 

Are. Sir, by that little life I have left to 
swear by, 

There’s nothing that can stir me from my- 
self. 

What I have done, I have done without 
repentance ; 

For death can be no bugbear unto me. 

So long as Pharamond is not my headsman. 

Dion, [aside'\ Sweet peace upon thy soul, 
thou worthy maid. 

Whene’er thou diest! For this time 111 ex- 
cuse thee, 

Or be thy prologue. — 

' Suspicions. 

* The color sacred to Hymen* 


Phi. Sir, let me speak next; 

And let my dying words be better with you 
Than my dull living actions. If you aim 
At the dear life of this sweet innocent, 

Y’ are a tyrant and a savage monster, so 
Your memor>’ shall be as foul behind you. 
As you are living; all your better deeds 
Shall be in water writ, but this in marble; 
No chronicle shall speak you, though your 
own. 

But for the shame of men. No monument, 
Though high and big as Pelion, shall be able 
To cover this base murder: make it rich 
With brass, with purest gold and shining 
jasper, 

Like the Pyramides; lay on epitaphs 
Such as make great men gods; my little 
marble « 

That only clothes my ashes, not my faults, 
Shall far outshine it. And for after-issues. 
Think not so madly of the heavenly wis- 
doms. 

That they will give you more for your mad 
rage 

To cut off, unless it be some snake, or some- 
thing 

Like yourself, that in his birth shall strangle 
you. 

Remember my father, King! there was a 
fault, 

But I forgive it : let that sin persuade you 
To love this lady; if you have a soul, 
Think, save her, and be saved. For myself, 

I have so long expected this glad hour, loi 
So languished under you, and daily withered. 
That, by the gods, it is a joy to die; 

I find a recreation in’t. 

Enter a Messenger 

Mess. Where’s the King? 

King. Here. 

Mess. Get you to your strength, 

And rescue the Prince Pharamond from 
danger; 

He’s taken prisoner by the citizens. 

Fearing' the lord Philaster. 

Dion, [oi-fdc] O brave followers! 

Mutiny, my fine dear countr>’men, mutiny! 
Now, my brave valiant foremen, show your 

weapons 

In honor of your mistresses! 

* Fearing for. 
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Enter another Messenger 


2nd Mess. Arm, arm, arm, arml 
King. A thousand devils take ’em! 

Dion, [asii/c] A thousand blessings on 
'em ! — 

2nd Mess. Arm, O King! The city is in 
mutiny, 

Led by an old grey ruffin, who comes on 
In rescue of the lord Philastcr. 

King. Away to the citadel! — 

[Exeunt Ahe., Phi., Bel., guarded] 

I'll sec them safe, 
And then cope with these burghers. Let the 
guard 

And all the gentlemen give strong atten- 
dance. i» 

[Exeunt all except Dion, 
Cleremont, and ThrasiuneI 
etc. The city up! this was above our 
wishes. 

Dion. Ay, and the marriage too. By my 
life 

This noble lady has deceived us all. 

A plague upon myself, a thousand plagues. 
For having such unworthy thoughts of her 
dear honor! 

0, I could beat myself! or do you beat me, 
^nd ril beat you; for wc had all one 
thought. 

Cle. No, no, ’twill but lose time. 

Dion. ou say true. Are your swords 
sharp? — Well, iny dejir countiymcn wliat- 
ye-lack.s,* if you continue and fall not m 
b.ick upon the first broken shin. I’ll have 
you chronicled and chronicled, and cut and 
chronicled, and all-to-be-praised and sung in 
sonnct.s, and bawled in new brave ballads, 
that ail tongues .shall troul you in sa'cuJa 
scrculorum, my kind can-carriers. 

Thra. What, if a toy* take ’em i’ the 
heels now, and they run all away, and cr>', 
'the devil take the hindmost’? no 

Dion. Then the same devil take the fore- 
most too, and sou.se ’ him for his breakfast! 
If they all prove cowards, my curses llv 
among them, and be speedingl May they 
have murrains* reign to keep the gentlemen 
at home unbound in easy frieze!* may tlie 
moths branclU their velvets, and their silks 


> Shopkot-pere, so-eallcd 
by. 

* Whim. 

* Pickle. 

* Plagucsi, 


from their cry to passcr 5 > 

• Coarse wool. 

" Kat patterns in. 



only be worn before sore eyes!* may their 
false lights * undo ’em, and discover presses,* 
holes, stains, and oldness in their stuffs, w 
and make them shop-rid! may they keep 
whores and horses, and break ; and live 
mewed up wi;h necks of beef and turnips! 
may they have many children, and none like 
the father! may they know no language but 
that gibberish they prattle to their parcels, 
unless it be the goatish Latin* they write in 
their bonds — and may they wTite that false, 
and lose their debts! 


Enter the Kino 

King. Now the vengeance of all the i*o 
gods confound them! How they swarm to- 
gether! what a hum they raise! — Devils 
choke your wild throats! — If a man had 
need to use their valors, he must pay a 
brokage for it, and then bring ’em on, and 
they will fight like sheep. Tis Philastcr, 
none but Philastcr, must allay this heat: 
tiiey w’ill not hear me speak, but fling dirt 
at me and call me tynint. 0. run, dear 
friend, and bring the lord Philastcr! ito 
speak him fair; cal! him prince; do him all 
the courtesy you can; commend me to him. 
0, my wits, my wits! [Exit Cleremont] 
Dion, [aside] 0 my brave countiy'menl 
as I li\’o, I will not buy a pin out of your 
walls for this; nay, you shall cozen* me, and 
1 11 thank you, and send you brawn and 
bacon, and soil you* every long vacation a 
brace of foremen,^ that at Michaelmas shall 
come up fat and kicking 

King, ^^hat they will do with this poor 
prince, the gods know, and I fear. 

Dion., [aside] Why, sir, they'll flay him, 
and make church-buckets * on’s skin, to 
quench rebellion; then clap a rivet in’s 
sconce,® and hang him up for a sign. — 

Iic~entcr Cleremont with Phimster 


King. 0 worthj' sir, forgive me! do not 
make 

\ our miseries and my faults meet together, 
To bring a greater danger. Be yourself, 


• As Haps for sore eves. 

* Tnuiesiimn’s ilovicts for 
tajre. 

• Creases. 

* Ba.se law Latin. 

* Cheat. 

• Fatten for you. 


sliowing^ goods to advan* 
Oeose. 

Leather fire bucket*. 

• Skull. 
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Still sound amongst diseases. I have 
wronged you ; iw 

And though I find it last, and beaten to it, 
Let first your goodness know it. Calm the 
people, 

And be what you were bom to: take your 
love, 

And with her my repentance, all my wishes 
And all my prayers. By the gods, my heart 
speaks this; 

And if the least fall from me not performed, 
May I be struck with thunder! 

Phi. Mighty sir, 

I will not do your greatness so much wrong. 
As not to make your word truth. Free the 
princess 

And the poor boy, and let me stand the 
shock -MO 

Of this mad sea-breach, which I’ll either 
turn, 

Or perish with it. 

King. Let your own word free them. 

Phi. Then thus I take my leave, kissing 
your hand, 

And hanging on your royal word. Be kingly. 
And be not moved, sir: I shall bring you 
peace 

Or never bring myself back. 

King. All the gods go with thee. 

Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE IV] 

[A Streep 

Enter an old Captain and Citizens with 

Pharamond 

Cap. Come, my brave myrmidons, let us 
fall on. 

Let your caps swarm, ray boys, and your 
nimble tongues 

Forget your mother gibberish of ‘what do 
you lack,’ 

And set your mouths ope, children, till your 
palates 

Fall frighted half a fathom past the cure 
Of bay-salt and gross pepper, and then cry 
‘Philaster, brave Philasterl’ Let Phiiaster, 
Be deeper in request, ray ding-dongs,* ^ 
My pairs of dear indentures, kings of clubs, 

' Good fellows. . , . 

* Apprentices were bound by indentures and tneir 

weapon was a club. 


Than your cold water camlets,* or your 
paintings lo 

Spitted with copper.* Let not your hasty 
siks. 

Or your branched* cloth of bodkin,^ or your 
tissues. 

Dearly beloved of spiced cake and custard. 

You Robin Hootls, Scarlets, and Johns, tie 
your affections 

In darkness to your shops. No, dainty 
duckers,’ 

Up with your three-piled spirits, your 
wrought v'^alours • * 

And let your uncut cholers* make the King 
feel 

The measure of your mightiness, Philasterl 

Cry, my rose-nobles,® cry! 

All. Philaster! Philasterl 

Cap. How do j'ou like this, my lord- 
prince? 

These are mad boys, I tell you; these are 
things 

That will not strike their top-sails to a 
foist,® 

And let a man of war, an argosy, 

Hull and cry cockles.*® 

Pha. Why, you rude slave, do you know 
w'hat you do? 

Cap. My pretty prince of puppets, we do 
know; 

And give your greatness warning that you 
talk 

No more such • bug’s-words,** or that 
soldered ** crown 

Shall be scratched with a musket.** Dear 
prince Pippin, 

Down with your noble blood, or, as I live, m 

ril have you coddled.*® — Let him loose, my 
spirits: 

Make us a round ring with your bills,** my 
Hectors, 

And let us see what this trim man dares do. 

* A watered stuff of silk and hair. 

a Stitched with copper. 

» Embroidered. 

* A rich stuff of gold and suk. 

® Bowers and scrapers. 

* Three-piled was the best valures or velvet. 

» Angers and also collars. . ^ w i. j 

* A coin worth about a dollar and a half, stamped 

with the 'ose. 

* A small vessel. „ * j 

** Lie in harbor and carry on small trade. 

11 “Big talk.” 

Mended. 

A weapon, also a sparrow-hawk. 

Stewed. 

Halberds. 
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Now, sir, have at you! here I lie; 

And with this swashing blow (do you see, 
sweet prince?) 

I could hulk * your grace, and hang you up 
cross-legged, 

Like a hare at a poulter’s, and do this with 
this wiper.’ 

Pha. You will not see me murdered, 
wicked villains? 

Isi Cil. Yes, indeed, will we, sir; we have 
not seen one 
For a great while. 

Cap. He would have weapons, would 
he? <0 

Give him a broadside,’ my brave boys, with 
your pikes; 

Branch^ me his skin in 0owers like a satin, 
And between every flower a mortal cut. — 
Your royalty shall ravel! ’—Jag him, gentle- 
men ; 

I'll have him cut to the kell,’ then down the 
seams. 

0 for a whip to make him galloon-laces.’ 

I’ll have a coach-tvhip. 

0, spare me, gentlemen! 

Cap. Hold, hold; 

The man begins to fear and know himself; 
He shall for this time only be seeled up,* » 
With a feather through his nose, that he 
may only 

See heaven, and think whither he is going. 
Nay, my bcyond-sea sir, we will proclaim 
you : 

You would be king! 

Thou tender heir apparent to a church-ulc,* 
'I'liou slight prince of single sarcenet,*® 

Thou royal ring-tail," fit to fly at nothing 
But poor men’s poultry, and have every 
boy 

Beat tlico from that too with his bread and 
buttcrl 

Pha. Gods keep me from these hell- 
hounds I 

1st Cit. Shall’s geld him, captain? to 
Cap. No, you shall spare his dowcets, my 
dear donzels,** 

• I)jscinlx)\vel. 

’ A nxl tiir clcaninjt a jfun. 

‘Spank him with the Hat o( your halberd. 

* Kmbrnidi'r. 

® lie unraveled. 

® “The caul about the hart's paunch.'* 

' Tape. 

• l.ike a bnwk the eyo.s of vvhich were thus treated. 

* A trivial festivity. 

Thin, infi-rior silk. 

•' Kite, liieiipable of tnilniiiK. 


As you respect the ladies, let them flourish : 
The curses of a longing woman kill 
As speedy as a plague, boys. 

l.^f Cit. I’ll have a leg, that’s certain. 

2nd Cit. I’ll have an arm. 

3rd Cit. I’ll have his nose, and at mine 
own charge build 

A college and clap’t upon the gate.* 

Ath Cit. ril have his little gut to string a 
kit * with : 

For certainly a royal gut wnll sound like 
silver. 

Pha. Would they were in thy belly, and 
I past n 

My pain once! 

bth Cit. Good captain, let me have his 
liver to feed ferrets. 

Cap. Who will have parcels else? speak. 

Pha. Good gods, consider me! I shall be 
tortured. 

ls< Cit. Captain, I’ll give you the trim- 
ming of your tw’o-hand sword. 

And let me have his skin to make false 
scabbards. 

2nd Cit. He had no horns, sir, had he? 

Cap. No, sir, he’s a pollard: * 

What wouldst thou do with horns? 

2nd Cit. 0, if he had had, 

I would have made rare hafts * and whistles 
of ’em; m 

But his shin-bones, if they be sound, shall 
serve me. 

Enter Phil-kster 

All. Long live Philaster, the brave Prince 
Philasterl 

Phi. I thank you, gentlemen. But why 
are these 

Rude weapons brought abroad, to teacli 
your hands 
Uncivil trades? 

Cap. My royal Rosicleer,* 

We are thy myrmidons, thy g\iard, tliy 
roarers; * 

And when thy noble body is in durance, 
Thus do we clap our musty murrions * on. 
And trace the streets in terror. Is it peace, 

* In aUnsion to Brazeno.«c CoUege, Oxford. 

* Cittern. 

* .K hornless beast. 

* Hnmlles. 

* .\ hero of Thf .Virror of A'niyAf^ooil, a popular 
ronmnee. 

* Uoislerers. 


.Snuin's. 


* Helmets. 
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Thou Mars of men? is the King sociable, “ 
And bids thee live? art thou above thy 
foemen, 

And free as Phoebus? speak. If not, this 
stand * 

Of royal blood shall be abroach, a-tilt, and 
run 

Even to the lees of honor. 

Phi. Hold, and be satisfied: I am myself; 
Free as my thoughts are: by the gods, I 
am! 

Cap. Art thou the dainty darling of the 
King? 

Art thou the Hylas to our Hercules? 

Do the lords bow, and the regarded scarlets’ 
Kiss their gummed golls,’ and co' 
your ser\'ants?’ 

Is the court navigable, and the presence 
stuck 

With flags of friendship? If not, we are thy 
castle, 

And this man sleeps. 

Phi. I am what I desire to be, your 
friend ; 

I am what I was born to be, your prince. 

Pha. Sir, there is some humanity in you; 
You have a noble soul: forget my name, 
And know my miser>': set me safe aboard 
From these wild cannibals, and, as I live, 

I’ll quit this land for ever. There is 
nothing, — 

Perpetual prisonment, cold, hunger, sickness 
Of all sorts, of all dangers, and all together, 
The worst company of the worst men, mad- 
ness, age, 

To be as many creatures as a woman. 

And do as all they do, nay, to despair,— 
But I would rather make it a new nature, 
And live with all those, than endure one 
hour 

Amongst these wild dogs. 

Phi. I do pity you. — Friends, discharge 

your fears; 

Deliver me the prince : I’ll warrant you 
I shall be old enough to find my safety. 

3rd Cit. Good sir, take heed he does not 
hurt you ; 

He’s a fierce man, I can tell you, sir. 

Cap. Prince, by your leave, I’ll have a 
surcingle,* 

^ Set out, as a stand of ale. 

. * Respected officers in authority. 

• Perfumed hands. 

* Trapping. 


And make * you like a hawk. He strives.^ 
Phi. Away, away, there is no danger in 
him : 

Alas, he had rather sleep to shake his fit off! 

Look you, friends, how gently he leads! 
Upon my word, 

He’s tame enough, he needs no further 
watching. 

Good my friends, go to your houses, iw 

And by me ha\-e yovir pardons an<i my love ; 

And know there shall be nothing in my 
power 

You may dcsenx, but you shall have your 
wishes : 

To give you more thanks, were to flatter 
you. 

Continue still® yoiu* love; and, for an 
earnest, 

Drink this. [GiT'CS money] 

All. Long mayst thou live, brave prince, 
brave prince, brave prince! 

Exeunt Phi. and Pha. 
Cap. Go thy ways, thou art the king of 
courtesy ! 

Fall off again, my sweet youths. Come, 

And every man trace to his house again, i*o 

And hang his pewter up; then to the tavern 

And bring your wives in muffs. We will 
have music; 

And the red grape shall make us dance and 
rise, boys. Exeunt 

[SCENE V] 

[An Apartment in the Palace] 

Enter King, Arethusa, G.awtea, Megra, 
Dion, Cleremont, Thr.asilinb, Bellario, 

and Attendants 


King. Is it appeased? , , • u* 

Dion. Sir, all is quiet as the dead of night, 
As peaceable as sleep. My lord Philaster 

Brings on the prince himself. 

Kind gentleman! 

I will not break the least word I have given 
In promise to him: I have heaped a world 
Of grief upon his head, which yet I hope 

To wash away. 

Enter Philaster and Pharamond 


Cle. 

King. 


My lord is come. 

My son! 


1 Train. F. reads male . 
s Q2 reads stirs . E'er, 
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Blest be the time that I have leave to call 
Such \'irtue mine! Now thou art in mine 
arms, lo 

Methinks I. have a salve unto my breast 
For all the stings that dwell there. Streams 
of grief 

That I have wronged thee, and as much of 
joy 

That I repent it, issue from mine eyes: 

Let them appease thee. Take thy right; 
take her; 

She is thy right too; and forgot to urge 
My vexed soul with that I did before. 

Phi. Sir, it is blotted from my memorj’. 
Past and forgotten. — For you, prince of 
Spain, 

Whom I have thus redeemed, you have full 
leave » 

To make an honorable voyage home. 

And if you would go furnished to your realm 
With fair provision, I do see a lady, 
Methinks, would gladly bear you company: 
How like you this piece? 

Sir, ho likes it well 
For he hath tried it, and hath found it worth 
ilis princely liking. We were tii’en a-bed; 

I know your meaning. I urn not the first 
That nature taught to seek a follow forth; 
Can shame remain perpetually in me, *o 
And not in others? or have princes salves 
To cure ill names, that moaner people want? 
Phi. What moiin you? 

Meg. ^ ou must get another ship, 

To bear the princess and her boy together. 
Dion. How now! 

Meg. Others took me, and I took her and 
him 

At that all women may be ta’en some time: 
Ship us all four, my lord; we can en(l\irc 
Weather and wind alike. 

King. Clear thou thyself, or know not me 
for father. 

Are. This earth, how false it is! What 
means is left for me 

To clear myself? It lies in your belief: 

My lords, believe me; and let all things else 
Struggle together to dishonor me. 

Bd. 0, stop your ears, great King, that I 
may speak 

As freedom would! then I will call this lady 
As base as are her actions. Hear me. sir; 
Believe your heated blood when it rebels 
Against your reason, sooner than this lady. 


Meg. By this good light, he bears it hand- 
somely. „ 

Phi. This lady! I will sooner trust the 
wind 

With feathers, or the troubled sea with pearl, 
Than her with any thing. Believe her not. ' 
hy, think you, if I did believe her words, 

I would outlive ’em? Honor cannot take 
Revenge on you; then what were to be 
known 
But death? 

King. Forget her, sir, since all is knit 
Between us. But I must request of you 
One favor, and will sadly be denied.^ 

Phi. Command, whate’er it be. 

King. Swear to be tnie » 

To what you promise. 

Bhi. By the powers above. 

Lot it not be the death of her or him, 

And it is granted! 

King. Bear away that boy 

To torture: I will have her cleared or buried. 
Phi. 0, let me call my w’ord back, worthy 
sir! 


Ask something else: bury my life and right 
In one poor grave ; but do not take away 
My life and fame at once. 

King. Away with him! It stands irrev- 
ocable. 

Phi, Turn all your eyes on me: hero 
stan Is a man, to 

The falsest anti the basest of this world. 

Sot swords against this breast, some honest 
man. 

For I have lived till I am pitied! 

My former deeds were hateful; but this last 

Is pitiful, for I unwillingly 

Have given the dear preserver of ray life 

llnto his torture. Is it in the power 

Of flesh and blood to carrj* this, and live? 

Ofjersi to sfnb himsel! 
Arc. Dear sir, be patient yet! 0, stay 
that hand! 

King. Sirs, strip that boy. 

D\on. Come, sir; your tender flesh • 
Will try your constancy. 

O, kill me, gentlemen I 
Dion. No. — Help, sirs. 

Will you torture me? 
King. Haste there; 

Why stay you? 

Bd. Then I shall not break my vow, 
^ou know, just gods, though I discover all. 


• SlittU be SOTTJ to bo denied. 
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King. How’s that? will he confcs.s? 

Dion. Sir, so he says. 

King. Speak then. 

Bel. Great king, if you command 

This lord to talk with me alone, my tongue, 
Urged by my heart, shall utter all the 
thoughts 

My youth hath known; and stranger things 
than these 
You hear not often. 

King. Walk aside with him. w 

[Dion and Bell.^rio walk apart] 
Dion. Why speak’st thou not? 

Bel. Know you this face, my lord? 

Dion. No. 

Bel. Have you not seen it, nor the like? 
Dion. Yes, I have seen the like, but 
readily 

I know not where. 

Bel. 1 have been often told 

In court of one Euphrasia, a lady, 

And daughter to you ; betwixt whom and me 
They that would flatter ray bad face would 
swear 

There was such strange resemblance, that we 
two 

Could not be known asunder, dressed alike. 
Dion. By heaven, and so there isl 
Bel. For her fair sake, ia> 

Who now doth spend the spring-time of her 
life 

In holy pilgrimage, move to the King, 

That I may scape this torture. 

Dion. But thou speak st 

As like Euphrasia as thou dost look. 

How came it to thy knowledge that she 
lives 

In pilgrimage? 

Bel. I know it not, my lord ; 

But I have heard it, and do scarce belie\e 

it. . 

Dion. O, my shame! is’t possible? Draw 

near, 

That I may gaze upon thee. Art thou 
Or else her murderer? ‘ where wert thou 
bom? 

Bel. In Syracusa. 

Dion. What’s thy name? 

Bel. Euphrasia. 

Dion. O, ’tis just, 'tis she I , j «. 

Now I do know thee. O, that thou hadst 

died, 

‘ An old superstition that a murderer might assume 
the appearance of his victim. 


And I had never seen thee nor my shame! 
How shall I own thee? shall this tongue of 
mine 

E’er call thee daughter more? 

Bel. Would I had died indeed! I wish it 
too : 

And so I must have done by vow, ere pub- 
lished 

What I have told, but that there was no 
moans 

To hide it longer. Yet I joy in this, i» 
The princess is all clear. 

King. What, have you done? 

Dion. All is discovered. 

Phi. Why then hold you me? 

He offers to stab himself 
All is discovered! Pray you, let me go. 
King. Stay him. 

Arc. What is discovered? 

Dion. Why, my shame 

It is a woman: let her speak the rest. 

Phi. How? that again! 

Dion. It ^ w'oman. 

Phi. Blessed be you powers that favor 
innocence! 

King. Lay hold upon that lady. 

[Megra is seized] 
Phi. It is a woman, sir!— Hark, gentle- 
men, 

It is a woman!— Arethusa, take i" 

My soul into thy breast, that would be gone 
With joy. It is a woman! Thou art fair, 
And virtuous still to ages, in despite 
Of malice. 

King. Speak you, where lies his shame? 

I ^tn his daughter. 
Phi. The gods are just. 

Dion. I dare accuse none; but, before you 
two. 

The virtue of our age, I bend my knee 
For mercy. 

Phi. Take it freely; for I know. 
Though what thou didst were undiscreetly 
done, 

’Twas meant well. 

Are. And for me, 

I have a power to pardon sins, as oft 
As any man has power to wrong me. 

Cle. Noble and worthy! 

Phi. But, Bellario, 

(For I must call thee still so,) tell me why 
Thou didst conceal thy sex. It was a fault 
A fault, Bellario, though thy other deeds 
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Of truth outweighed it: all these jealousies* 
Had flown to nothing, if thou hadst dis- 
covered 

What now we know, 

Bel. My father oft would speak j» 

Your worth and virtue; and, as I did grow 
More and more apprehensive,* I did thirst 
To see the man so praised. But yet all this 
Was but a maiden-longing, to be lost 
As soon as found; till, sitting in my window, 
Printing rny thoughts in lawn, I saw a god, 

I thought (but it was you), enter our gates: 
My blood flew out and back again, as fast 
As I had puffed it forth and sucked it in 
Like breath: then was I called away in haste 
To entertain you. Never was a man, i«i 
Heaved from a sheep-cote to a scepter, 
ra iscd 

So high in thoughts as I: you left a kiss 
Upon these lips then, which I mean to keep 
From you for ever: I did hear you talk, 

Far above singing. After you were gone, 

I grow acquainted with my heart, and 
searched 

What stirred it so: alas, I found it love I 
Yet far from lust ; for, could I but have 
lived 

In presence of you, I had had my end: no 
For this I did delude my noble father 
With a feigned pilgrimage, and dressed my- 
self 

In habit of a boy; and, for* I knew 
My birth no match for you, I was past hope 
Of having you; and, understanding well 
That when I made discovery of my sex 
I could not stay with you, I made a vow. 
By all the mast religious things a maid 
Could call together, never to be known, 
Whilst there was hope to hide me from 
men’s eyes, 

For other than I seemed, that I might ever 
Abide with you. Then sat I by the fount. 
Where first you took me up. 

Search out a match 
Within our kingdom, where and when thou 
wilt, 

And I will pay thy dowry; and thyself 
Wilt well deserve him. 

' Sujvpirioris, » To understand. » Because. 


Bel. Never, sir, will I 

Marry; it is a thing within my vow: 

But, if I may have leave to serve the 
princess, 

To see the virtues of her lord and her, 

I shall have hope to live. 

Arc. I, Philaster, i» 

Cannot be jealous, though you had a lady 
Dressed like a page to serve you; nor will I 
Suspect her living here, — Come, live with 
me ; 

Live free as I do. She that loves my lord, 
Cursed be the wife that hates her! 

Phi. I grieve such virtue should be laid 
in earth 

Without an heir. — Hear me, my royal 
father: 

Wrong not the freedom of our souls so 
m\ich, 

To think to take revenge of that base 
woman ; 

Her malice cannot hurt us. Set her free *» 
As she was bom, saving from shame and 
sin. 

King. Set her at liberty. — But leave the 
court ; 

This is no place for such. — You, Phararaond, 
Shall have free passage, and a conduct home 
Wortliy so great a prince. When you come 
there, 

Keinember ’twas your faults that lost you 
her. 

And not my purposed will. 

I do confess, 

Renowned sir. 

King. Last, join your hands in one. En- 
joy, Philaster, 

This kingdom, which is yours, and, after me, 
Whatever I call mine. My blessing on 
you 1 ni 

All happy hours be at your marriage joys, 
That you may grow yourselves over all 
lands. 

And live to see your plenteous branches 
spring 

W herever there is sun ! Let princes learn 
By this to rule the passions of their blood; 
hor what heaven wills can never be with- 
stood. Exeunt otimes 
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[PERSONS IN THE PLAY 


Juan de Castro, a Colonel 
Michael Perez, the Copper Captain 
A Servant of Michael 
Estifania 
Donna Clara 

Three Old Ladies 


(Cac.afogo, a rich Usurer] 

Altea, Servant to Margarita 

Leon, Brother to Altea 

Margarita, an Heiress 

Maid, Boy, Old Woman 

The Duke of Medina and Attendants 

Lorbijizo, a Servant 

A Coachman 


The Scene: Valladolid, and a Coiintr>'-House near it.] 



PROLOGUE 


Pleasure attend ye I and about ye sit 

The springs of mirth, fancy, delight, and wit, 

To stir you up! Do not your looks let fall, 

Nor to remembrance our lute errors call. 

Because this day w’ are Spaniards all again, 

The story of our play, and our scene Spain: 

The errors too. do not for this cause hate; 

Now we present their wit and not their state. 

Nor, ladies, be not angry, if you see 
A young fresh beauty, wanton, and too free. 

Seek to abuse her' husband; still ’tis Spain; 

No such gross errors in your kingdom reign: 

W’ are vestals all, and though we blow the fire, 

We seldom make it flame up to desire; 

Take no example neither to begin, 

For some by precedent delight to sin; 

Nor blame the poet if he slip aside 
Sometimes lasciviously, if not too wide. 

But hold your fan.s close, and then smile at ease; 

A cruel scene did never lady please. 

Nor. gentlemen, pray be not you displeased, 

Though we present some men fooled, some diseased. 

Some drunk, some mad: We mean not you, you’re free 
We tax no further than our comedy; 

You are our friends; sit noble then, and seel 
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ACT I, SCENE I 

[Valladolid. The Lodgings of Juan de 

Castro] 

Enter Juan de Castro and Michael Perez 

Perez. Are your companies full, colonel? 

Juan. No, not yet, sir; 

Nor will not be this month yet, as I reckon. 

How rises your command? 

Perez. We pick up still, 

And, as our monies hold out, wc have men 
come : 

About that time I think we shall be full too. 

Many young gallants go. 

Juan. And unexperienced : 

The wars are dainty dreams to young hot 
spirits ; 

Time and experience will allay those visions. 

We have strange things to fill our numbers: 

There’s one Don Leon, a strange goodly 
fellow, 

Recommended to me from some noble 
friends, 

For my alferez; * had you but seen his per- 
son, 

And what a giant’s promise it protesteth! 

Perez. I have heard of him, and that he 
hath served before too. 

Juan. But no harm done, nor never 
meant, Don Michael, 

That came to my ears yet. Ask him a ques- 
tion. 

He blushes like a girl, and answers little, » 

To the point less; he wears a sword, a good 
one. 

And good clothes too ; he’s whole-skinned, 
has no hurt yet; 

Good promising hopes; I never yet heard 
certainly 

Of any gentleman that saw him angry. 

Perez. Preserve him; he’ll conclude a 
peace if need be. 

Many as strong as he will go along with us. 

That swear as valiantly as heart can wish, 

^ Ensign. 


Their mouth charged with six oaths at once, 
and whole ones, 

That make the drunken Dutch creep into 
mole-hills. 

Juan. 'Tis true, such we must look for. 
But, Michael Perez, m 

When heard you of Donna Margarita, the 
great heiress? 

Perez. I hear every hour of her, though I 
never saw her; 

She is the main discourse. Noble Don Juan 
de Castro, 

How happy were that man could catch this 
wench up, 

And live at ease ! She’s fair and young, and 
wealthy. 

Infinite wealthy, and as gracious too 

In all her entertainments, as men report. 

Juan. But she is proud, sir, that I know 
for certain. 

And that comes seldom without wanton- 
ness : 

He that shall marry her, must have a rare 
hand. m 

Perez. Would I were married! I would 
find that wisdom 

With a light rein to rule my wife. If ever 
woman 

Of the most subtlest mould went beyond 
me, 

I’d give the boys leave to hoot me out o’ 
th’ parish. 

Enter a Servant 

Serv. Sir, 

There be two gentlewomen attend to speak 
with you. 

Juan. Wait on ’em in. 

Perez. Are they two handsome women? 

Serv. They seem so, very handsome; but 
they’re veiled, sir. 

Perez. Thou puttest sugar in my mouth; 
how it melts with me! so 

I love a sweet young wench. 

Juan. Wait on them in, I say. 

Exit Serv. 
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Perez. Don Juan t 

Juan. How you itch, Michael 1 how you 
burnish? 

Will not this soldier’s heat out of your 
bones yet? 

Do your eyes glow now? 

Perez. There be two. 

Juan. Say honest; 

What shame have you then? 

Perez. I would fain see that: » 

I have been i’ th’ Indies twice, and have 
soon strange things; 

But, two honest women! — One I read of 
once. 

Juan. Pr’ythce, be modest. 

Perez. I’ll be anything! 

Enter Servant, Estifania and Donna Cuara 

veiled 

Juan. You’re welcome, ladies. 

Perez. Both hooded! I like ’em well 
though, 

They come not for advice in law sure 
hither! 

May bo they'd learn to raise the pike; I am 
for ’em. 

They are very modest; 'tis a fine proludium. 

[/Isjdc] 

Juan. With me, or with this gentleman, 
would you speak, lady? w 

Clara. With you, sir, as I guess; Juan de 
Castro. [Vnveih] 

Perez. Her curtain opens; she’s a pretty 
gentlewoman. 

Juan. I am the man, and shall be bound 
to fortune, 

I may do any service to your beauties. 

Clara. Captain, I hear you’re marching 
down to Flanders, 

To serve the Catholic king. 

Juan. I am, sweet lady. 

Clara. I have a kinsman, and a noble 
friend, 

Employed in those wars; may be, sir, you 
know him ; 

Don Campusano, captain of carbines, » 

To whom I wo\ild request your nobleness 

To give this poor remembrance. 

[G/ucs] o letter 

Juan. I shall do it; 

I know the gentleman, a most worthy cap- 
tain. 

Clara. Something in private. 


Juan. Step aside: I’ll serve thee. 

Ex[eunl'\ Juan and Clara 
Perez. Pr’ythee, let me see thy face. 

Estif. Sir, you must pardon me: 

Women of our sort, that maintain fair mem- 
ories, 

.\nd keep suspect off from their chastities, » 
Had need wear thicker veils. 

Perez. I am no blaster of a lady’s beauty, 
Nor bold intnider on her special favors; 

I know how tender reputation is, 

And with what guards it ought to be pre- 
served, lady; 

You may to me. 

Esh*/. You must excuse me, signior; 

I come not here to sell myself. 

Perez. As I am a gentlcmanl 
By th’ honor of a soldier! »« 

Estij. I believe you; 

I pray you be civil ; I believe you’d see me, 
And, when you’ve seen me, I believe you’ll 
like me; 

But in a strange place, to a stmnger too. 

As if I came on purpose to betray you! 
Indeed, I will not. 

Perez. I shall love you dearly; 

And 'tis a sin to fling away affection: 

I have no mistress, no desire to honor 
Any but you. — Will not this oyster open? 

[Asu/c] 

I know not, you have struck me with your 
modesty — 

She will draw sure — [aside '] — so deep, and 
taken from me 

All the desire I might bestow on others— 
Quickly, before they come! 

Estif. Indeed, I dare not: 

Bvit, since I see you’re so desirous, sir. 

To view a poor face that can merit nothing 
But your repentance — 

Perez. It must needs be excellent. 

Estif. And with what honesty you ask it 
of me ; 

When I am gone let your man follow me. 
And view what house I enter; thither come; 
For there I dare be bold to appear open, 
.\nd, as I like your virtuous carriage, then 
I shall be able to give w’elcome to you — 

Enter Juan, and] a Ser\’ant 

She hath done her business; I must take my 
leave, sir. 
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Perez. I’ll kiss your fair white hand, and 
thank ye, lady: 

My man shall wait, and I shall be your 
ser\'ant.' — 

Sirrah, come near; hark! [ir/itspors] 

Serv. I shall do it faithfully. Exit 

Juan. You will command me no more 
services? 

Clara. To be careful of your noble health, 
dear sir, 

That I may ever honor you. 

Juan. I thank you. 

And kiss your hands. — Wait on the ladies 
down there I 

Exeunt Ladies and Servant 

Perez. You had the honor to see the face 
that came to you? 

Juan. And ’twas a fair one; what was 
yours, Don Michael? 

Perez. Mine was i’ th’ eclipse, and had a 
cloud drawn over it ; 

But, I believe, well, and I hope 'tis hand- 
some; 

She had a hand would stir a holy hermit. »o 

Juan. You know none of ’em? 

Perez. No. 

Juan. Then I do, captain; 

But I’ll say nothing till I see the proof 
on't. — 

Sit close, Don Perez, or your worship’s 
caught : 

I fear a fly.* [Aside'\ 

Perez. Were those she brought love- 
letters? 

Juan. A packet to a kinsman now in 
Flanders. 

Yours was very modest, methought. 

Perez. Some young unmanaged thing: 

But I may live to see — 

Juan. ’Tis worth experience. 

Let’s walk abroad, and view our companies. 

Exeunt 

[SCENE II] 

[The Street] 

Enter Sanchio and Alonzo 

Sane. What, are you for the wars, Alonzo? 

Alon. It may be ay, 

It may be no; e’en as the humor takes me. 

If I find peace among the female creatures. 

And easy entertainment. I’ll stay at home , 

‘Suitor. ‘A bait 


I’m not so far obliged yet to long marches 
And mouldy biscuits, to run mad for honor. 
When you are all gone, I have my choice 
before me. 

Sane. Of which hospital thou’lt sweat in. 
Wilt thou never 

Leave whoring? io 

Alon. There is less danger in’t than gun- 
ning, Sanchio: 

Though we be shot sometimes, the shot’s 
not mortal ; 

Besides, it breaks no limbs. 

Sane. But it disables ’em; dost thou see 
how thou pull’st 

Thy legs after thee, as they hung by 
points ? ' 

Alon. Better to pull ’em thus, than walk 
on wooden ones; 

Sen'e bravely for a billet to support me. 

Sane. Fie, fie! ’tis base. 

Alon. Dost thou count it base to suffer? 
Suffer abundantly? ’tis the crown of honor. » 
You think it nothing to lie twenty days 
Under a surgeon’s hands, that has no mercy. 

Sane. As thou hast done, I am sure. But 
I perceive now 

Why you desire to stay; the Orient * heiress. 
The Margarita, sir! 

Alon. I would I had her. 

Sane. They say she will marry. 

Alon. Yes, I think she will. 

Sane. And marry suddenly, as report goes, 
too I 

She fears her youth will not hold out, 
Alonzo. 30 

Alon. I would I had the sheathing on’t. 

Sane. They say too 

She has a greedy eye, that must be fed 
With more than one man’s meat. 

Alon. ’Would she wore mine! 

I would cater for her well enough. But, 
Sanchio, 

There be too many great men that adore 
her; 

Princes, and princes’ fellows, that claim 
privilege. 

Sane. Yet those stand off i’ th’ way of 
marriage, 

To be tied to a man’s pleasure is a second 
labor.* 

^ Braces. 

* Suitable epithet for Margarita, a pearl, and a 
rich one. 

^ Another kind of labor, not a pleasure. 
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Alon. She has bought a brave house here 
in town. 

Sane. I liave heard so. 

Alon. If she convert it now to pious uses, 
And bid poor gentlemen welcome! 

Sane. When comes she to it? 

Alon. Within these two days; she’s i’ th’ 
country yet, 

And keeps the noblest house! 

Sane. Then there’s some hope of her. 

Wilt thou go my way? 

Alon. No, no, I must leave you, » 

And repair to an old gentlewoman 
That has credit with lier, that can speak a 
good word. 

Sane. Send thee good fortune! but make 
thy body sound first. 

Alon. I am a soldier, and too sound a 
body 

Becomes me not. Farewell, Sanchiot 

Exeunt 

[SCENE III] 

[The Same] 

Enter a Sen’ant oj Michael Perez 

ScTv. ’Tis this or that house, or I’ye lost 
mine aim ; 

They are both fair buildings. She walked 
plaguy fast ; 

Eiillcr] Estif[ama] 

And hereabouts I lost her. — Stay! that’s she, 
’Tis very she. She makes me a low court’sy. 
Let mo note the place; tlie street I well re- 
member. 

Exit [Estifania into a house] 
She’s in again. Certain some noble lady: 
IIow happy should I be if slic love my 
master! 

A wondrous goodly house; here arc bravo 
lodgings. 

And I shall sleep now like an emperor, 
And oat abundantly. I thank my fortune! jo 
I' ll back with speed, and bring him happy 
tidings. Exit 

[SCENE IV] 

[The Country. An Aimrtment in the Villa 

of Margarita] 

Enter three old Ladies 

1 Lady. What should it mean, that in 
such haste we’re sent for? 


2 Lady. Belike the lady Margaret has 
some business 

She’d break to us in private. 

3 Lady. It should seem so. 

’Tis a good lady, and a wise young lady. 

2 Lady. And virtuous enough too, I war- 
rant ye. 

For a young w’oman of her years: *Tis pity 

To load her tender age with too much vir- 
tue. 

3 Lady. ’Tis more sometimes than we 
can well away with. 

Enter Altea 

Altca. Good morrow, ladies! lo 

All. Morrow, my good madam! 

1 Lady. How does the sweet young 
beauty, Lady Margaret? 

2 Lady. Has she slept well after her walk 
last night? 

1 Lady. Are her dreams gentle to her 
mind? 

Altca. All's well. 

She’s ver>’ well; she sent for you thus sud- 
denly. 

To give her counsel in a business 

That much concerns her. 

2 Lady. She does well and wisely, 

To ask the counsel of the ancient’st, madam; 

Our years have run through many things 
she knows not. n 

Altca. She would fain marry. 

1 Lady. ’Tis a proper calling, 

And well beseems her years. Who would 
she yoke with? 

Altca. That’s left to argue on. I pray 
come in. 

And break your fast; drink a good cup or 
two, 

To strengthen your understandings; then 
she’ll tell ye. 

2 Lady. And good wine breeds good coun- 
sel; we’ll yield to ye. Exeunt 

[SCENE V] 

[Valladolid. The Street] 

Enter Juan db C.astro and Lbon 

Juan. Have you seen any service? 

Leon. Yes. 

Juan. 'Where? 
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Leon. Everywhere. 

Juan. What office bore you? 

Leon. None ; I was not worthy. 

Juan. What captains know you? 

Leon. None; they were above me. 

Juan. Were you never hurt? 

Leon. Not that I well remember, 

But once I stoic a hen, and then they beat 
me. 

Pray ask me no long questions; I have an 
ill memorJ^ 

Juan. This is an ass. — Did you never 
draw your sword yet? 

Leon. Not to do any harm, I thank 
heaven for’t. 

Juan. Nor ne’er ta’en prisoner? 

Leon. No, I ran away, 

For I had ne’er no money to redeem me. 

Juan. Can you endure a drum? 

Leon. It makes my head ache. 

Juan. Are you not valiant when you're 
drunk? » 

Leon. I think not ; 

But I am loving, sir. 

Juan. What a lump is this man! — 

Was your father wise? 

Leon. Too wise for me, I’m sure; 

For he gave all he had to my younger 
brother. 

Juan. That was no foolish part. I’ll bear 
you witness. 

Canst thou lie with a woman? 

Leon. I think I could make shift, sir; 

But I am bashful. «> 

Juan. In the night? 

Leon. I know not; 

Darkness indeed may do some good upon 
me. 

Juan. Why art thou sent to me to be 
my officer, 

Ay, and commended too, when thou dar’st 
not fight? 

Leon. There be more officers of my 
opinion, 

Or I am cozened, sir; men that talk more 
too. 

Juan. How wilt thou 'scape a bullet? 

Leon. Why, by chance; 

They aim at honorable men; alas, I am 
none, sir. « 

Juan. This fellow has some doubts in’s 
talk, that strike me; 

He cannot be all fool. — 


Ent[er'] Alonzo 
Welcome, Alonzo! 

Alon. What have you got there? Temper- 
ance into 

Your company? the spirit of peace? we shall 
have wars 

By the ounce then. — 

Entier} Cac.a[foco] 

0 , here’s another pumpion;* 

Let him loose for luck sake, the crammed 
son 

Of a starved usurer. Cacafogo, 

Both their bruins buttered cannot make two 
spoonfuls. 60 

Cac. My father’s dead; I am a man of 
war too. 

Monies, demesnes; I have ships at sea too, 
captains. 

Juan. Take heed o’ th’ Hollanders; your 
ships may leak else. 

Cac. I scorn the Hollanders; they are my 
drunkards. 

Alon. Put up your gold, sir; I will borrow 
it else. 

Cac. I’m satisfied, you shall not. — Come 
out; I know thee; 

Meet mine anger instantly! 

Leon. I never wronged ye. 

Cac. Thou hast wronged mine honor; 
Thou look'dst upon my mistress thrice las- 
civiously; 60 

I’ll make it good. 

Juan. Do not heat yourself; you will 
surfeit.* 

Cac. Thou wan’st* my money too, ^vith a 
pair of base bones, 

In whom there was no truth; for which I 
beat thee, 

I beat thee much; now I will hurt thee dan- 
gerously ; 

This shall provoke thee. He strikes [him] 
Alon. You struck too low by a foot, sir. 
Juan. You must get a ladder when you’d 
beat this fellow. 

Leon. I cannot chuse but kick again; pray 
pardon me! [Kicks him] 

Cac. Had’st thou not asked my pardon, 

I had killed thee. to 

* Pumpkin, country fellow. 

* Fall ill. » Won’st. 
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I leave thee as a thing despised! Beso las 
Tuanos a vucslra scuoria! 

Exit Caca. 

Ahn. You have ’scaped by miracle, there 
is not. in all Spain, 

A spirit of more fury than this fire-drake. 

Leon. I see he’s hasty; and I would give 
him leave 

To beat me soundly, if he would take my 
bond. 

Juan. What shall I do with this fellow? 

Alun. Turn him off: 

He will infect the camp with cowardice, 

If he go with thee. 

Juan. About some week hence, sir, w 

If I can hit upon no abler oHicer, 

You shall hear from me. 

Leon. I desire no better. Exeunt 

[SCKNK VI] 

[A Splendid Aparlment in Margarita's Toum 

House] 

Enter Estifania and Peuez 

Perez. You Iiavo made me now too boun- 
tiful amends, lady, 

For your strict carriage wlien you saw me 
first. 

These beauties were not meant to be con- 
cealed ; 

It was n wrong to hide so sweet an object ; 

I could now chide you, but it sliall be thus. 

(A’w.scs /tcrl 

No other anger ever touch your sweetness! 

Estij. You appear to me so honest and 
so civil, 

Without a blush, sir, I dare bid you wel- 
come. 

Perez. Now let me ask your name. 

Eslil. 'Tis Estifania : lo 

The heir of this poor place. 

Perez. Poor, do you call it? 

There’s nothing that I cast mine eyes upon, 

But shews both rich and admirable; all the 
rooms 

Are hung as if a princess were to dwell here; 

The gardens, orchards, every thing so 
curious 1 

Is all that plate your own, too? 

Estij. Tis but little, 

Only for present use; I have more and 
richer. 


When need shall call, or friends compel me 
use it. » 

The suits you see of all the upper chambers 
Are those that commonly adorn the house: 

I think I have, besides, as fair as Sevil, 

Or any town in Spain can parallel, 

Perez, [ayi't/c] Now if she be not married, 

I have some hopes. — 

Are you a maid? 

Estij. You make mo blush to answer; 

I ever was accounted so to this hour. 

And that’s the reason that I live retired, sir. 
Perez. Then would I counsel 3 ’ou to marry 
presently, » 

— If I can get her, I am made for ever — 

[Aside] 

For ever)' year you lose, you lose a beauty; 
A husband now, an honest, careful husband, 
Were such a comfort 1 Will you walk above 
stairs? 

Estij. This place will fit our talk; 'tis 
fitter far, sir; 

Above there are day-beds, and such tempta- 
tions 

I dare not trust, sir. — 

Perez. She is excellent wise withal too. — 

[Aside] 

Estij. You named a husband; I am not so 
strict, sir, 

Nor tied unto a virgin’s solitariness, *» 
But if an honest, and a noble one, 

Rich, and a soldier (for so I have vowed 
he shall be) 

Were offered me, I think I should accept 
him ; 

But, above all, he must love. 

Perez. He were base else. — 

There's comfort ministered in the word sol- 
dier. 

How sweetly should I live! [Aside] 

Estij. I am not so ignorant. 

Rut that I know well how to be commanded, 
.\nil how again to make myself obeyed, sir, 
I waste but little, I have gathered much; « 
My rial ' not the less worth, when ’tis spent, 
If spent by my direction; to please my 
husband, 

I hold it as indifferent in my duty. 

To be his maid i’ th’ kitchen, or his cook, 

.As in the hall to know mvself the mistress. 

% 

Perez. Sweet, rich, and provident! now 
fortune stick to me! — [Aside] 

I am a soldier, and a bachelor, lady; 

* A sninll silver cola. 
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And such a wife as you I could love in- 
finitely; 

They that use many words, some are deceit- 
ful: ao 

I long to be a husband, and a good one; 

For ’tis most certain I shall make a prece- 
dent 

For all that follow me to love their ladies. 
I’m young, you see, able I’d have you think 
too ; 

Ift please you know, try me, before 3 'oii 
take me. 

’Tis true, I shall not meet in equal wealth 
with you ; 

But jewels, chains, such as the war has given 
me, 

A thousand ducats I dare presume on 
In ready gold (now as your care may handle 
it) 

As rich clothes too as any he bears arms, 
lady ! 70 

Estij. You are a true gentleman, and fair, 

I see by ye: 

And such a man I’d rather take — 

Perez. ’Pray do sol 
I’ll have a priest o’ th’ sudden. 

Estij. And as suddenly 
You will repent too. 

Perez. I’ll be hanged or drown’d first, 

By this, and this, and this kissl 

[Kisses Acr] 

Estij, You are a flatterer; 

But I must say there was something when 
I saw you first, m 

In that most noble face that stirred my 
fancy. 

Perez. I’ll stir it better ere you sleep, 
sweet lady. 

I’ll send for all my trunks, and give up all 
to ye, 

Into your own dispose, before I bed ye; 

And then s^veet wench — 

Estij. You have the art to cozen me. 

Exeunt 

ACT II, SCENE I 

[The Country. An Apartment in the Villa 

oj Margarital 

Enter Margarita, two Ladies and Altea 

Marg. Sit down, and give me your opin- 
ions seriously. 


1 Lady, You say you have a mind to 
marry, lady? 

j\Iarg. Tis true, I have, for to preseiwe 
my credit; 

Yet not so much for that as for my state, 
ladies; 

Conceive me right, there lies the main o’ th’ 
question: 

Credit I can redeem, money will imp' it; 

But when my money’s gone, when the law 
shall 

Seize that, and for incontincncy strip me of 
all? 

1 Lady. D’ye find your body so malicious 
that way? 

Marg. I find it as all bodies are that are 
young and lusty, „ 

Lazy, and high fed; I desire my pleasure. 
And pleasure I must have. 

2 Lady. ’Tis fit j'ou should have; 

Your j'ears require it, and 'tis necessary, 

As necessary as meat to a >'oung lady; 

Sleep cannot nourish more. 

1 Lady. But might not all this be, and 
keep you single? 

You take away variety in marriage. 

The abundance of the pleasure you are 
barred then; 

Is’t not abundance that you aim at? » 
Marg, Yes; 

Why was I made a woman? 

2 Lady. And every day a new? 

Marg. Why fair and young, but to use it? 

1 Lady. You are still i’ th’ right; why 
would you marry then? 

Altea. Because a husband stops all doubts 
in this point, 

And clears all passages. 

2 Lady. What husband mean ye? 

Altea. A husband of an easy faith, a fool, 

Made by her wealth, and moulded to her 
pleasure ; ao 

One, though he see himself become a mon- 
ster, 

Shall hold the door, and entertain the 
maker.^ 

2 Lady. You grant there may be such a 
man. 

1 Lady. Yes, marry; 

But how to bring ’em to this rare perfec- 
tion? 

* Mend it 

• The maker of the monster. 
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2 Lady. They must be chosen so; things 
of no honor, 

Nor outward honesty. 

Marg. No. 'tis no matter; 

I care not what they are, so they be lusty. 

2 Lady. Methinks now, a rich lawyer; 
some such fellow, *o 

That carries credit and a face of awe, 

But lies with nothing but his clients’ busi- 
ness. 

Marg. No, there’s no trusting them: they 
are too subtle ; 

The law has moulded ’em of natural mis- 
chief. 

1 Lady. Then, some grave governor, 

Some man of honor, yet an cjisy man. 

Marg. If he have honor I’m undone; I’ll 
none such: 

I'll have a lusty man ; honor will cloy me. 

Altca. ’Tis fit you should, lady ; 

And to that end, with search, and wit, and 
labor, 80 

I have found one out, a right one and a 
perfect; 

He is made as strong as brass, is of brave 
j'ears too, 

And doughty of complexion. 

Marg. Is he a gentleman? 

Alica. Yes, and a soldier; as gentle as 
you would wish him; 

A good fellow, weal's goo<l clothes. 

Marg. Those I’ll allow him; 

They are for my credit. Does he under- 
stand 

But little? 

Allca. Very little. 

Marg. ’Ti.s the better. 

Have not the wars bred him up to anger? 

Allca. No; 

He will not quarrel with a dog that bites 
him ; 

Let him be drunk or sober, he'.s one silence. 

Marg. [He] has no capacitv what honor 
is? 

For that’s the sohlier’s god. 

Allca. Honor’s a thin;: too subtile for his 
wisdom ; 

If honor lie in eating, he’s right honorable. 

Marg. Is he so goodly a man. d'ye say? to 

Allca. As yo\i shall see, lady; 

But. to all this. lie’s but a tnmk. 

Marg. I would have him so, 


I shall add branches to him to adorn him. 
Go, find me out this man, and let me see 
him; 

If he be that motion ' that you tell me of. 
And make no more noise, I shall entertain 
him. 

Let him be here. 

Altea. He shall attend your ladyship. 

Exeunt 

[SCENE II] 

{Valladolid. The Lodgings of Don Juan] 

Enter Juan, Alonzo and Perez 

Juan. Why, thou art not married indeed? 
Perez. No, no; pray think so. 

Alas, I am a fellow of no reckoning, 

Not worth a lady’s eye! 

Alon. Wouldst thou steal a fortune, 

And make none of all thy friends acquainted 
with it, 

Nor bid us to thy wedding? 

Perez. No, indeed! 

There was no wisdom in’t, to bid an artist, 
An old seducer, to a female banquet! « 

I can cut up my pie without your instruc- 
tions. 

Juan. Was it the wench i’ th’ veil? 

Perez. Bastal* ’twas she; 

The prettiest rogue that e’er you looked 
upon, 

The loving’st thief! 

Juan. And is she rich withal too? 

Perez. mine, a mine! there is no end of 
wealth, colonel, 

I am an ass, a bashful fool 1 Pr’ythec, colo- 
nel, 

How tlo thy companies fill now? 

Juan. You are merry, sir; » 

You intend a safer war at home, belike now? 
Perez. I do not think I shall fight much 
this year, colonel; 

I find myself given to my ease a little. 

I care not if I sell my foolish company; 
They arc things of hazard. 

Alon. How it angers me. [Aside] 

This fellow at first sight should win a lady, 
A rich young wench; and I, that have con- 
sumed 

‘ The puppet. 


* Enough. 
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My time and art in searching out their 
subtleties, 

Like a fooled alchemist, blow up my hopes 
still!— 

When shall we come to thy house and be 
freely merry? 

Perez. When I have managed her a little 
more ; 

I have a house to entertain an army. 

Alon. If thy wife be fair, thou’It have few 
less come to thee. 

Perez. But where they’ll get entertain- 
ment is the point, signior; 

I beat no drum. 

Alort. You need none but her tabor. 

Perez. May be I’ll march, after a month 
or two 

To get me a fresh stomach.* I find, colonel, 
A wantonness in wealth, methinks I agree 
not with; w 

’Tis such a trouble to be married too, 

And have a thousand things of great im- 
portance, 

Jewels, and plates* and fooleries, molest me; 
To have a man’s brains whirasied with his 
wealth ! 

Before, I walk’d contentedly. 

Enter Servant 

Serv. My Mistress, sir, is sick, because 
you are absent; 

She mourns, and will not eat. 

Perez. Alas, my jewel I 
Come, ril go with thee. — Gentlemen, your 
fair leaves 1 

You seeT am tied a little to my yoke; » 
Pray pardon me ! 'would ye had both such 
loving wives 1 

Juan. I thank you 

Exieunfi Perez [and] Servfant] 
For your old boots I — Never be blank, 
Alonzo, 

Because this fellow has oustript thy fortune! 
Tell me ten days hence what he is, and how 
The gracious state of matrimony stands 
with him. 

Come, let’s to dinner. When Margarita 
comes, 

We’ll visit both; it may be then your for- 
tune. Exeunt 

» Courage. 

* Coins. 


[SCENE III! 

[The Country. An Apartment in Margarita’s 

Villa] 

Ent[er] M.^rgarita, Altea [and] the Ladies 

Marg. Is he come? 

Altea. Yes, madam; [he] has been here 
this half hour. 

I have questioned him of all that you can 
ask him, 

And find him as fit as you had made the 
man: 

He’ll make the goodliest shadow for in- 
iquity 1 

Marg. Have ye searched him, ladies? 

Omnes. He’s a man at all points, a likely 
man I 

Marg. Call him in, Altea. 

[Exit Alte.a, and re-enters with Leon] 

A man of a good presence I — Pray you come 
this way, — 

Of a lusty body; Is his mind so tame? lo 

Altfia. Pray ye question him; and if you 
find him not 

Fit for your purpose, shake him off; there’s 
no harm done. 

Marg. Can you love a young lady? — How 
he blushes! 

.Altea. Leave twirling of your hat, [and] 
hold you head up, 

And speak to th’ lady. 

Leon. Yes, I think I can; 

I must be taught; I know not what it 
means, madam. 

Marg. You shall be taught. And can you, 
when she pleases. 

Go ride abroad, and stay a week or two? 

You shall have men and horses to attend ye, 

And money in your purse. si 

Leon. Yes, I love riding; 

And when I am from home I am so merry! 

Marg. Be as merry as you will. Can you 
as handsomely, 

When you are sent for back, come with 
obedience, 

And do your duty to the lady loves you? 

Leon. Yes, sure, I shall. 

Marg. And when you see her friends here, 

Or noble kinsmen, can you entertain 

Their servants in the cellar, and be busied, w 
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Ami liold your poaeo, whatc’cr you see or 
lirur of? 

Lron. Twere fit 1 were hanged e!;fc. 

Marg. Let me try your kisses. 

[Kusses hitn] 

How the fool shakes!— I will not eat you, 
sir. — 

Beshrew my heart, he kisses wondrous 
manly I — 

Can you do anything else? 

Leon. Indeed, I know not; 

But if your ladyship will please to instnict 
me, 

Sure I shall learn. 

Marg. You shall then be instructed. « 
If I should be this lady that alTects you, 
Nay, say I rnarrj' you — 

Altra. Hark to the lady. 

Marg. What money have you? 

Leon. None, madam, nor friends. 

I would do iinything to servo your ladyship. 
Marg. You must not look to be iny 
master, sir. 

Nor talk i' th’ house as though you wore 
tlic brccclies; 

No. nor command in anything. 

Leon. I will not; w 

Alas, I am not able; I have no wit, madam. 

Marg. Nor do not labor to arrive at any; 
Twill spoil your head. I take ye upon 
charity, 

And like a servant you must be unto me; 
As I behold your duty I shall love ye. 

And, as you observe me, I may chaiice lie 
with ye, 

Can you mark these? 

Leon. Yes, indeed, forsooth. 

Marg. There is one thing, 

That if I take you in, I put ye from me, » 
Utterly from me; you must not be saucy, 
No, nor at any time familiar with me; 
Scarce know mo, when I call ye not. 

Leon. I will not. 

Alas, I never knew myself sulFiciently. 
Marg. Nor must not now. 

Leon. I’ll be a dog to please ye. 

Marg. Imh'cil, you must fetch and carr>' 
as I appoint ye. 

Leon. I were to blame eUe.- 
Marg. Kiss me again. — A strong fellow! to 
T here is a vigor in Ids lips: — If you sec me 
Ki.<s any other, twenty in an hour, sir, 
Yon must not start, nor be offended. 

Leon. No, 


If you kiss a thousand I shall be contented; 

It will the better teach me how to please 
ye! 

Allca. I told ye, madam! 

Marg. Tis the man I wished for. — 

The less you speak — 

Leon. I’ll never speak again, madam, » 

But when you charge me; then I’ll speak 
softly too. 

Marg. Get me a priest; I’ll wed him in- 
stantly. — 

But when you arc married, sir, you must 
wait upon me, 

And see you obsci^’e my laws. 

Leon. Klse you shall hang me. 

Marg. I’ll give ye better clothes when you 
deserve ’em. — 

Come in, and serve for witnesses. 

Omnvs. We shall, madam. 

Marg. And then away to th’ city pres- 
ently; 

I’ll to my new house and new company, m 

[£jrj7 u'ith Ladies] 

Leon. A thousand crowns are thine; and 
I am a made man. 

AHva. Do not break out too soonl 

Leon. I know my time, wench. 

ExeuiU, 

[SCENE IV] 

[Valladolid. A Room m Marganteis //ousel 

Enter Clar.\ and Estifania, with a paper 

Clara. What, have you caught him? 

Estif. Yes. 

Clara. And do you find him 

A man of those hopes that you aimed at? 

Eatij. Yes, too; 

.\iul the most kind man, and the ablest also 

To give a wife content! He’s sound as old 
wine, 

And to his soundness rises on the palate; 

And there’s the man I I find him ricli too, 
Clara. 

Clara. Hast thou married him? v> 

EstiJ. What, dost thou think I fish with- 
out a bait, wench? 

I bob for fools? He is mine own, I have 
him. 

I told thee what would tickle him like a 
trout ; 

And, as I c.ast it, so I caught him daintily, 
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And all he has I have stowed at iny devo- 
tion. 

Clara. Docs thy lady know this? She’s 
coming now to town, 

Now to live here in this house. 

Eslij. Let her come; 

She shall be welcome, I am prepared for 
her; 

She is mad sure if she be angry at my for- 
tune, 80 

For what I have made bold. 

Clara. Dost thou not love him? 

Estif. Ves, entirely well, 

As long as there he stays, and looks no 
further 

Into my ends; but when he doubts, I hate 
him, 

And that wise hate will teach me how to 
cozen ' him. 

[A lady-tamer he, and reads men warn- 
ings,] ^ 

How to decline their wives and curb their 
manners, 

To put a stern and strong rein to their na- 
tures; 

And holds he is an ass not worth acquaint- 
ance, 30 

That cannot mould a devil to obedience. 

I owe him a good turn for these opinions, 
And, as I find his temper, I may pay him. 

E.Uer Perez 

0, here he is; now you shall see a kind 
man. 

Perez. My Estifanial shall we to dinner, 
lamb? 

I know thou stay’st for me. 

Estif. I cannot eat else. 

Perez. I never enter, but methinks a 
paradise 

Appears about me. 

Estif. You are welcome to it, sir. «*> 

Perez. I think I have the sweetest seat in 
Spain, wench; 

Methinks the richest too. We’ll eat i’ the 
garden. 

In one o’ th’ arbors, (there ’tis cool and 
pleasant,) 

And have our wine cold in the running 
fountain. 

Who’s that? 

^ Cheat. 

* This line has been inserted by modem editors to 
supply a clear omission. 


Estif. A friend of mine, sir. 

Pcrvz. Of what breeding? 

Estif. A gentlewoman, sir. 

Pcrvz. What business has she? 49 

Is she a learned woman i’ th’ mathematics? 
Can she tell fortunes? 

Estif. More than I know, sir. 

Perez. Or has she e’er a letter from a 
kinswoman, 

That must be delivered in my absence 
wife? 

Or comes she from the doctor to salute you. 
And learn your health? She looks not like a 
confessor. 

Estif. What need all this? why are you 
troubled, sir? 

What do you suspect? she cannot cuckold 
you; 

She is a woman, sir, a very woman. 

Perez. Your very woman may do very 
well, sir, « 

Toward the matter; for, though she cannot 
perform it 

In her own person, she may do it by proxy: 
Your rarest jugglers work still by conspiracy. 
Estif. Cry ye mercy, husband I you are 
jealous then. 

And happily* suspect me? 

Perez. No, indeed, wife. 

Estif. Methinks you should not till you 
have more cause. 

And clearer too. I am sure you have heard 
say, husband, 

A woman forced will free herself through 
iron; 

A happy, calm, and good wife, discon- 
tented, 70 

May be taught tricks. 

Perez. No, no, I do but jest with you. 
Estif. To-morrow, friend. I’ll see you. 
Clara. I shall leave you 
Till then, and pray all may go sweetly with 

Exit. Knock{_ing within'\ 
Estif. Why, where’s this girl? Who’s at 
the door? 

Perez. Who knocks there? 

Is’t for the king you come, you knock so 
boist’rously? 

Look to the door. 

Enter Maid 

Maid [apart to Estif.] My ladyf as I 
live, mistress, my lady’s come! » 

^ Perhaps. 
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She's lit the rioor; I peeped through, and I 
saw her, 

And a stately company of ladies with her. 

Estif. This was a week too soon; but I 
must meet with her, 

And set a new wheel going, and a subtile 
one, 

Must blind this mighty Mars, or I am 
ruined. 

Perez. What are they at door? 

Estif. Such, my Michael, 

As you may bless the day they entered 
here; 

Such for our good) 

Perez. Tis well. «> 

Estij. Nay, 'twill be better 

If you will let me but dispose the busine.ss, 

Anti be a stranger to’t, and not disturb me: 

What have I now to do but to advance 
your fortune? 

Perez. Do; I dare trust thee. I am 
ashamed I am angrj’; 

I find thee a wise young wife. 

Estij. [apart] I’ll wise your worship 

Before I leave you! — 'Pray you walk by, 
and say nothing, 

Only salute them,* and leave the vest to 
me, sir: 

I was born to make you a man. [Exj't] >«> 

Perez. The rogue speak.s heartily; 

Her good w’ill colors in her checks; I am 
born to love her. 

I must bo gentler to these tender natures; 

A soldier’s rude harsh words befit not ladies, 

Nor must we talk to them as we talk to 
our ofTiccrs. 

I'll give her way, for ’tis for me she works 
now ; 

I am husband, heir, and all she has. 

ErHcr MARC.fARiTA,] EaxiFfANiA,] Leon, 

Altea, and Ladies 

Who are these? what fianting* things? A 
woman 

Of rare presence! e.Ncellent fairl This is too 
big 

For a bawdy-house, too open-seated too. 

E.stif. My husband, lady! 

You have gained a proper’ man. 

Perez. Whale’cr I am, I am your servant, 
lady. Kisses ICsTiF. 

* Q, him. ’Flaunting. ’ llunilM>iiic. 


Estij. [apart to Perez] Sir, be ruled now, 
and I shall make ye rich : 

This is my cousin ; that gentleman dotes on 
her, 

Even to death; see how he observes her, 
Perez. She is a goodly woman. 

Estij. She’s a mirror, 

But she is poor; she were for a prince’s side 
else. 

This house she has brought him to, as to 
her own, 

And presuming upon me, and upon my 
courtesy, — 

(Conceive me short), — he knows not but 
she’s wealthy: 

Or, if he did know othei^vise, ’twere all one, 
He’s so fur gone. 

Perez. Forward. She has a rare face,. 

Estij. This we must carry with discretion, 
husband. 

And yield unto her for four days. 

Perez. Yield our house up, 

Our goods, and wealth? 

Estij. All this is but in seeming, i*> 

To milk the lover on. D’you see this 
writing? 

Two hundred pound a-year, when they are 
married, 

Has she sealed to for our good: The time’s 
unlit now; 

I’ll shew it you to-morrow. 

Perez. All the house? 

Estij. All. nil, and we’ll remove too. to 
confirm him; 

They’ll into th’ countrj" suddenly again 
After they arc matched, and then she’ll open 
to him. 

Perez. The whole possession, wife? Look 
what you do. 

A part o’ th’ house — 

Estij. No, no, they shall have all, 

And take their pleasure too; ’tis for our 
’vantage. 

Why, what’s fovir days? Had you a sister, 
sir, 

A niece or mistress, that required this cour- 
tesy, 

Anti shovdd I make a scruple to do you 
good ? 

Perez. If easily it would come back— 
Estij. I swear, sir, 

As easily as it came on. Is it not pity 
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To let ‘ such a gentlewoman for a little 
help? 

You give away no house. iw 

Perez. Clear but that question. 

Eslif. I'll put the writings into your hand. 
Perez. Well then. 

Eslij. And you shall keep them safe. 
Perez. I’m satisfied. 

'Would I had the wench so too. 

Ealif. When she has married him, 

So infinite his love is linked unto her, 

You, I, or any one that helps at this pinch, 
May have heaven knows what. loo 

Perez. I’ll remove the goods straight, 
.And take some poor house by; ’tis but for 
four days. 

Estif. I have a poor old friend; there we’ll 
be. 

Perez. ’Tis well then. 

Estij. Go handsome off, and leave the 
house clear. 

Perez. Well. 

Esiij. That little stuff we’ll use shall fol- 
low after, 

And a boy to guide ye. Peace, and we are 
made both I 

Exit Per[e2] 

i\/ar<7. Come, let’s go in. Are all the 
rooms kept sweet, wench? 

Estij. They’re sweet and neat. i™ 

Marg. Why, where’s your husband? 
Estij. Gone, madam. 

When you come to your own, he must give 
place, lady. 

Marg. Well, send you joy I You would 
not let me know’t, 

Yet I shall not forget ye. 

Estij. Thank your ladyship I Exeunt 

ACT III, SCENE I 

[An Apartment in Margarita's House'\ 
Enter Margarita, Altea, and Boy 

Altea. Are you at ease now? is your heart 
at rest. 

Now you have got a shadow, an umbrella, 
To keep the scorching world’s opinion 
From your fair credit? 

Marg. I’m at peace, Altea: 

If he continue but the same he shews. 

And be a master of that ignorance 


He outwardly professes, I am happy. 

The pleasure I shall live in, and the 
freedom, 

Without the squint-eye of the law upon me, 
Or prating liberty of tongues, that envy I n 
Altea. You are a made woman. 

Marg. But if he should prove now 
A crafty and dissembling kind of husband. 
One read in knavery, and brought up in the 
art 

Of villainy concealed? 

Altea. ’My life, an innocent. 

Marg. That’s it I aim at. 

That’s it I hope too; then I’m sure I rule 
him ; 

For innocents are like obedient children 20 
Brought up under a hard mother-in-law, a 
cruel. 

Who being not used to breakfasts and colla- 
tions. 

When they have coarse bread offered ’em, 
are thankful, 

And take it for a favor too. Are the rooms 
Made ready to entertain my friends? 

I long to dance now, and to be wanton; 

Let me have a song. Is the great couch up 
The Duke of Medina sent? 

Altea. ’Tis up and ready. 

Marg. And day-beds in all chambers? » 
Altea. In all, lady; 

Your house is nothing now but various 
pleasures; 

The gallants begin to gaze too. 

Marg. Let ’em gaze on; 

I was brought up a courtier, high and happy, 
And company is my delight, and courtship. 
And handsome servants at my will. Where’s 
my good husband? 

Where does he wait? 

Altea. He knows his distance, madam; 

I warrant you he’s busy in the cellar, « 
Amongst his fellow-servants, or asleep, 

’Till your command awake him. 

Marg. ’Tis well, Altea; 

It should be so; my ward I must preserve 
him. — 

Enter Leon [and Servant! 

Who sent for him? how dare he come un- 
called for? 

His bonnet on tool 
Altea. Sure he sees you not. 

Marg. How scornfully he looks! 

Leon. Are all the chambers 


^ Hinder. 


510 JOHN FLETCHER III. i 

w . 


Decked and adorned thus for my lady’s 
pleasure? “ 

New hangings every hour for entertainment, 
And new plate bought, new jewels, to give 
luster? 

Serv. They are, and yet there must be 
more and richer; 

It is her will. 

Leon. Hum. Is it so? 'tis excellent. 

It is her will, too, to have feasts and ban- 
quets. 

Revels, and masques? 

Scru. She ever loved ’em dearly. 

And we shall have the bravest house kept 
now, sirl 

I must not call ye master (she has warned 
me) •> 

Nor must not put my hat off to ye. 

Leon. 'Tis no fashion; 

What though I be her husband, I am your 
fellow. 

I may cut first? 

Serv. That’s as you shall deserve, sir. 

Leon. And when I lie with her — 

Serv. May be I’ll light ye; 

On the same point you may do me that 
service. 

Enter 1 Lady *« 

1 Lady. Madam, the Duke Medina, with 
some captains, 

Will come to dinner, and have sent rare 
wine, TO 

And their best services. 

Marg. They shall be welcome. 

See all be ready in the noblest fashion. 
The Imuse perfumed. Now I shall take my 
pleasure. 

And not my neighbor Justice maunder at 
me. — 

Go, get your best clothes on; but, till I call 
ye, 

Be sure you be not seen. Dine w’ith the 
gentlewomen. 

And behave yourself cleanly, sir; ’tis for 
my credit. 

Enter 2 Lady 

2 Lady. Madam, the lady Julia — 

Leon. That’s a bawd, [Apart] » 

A threc-piled * bawd, bawd-major to the 
army. 

* Velvet of the best quality was so called. The 
uUusion is to her excellence in her trade, and perhaps 
to the luuterial of her gown. 


2 Lady. Has brought her coach to wait 
upon your ladyship. 

And to be informed if you will take the air 
this morning. 

Leon. The neat air of her nunnery. 

Marg. Tell her, no; 

r th’ afternoon I’ll call on her. 

2 Lady. I will, madam. Exit 

Marg. Why are not you gone to prepare 
yourself? 

May be you shall be sewer' to the first 
course. — 

A portly presence! — Altea, he looks lean; » 

Tis a wash ' knave, he will not keep his 
flesh well. 

Altea. A willing, madam, one that needs 
no spurring. 

Leon. ’Faith, madam, in my little under- 
standing, 

You had better entertain your honest 
neighbors. 

Your friends about ye, that may speak well 
of ye, 

And give a worthy mention of your bounty. 

Marg. How now? what’s this? 

Leon. Tis only to persuade ye: 

Courtiers arc but tickle things to deal 
withal, 

A kind of marchpane’ men, that will not 
last, madam; loo 

An egg and pepper goes further than their 
potions. 

And in a well-built body, a poor parsnip 

Will play his prize above their strong 
potabiles.* 

Marg. The fellow’s mad! 

Leon. He that shall counsel ladies, 

That have both liquorish and ambitious 
eyes. 

Is cither mad or drunk, let him speak 
gospel. 

Altea. He breaks out modestly. [Aporl] 

Leon. Pray you be not angr>’; 

My indiscretion has made bold to tell ye 

IVhat you’ll find tnie. 

Marg. Thou dar'st not talk? 

Leon. Not much, madam: 

You have a tie upon your se^^'ant’s tongue; 

He dares not be so bold as reason bids him; 

Twere fit there was a stronger* on your 
temper. 

* Cup-bearor. * Drinks. 

* Wftsliy, weak. • l.e., 

* Sweetmeat. 


III. ii. 


RULE A WIFE AND HAVE A WIFE 


511 


Ne’er look so stern upon me; I am your 
husband, 

But what are husbands? Read the new 
world’s wonders, 

Such husbands as this monstrous world pro- 
duces, 

And you will scarce find such deformities; 120 
They are shadows to conceal your venial 
virtues, 

Sails to your mills, that grind with all occa- 
sions, 

Balls* that lie by you, to wash out your 
stains. 

And bills nailed up with horn* before your 
stories, 

To rent out lust.* 

Marg. Do you hear him talk? 

Leon. I have done, madam; 

An ox once spoke, as learned men deliver; 
Shortly I shall be such ; then I’ll speak 
wonders? 

’Till when, I tie myself to my obedience. 

Exit 

Marg. First, I’ll untie myself 1 Did you 
mark the gentleman, m 

How boldly and how saucily he talked, 

And how unlike the lump I took him for. 
The piece of ignorant dough? He stood up 
to me, 

And mated ^ my commands I this was your 
providence,® 

Your w'isdom, to elect* this gentleman. 

Your excellent forecast in the man, your 
knowledge ! 

What think you now? 

AUea. I think him an ass still; 

This boldness some of your people have 
blown into him, no 

This wisdom too, with strong wine; ’tis a 
tyrant, 

And a philosopher also, and finds out 
reasons. 

Marg. I’ll have my cellar locked, no 
school ' kept there, 

Nor no discovery.* I’ll turn my drunkards. 
Such as are understanding in their draughts. 
And dispute learnedly the whys and where- 
fores, 

To grass immediately; I’ll keep all fools, 


Sober or drunk, still ' fools, that shall know * 
nothing, 

Nothing belongs to mankind, but obedi- 
ence; 

And such a hand I’ll keep over this hus- 
band! 

Allea. He will fall again; my life, he 
cries by this time ; 

Keep him from drink; he has a high con- 
stitution. 

Entier'\ Leon 


Leon. Shall I wear my new suit, madam? 

Marg. No, your old clothes, 

And get you into the country presently,® 
And see my hawks well trained; you shall 
have victuals, 

Such as are fit for saucy palates, sir, 

And lodgings with the hinds; " it is too good 
too. 

Altea. Good madam, be not so rough with 
repentance : 

You see how he’s come round again. iw 

Marg. I see not what I expect to see. 

Leon. You shall see, madam, if it shall 
please your ladyship — 

Altea. He’s humbled; 

Forgive, good lady. 

Marg. Well, go get you handsome, 

And let me hear no more. 

Leon, [o^'de] Have you yet no feeling? 

1 11 pinch you to the bones then, my proud 

Exit 

Marg. See you preserve him thus, upon 
my favor; 

You know his temper, tie him to the grind- 
stone; 1,0 

The next rebellion I’ll be rid of him. 

I’ll have no needy rascals I tie to me, 
Dispute my life. Come in, and see all 
handsome. 

» Altea [asidel I hope to see you so too; 
IVe wrought ill else. Exeunt 


[SCENE II] 

iA Room in a mean Hovel] 
Enter Feres 


* Soap balls. 

» Advertisements covered 
A.B.C. cards. 

* Q and F read last. 

* Checkmated. 

* Foresight. 


ith transparent horn like 

« Select. 

^ Concourse. 

• Exploration. 


Perez. Shall I never 
house again? 

' Always. 

* Supply that. 


return to mine own 


* At once. 
^ Laborers. 
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We are lodged here in the miserablest dog- 
hole, 

A conjurors circle gives content above it; 

A hawk’s mew is a princely palace to it: 

We have a bed no bigger than a basket, 
And there we lie like butter clapt together, 
And sweat ourselves to sauce immediately. 
The fumes are infinite inhabit here too. 

And to that so thick, they cut like marraa- 
let; * 

So various too, they’ll pose a gold-finder! * w 
Never return to mine own paradise? — 

Why, wife, I say! why, Estifania! 

Estif. — withm . — I am going, presently. 

Perez. Make haste, good jewel I 
I’m like the people that live in the sweet 
islands: * 

I die, I die, if I stay but one day more 
here; 

My lungs are rotten with the damps that 
rise, 

And I cough nothing now but stinks of all 
sorts. 

The inhabitants we have are two starved 
rats 

(For they are not able to maintain p. cat 
here), » 

And those appear as fearful as two devils; 
They lu-n-e cut a map of the whole world up 
already, 

;\nd if wc stay a night, we arc gone for 
company. 

Tlierc’s an old woman that’s now grown to 
marble. 

Drie<l in this brick-kiln,’ and she sits i’ the 
chimney, 

(Which !s but three tiles, raised like a house 
of cards), 

The true proportion of an old smoked sibyl; 
There is a young thing too, that nature 
meant 

For a maid-servant, but ’tis now a monster; 
She has a husk about her like a chestnut 
With laziness and living \mder the line 
here ; 

And these two make a hollow sound to- 
gether, 

Like frogs, or winds between two doors that 
murmur. 

* Mnrmnlnde. 

® Puzzle n magician. 

•The West Indies that produce sugar. 

* Old odd. road hill. 


En^[cT^ Estifania 

Mercy, deliver me!— O, are you come, wife? 
Shall we be free again? 

Estij. I am now going. 

And you shall presently to your own house, 
sir: 

The remembrance of this small vexation 
Will be argument of mirth for ever. 

By that time you have said your orisons, « 
And broke your fast, I shall be back, and 
ready 

To usher you to your old content, your 
freedom. 

Perez. Break my neck rather! Is there 
any thing here to cat 
But one another, like a race of cannibals? 

A piece of buttered wall you think is e.xcel- 
Icnt ! 

Let’s have our house again immediately; 

And pray you take heed unto the furniture, 
None be embezzled! 

Estif. Not a pin, I warrant you. 

Perez. And let ’em instantly depart. » 
Estif. They shall both, 

(There’s reason in all courtesies) they must 
both, 

For by this time I know she has acquainted 
him. 

And has provided too; she sent me word, sir, 
And will give over gratebilly unto you. 

Perez. I’ll walk i’ th’ church-yard; 

The dead cannot offend more than these 
living. 

An hour hence I’ll expect yc. 

Estif. I'll not fail, sir. 

Perez. .\nd do you hear, let’s have a 
handsome dinner, «• 

And see all things be decent as they have 
been. 

And let me have a strong bath to restore 
mel 

I stink like a stall-fish,* shambles, or an oil- 
shop. 

Estif. You shall have all — [Aswfe] (which 
some interpret nothing.) — 

I’ll send ye people for the tninks afore-hand, 
And for the stuff. 

Perez. Let ’em bo known and honest; 
And do my sei^ iec to your niece. 

Estif. I shall, sir; 

But if I come not at my hour, come thither, 

^ Fish-stall. 
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That they may give you thanks for your 
fair courtesy. 71 

And pray ye be brave, for my sake! 

Perez. I observe ye. Exeunt 


[SCENE III] 

[The Street} 

Enter Juan de Castro, Sanchio, and 

Cacafogo 

Sane. Thou art very brave. 

Cac. I have reason; I have money. 

Sane. Is money reason? 

Cac. Yes, and rhj’me * too, captain. 

If ye have no money, ye’re an ass. 

Sane. I thank you. 

Cac. Ye have manners; * ever thank him 
that has money. 

Sane. Wilt thou lend me any? 

Cac. Not a farthing, captain; 

Captains are casual things. w 

Sane. Why, so are all men; 

Thou shalt have my bond. 

Cac. Nor bonds nor fetters, captain: 

My money is mine own; I make no doubt 
on’t. 

Juan. What dost thou do with it? 

Cac. Put it to pious uses, 

Buy wine and w’enches, and undo young 
coxcombs 

That would undo me. 

Juan. Are those hospitals? 

Cac. I first provide to fill my hospitals » 
With creatures of mine own, that I know 
wTetched, 

And then I build; those are more bound to 
pray for me : 

Besides, I keep the inheritance in my name 
still. 

Juan. A provident charity! Are you for 
the wars, sir? 

Cac. I am not poor enough to be a 
soldier, 

Nor have I faith enough to ward a bullet: 
This is no lining for a trench, I take it. 
Juan. Ye have said wisely. 

Cac. Had you but my money, 

You would swear it, colonel; I’d rather drill 
at home 

^ Q. reads ruiwe. 


A hundred thousand crowns, and with more 
honor. 

Than exercise ten thousand fools with 
nothing: 

A wise man safely feeds, fools cut their 
fingers. 

Sane. A right state usurer; why dost thou 
not marry, 

And live a reverend justice? 

Cac. Is’t not nobler 

To command a reverend justice, than to be 
one? 

And for a wife, what need I marry, captain, 
When every courteous fool that owes me 
money, 

Owes me his wife too, to appease my fury? 
Juan. Wilt thou go to dinner with us? a 
Cac. I will go, 

And view the pearl of Spain, the orient fair 
one. 

The rich one too, and I will be respected; 

I bear my patent here: I will talk to her; 

And when 3’our captainships shall stand 
aloof. 

And pick your noses, I will pick the purse 
Of her affection. 

Juan. The duke dines there to-day, too 
The Duke of Medina. 

Cac. Let the king dine there. 

He owes me money, and so far’s my 
creature ; 

And certainly I may make bold with mine 
own, captain. 

5 anc. Thou wilt eat monstrously. 

Cac. Like a true-born Spaniard; 

Eat as I were in England, where the beef 
grows I 

And I will drink abundantly, and then 
Talk you as wantonly as Ovid did. 

To stir the intellectuals of the ladies; 

I learnt it of my father’s amorous scrivener. 
Juan. If we should play now, you must 
supply me. „ 

Cac. \ou must pawn a horse-troop 
And then have at ye, colonel I 
Sane. Come, let’s go. 

This rascal w’ill make rare sport! how the 
ladies 

Will laugh him! * 

Juan. If I light on him, 

I’ll make his purse sweat too. 

Cac. Will you lead, gentlemen? Exeunt 


■ Q, meaner. 


1 At him: but we saj “laugh him to scorn.” 
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[SCENE IVl 

[The Street before the mean Hovel] 

Enter Perez, an Old Woman, and Maid 

Perez. Nay, pray ye come out, and let me 
understand ye, 

And tune your pipe a little higher, lady; 

I’ll hold ye fast. Rub! how came my trunks 
open? 

And my goods gone? what picklock spirit — 

Old Worn. Hal what would you have? 

Perez. My goods again; how came my 
trunks all open? 

Old Worn. Are your trunks open? 

Perez. Yes, and clothes gone. 

And chains and jewels 1 — How she smells 
like hung beefl * — 

The palsy and picklocks 1 — Fie, how she 
belches »» 

The spirit of garlic I 

Old Worn. Where’s your gentlewoman? 
The young fair woman? 

Perez. What’s that to my question I 
She is my wife, and gone about my business. 

Maid. Is she your wife, sir? 

Perez. Yes, sir: is that wonder? 

Is the name of wife unknown here? 

Old Worn. Is she truly, 

Truly your wife? » 

Perez. I think so, for I married her, 

It was no vision, surel 

Maid. She has the keys, sir. 

Perez. I know she has; but who has all 
my goods, spirit? 

Old Worn. If you be married to that 
gentlewoman, 

You are a wretched man; she has twenty 
husbands. 

Maid. She tells you true. 

Old Worn. And she has cozened all, sir. 

Perez. The devil she hasl — I had a fair 
house with her, 

That stands hard by, and furnished royally. 

Old Worn. You are cozened too; ’tis none 
of hers, good gentleman! « 

It is a lady’s. — What's the lady’s name, 
wench? 

Maid. The lady Margarita; she was her 
sen'ant. 

And kept the house, but going from her, sir, 
For some lewd tricks she played — 

^ Dried beef. 


Perez. Plague o’ the devil! 

Am I, i’ th’ full meridian of my wisdom, 
Cheated by a stale quean? — What kind of 
lady 

Is that that owes* the house? 

Old Worn. A young sweet lady. « 

Perez. Of a low stature? 

Old Worn. She’s indeed but little, 

But she is wondrous fair, 

Perez. I feel I’m cozened; 

Now I am sensible I am undone! 

This is the very woman sure, that cousin. 

She told me would entreat but for four days. 
To make the house hers: I am entreated 
sweetly ! 

Maid. When she went out this morning, 
(that I saw, sir,) 

She had two women at the door attending. 
And there she gave ’em things, and loaded 
’em; n 

But what they were — I heard your trunks 
to open. 

If they be yours. 

Perez. They were mine while they were 
laden, 

But now they’ve cast their calves, they’re 
not worth owning. 

Was she her mistress, say you? 

Old TTom. Her own mistress, 

Her very mistress, sir, and all you saw 
About and in that house was hers. 

Perez. No plate, • 

No jew’els, nor no hangings? 

Maid. Not a farthing; 

She’s poor, sir, a poor shifting thing I 
Perez. No money? 

Old TFom. Abominable poor, as poor as 
we are, 

Money as rare to her, unless she steal it. 
But for one civil gown her lady gave her, 
She may go bare, good gentlewoman! 

Perez. I am mad now! 

I think I am as poor as she; I’m wide* else. 
One civil suit I have left too, and that’s 
all, n 

And if slic steal that, she must flay me for 
it. — 

Where does she use? * 

Old IFow. You may find truth as soon: 
Alas, a thousand concealed corners, sir, she 
lurks in ; 

’ Owns. 

’ Mistaken. 

* Where does slie usually stay? 
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And here she gets a fleece, and there an- 
other, 

And lives in mists and smokes where none 
can find her, 

Perez. Is she a whore too? 

Old Worn. Little better, gentleman: 

I dare not say she is so, sir, because she is 
yours, sir; so 

But these five years she has firked * a pretty 
living, 

Until she came to serve. — I fear he will 
knock 

My brains out for lying. [Apart] 

Perez. She has serv'ed me faithfully; 

A whore and thief? two excellent moral 
learnings, 

In one she-saint! I hope to see her legend.* 
Have I been feared for my discov'eries,* 

And courted by all women to conceal ’em? 
Have I so long studied the art of this sex, 
And read the warnings to young gentlemen? 
Have I professed to tame the pride of 
ladies, « 

And make ’em bear all tests, and am 1 
tricked now? 

Caught in mine own noose? — Here’s a 
royal* left yet; 

There’s for your lodging and your meat for 
this weekl 

A silk-worm lives at a more plentiful 
ordinary, 

And sleeps in a sweeter box. Farewell, 

great-grandmother ! 

If I do find you were an accessory, 

(’Tis but the cutting off two smoky minutes) 
I’ll hang ye presently. 

Old Worn, And I deserve it. iw 

I tell but truth. 

Perez. Nor I, I am an ass, motherl “ 

Exeunt 

[SCENE V] 

[A Hall in the Town-house of Margarita] 

Enter the Duke Medina, Juan de Castro, 
Alonzo, Sanchio, Cacafogo, [and] 

Attendants 

Duke. A goodly house I 

Juan. And richly furnished too, sir. 

' Contrived. 

2 Equals read her obituary. 

• Keenness in seeing things. 

♦ Real, Spanish sixpence/* ...» y 

» Nor do I tell anything but truth when I say I 

am an ass. 


Alon. Hung wantonly! — I like that 
preparation; 

It stirs the blood unto a hopeful banquet, 
And intimates the mistress free and jovial, 
I love a house where pleasure prepares 
welcome. 

Duke. Now, Cacafogo, how like you this 
mansion? 

’Twere a brave pawn.* 

Cac. I shall be master of it; 

Twas built for my bulk, the rooms are wide 
and spacious, lo 

Airy and full of ease, and that I love well. 
I’ll tell you when I taste the wine, my lord, 
And take the height of her table with my 
stomach,* 

How my affections stand to the young lady. 

Enter Margarita, Altea, Ladies and 

Servants 

Marg. All welcome to your grace, and to 
these soldiers! 

Vou honor my poor house with your fair 
presence. 

Those few slight pleasures that inhabit here, 
sir, 

I do beseech your grace command; they 
are yours; 

Your servant but presences 'em to delight 
you. 

Duke. I thank you, lady! I am bold to 
visit you, jm 

Once more to bless mine eyes with your 
sweet beauty. 

’T has been a long night since you left the 
court. 

For till I saw you now, no day broke to me. 

Marg. Bring in the duke's meat! 

Sane. She’s most excellent. 

Juan. Most admirable fair as e’er I looked 
on; 

I had rather command her than my regi- 
ment. 

Cac. I’ll have a fling; ’tis but a thousand 
ducats. 

Which I can cozen up* again in ten days. 
And some few jewels, to justify my knavery. 
Say, I should marry her? she’ll get more 
money ax 

Than all my usury, put my knavery to it. 
She appears the most infallible way of pur- 
chase. 


* Pledge. 


• Appetite. 


• Gain by cheating. 
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I could wish her a size or two stronger for 
the encounter, 

For I am like a lion where I lay hold; 

But these lambs will endure a plaguy load, 
And never bleat neither; that, sir.‘ Time 
has taught us. — 

I am so virtuous now, I cannot speak to 
her; 

The arrant’st shamefaced ass! — I broil away 
too. 

Enter Leon 

Marg. Why, where’s this dinner? *» 

Leon. ’Tis not ready, madam, 

Nor shall not be until I know the guests 
too; 

Nor are they fairly welcome till I bid ’em. 

Juan. Is not this my alfcrez?’ Ho looks 
another thing? 

Are miracles afoot again? 

Marg. Why, sirrah 1 
Why, sirrah, you! 

Leon. I hear you, saucy woman; 

And as you are my wife, command your 
absence 1 

And know your duty; 'tis the crown of 
modesty. •» w 

Duke. Your wife! 

Leon. Yes, good my lord, I am her hus- 
band; 

And 'pray take notice that I claim that 
honor, 

And will maintain it. 

Cnc. If thou be'st her husband, 

I am determined thou shalt be my cuckold; 
I’ll be thy faithful friend. 

Leon. Peace, dirt and dunghill! 

I will not lose mine anger on a rascal; 
Provoke me more, I wdll beat thy blown 
body «> 

Till thou rebound’st again like a tennis-ball. 

Alon. This is miraculous I 

5anc. Is this the fellow 
That had the patience to become a fool, 

A flirted* fool, and on a sudden break 
(As if he W'ould .'^hew.a wonder to the world) 
Both into braveiy, and fortune too? 

I much admire the man; I am astonished. 

Marg. I’ll be divorced immediately. 

Leon. You .shall not ; to 

You .shall not ha\c so much will to be 
wicked. 


I am more tender of your honor, lady, 

And of your age. You took me for a 
shadow’, 

You took me to gloss over your discredit, 

To be your fool ; you had thought you had 
found a coxcomb: 

I am innocent of any foul dishonor I mean 
to ye; 

Only I will be known to be your lord now, 
And be a fair one too, or I will fall for’t. 

Marg. I do command ye from me, thou 
poor fellow, 

Thou cozened * fool ! 

Leon. Thou cozened fool? 'Tis not so, 

I will not bo commanded: I am above yel 
You may divorce me from your favor, lady. 
But from your state you never shall; I’ll 
hold that. 

And hold it to my use; the law allows iti 
And then maintain your wantonness; I’ll 
w’ink at it. 

Marg. Am I braved thus in mine own 
house? 

Leon. ’Tis mine, madam; 

You are deceived, I am lord of it; I rule it. 
And all that’s in’t. Y^ou have nothing to do 
here, madam, «> 

But as a seiwant to sweep clean the lodgings. 
And at my further will to do me ser\’ice; 

And so I’ll keep it, 

Marg. As you love me, give wayl 

Leon. It shall be better,* I will give none, 
madam: 

I stand upon the ground of mine own honor, 
And will maintain it. You shall know me 
now’ 

To be an understanding, feeling man, 

And sensible of what a woman aims at, 

A young proud w’oman, that has will to Siul 
w’ith; 

An itching woman, that her blood provokes 
too. 

I cast my cloud off, and appear myself, 

The master of this little piece of mischief! 
And I will put a spell about your feet, lady; 
They shall not wantlcr but where I give way 
now. 

Duke, Is this the fellow that the people 
pointed at. 

For the more sign of man, the w’alking 
image? 

He speaks wondrous highly. 


* Cncafogo imtigincs himself mldrrs^iiiig someone. 
^ Ensign. * Flaunted. 


* (’hoateil. 

It shall be better than my giving way. 
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Leon. As a husband ought, sir, 

In his own house; and it becomes me well 
too. "0 

I think your grace would grieve, if you were 
put to it, 

To have a wife or servant of your own, 
(For wives are reckoned in the rank of 
servants) 

Under 3’our own roof to command you. 

Juan. Brave I 

A strange conversion! Thou shalt lead in 
chief now. 

Duke. Is there no difference betwixt her 
and you, sir? 

Leon. Not now, [my] lord; my fortune 
makes me even; 

And. as I am an honest man, I’m nobler. 

Marg. Got mo my coach! 

Leon. Let me see who dares get it 
Till I command; I’ll make him draw your 
coach too, 

And cat your coach (which will be hard 
diet) 

That executes your will. Or, take your 
coach, lady; 

I give you liberty; and take your people, 
Which I turn off, and take your will abroad 
with you; 

Take all these freely, but take me no more; 
And so farewell! 

Duke. Nay, sir, you shall not carry it 

[Drau'5] 

So bravely off ; you shall not wrong a lady m 
In a high huffing strain, and think to bear 

it; 

We stand not by as bawds to your brave 
fury. 

To see a lady weep. 

Leon. They are tears of anger, 

(I beseech ye note ’em) not worth pity; 
Wrung from her rage, because her will pre- 
vails not; 

(She would swound' now, if she could not 
cry) 

Else they were excellent, and I should grieve 
too; 

But falling thus, they shew nor sweet, nor 
orient. 

Put up, my lord; this is oppression, »o 

And calls the sword of justice to relieve me. 
The law to lend her hand, the king to right 
me; 

» Swoon. 


All which shall understand how you pro- 
voke me. 

In mine own house to brave me! is this 
princely? 

Then to my guard; and if I spare your 
grace, [Draws] 

And do not make this place your monument, 
Too rich a tomb for such a rude behavior, — 
(I have a cause will kill a thousand of ye) — 
Mercy, forsake me! 

Juan. Hold, fair sir, I beseech you! iw 
The gentleman but pleads his own right 
nobly. 

Leon. He that dares strike against the 
husband’s freedom, 

The husband’s curse stick to him, a tamed 
cuckold! 

His wife be fair and young, but most dis- 
honest. 

Most impudent, and have no feeling of it. 
No conscience to reclaim her from a 
monster! 

Let her lie by him like a flattering ruin, 

And at one instant kill both name and 
honor! 

Let him be lost, no eye to weep his end, 
Nor find no earth that’s base enough to 
bury him) 

Now, sir, fall on! I am ready to oppose 
you. 

Duke. I have better thought. I pray, sir, 
use your wife well. 

Leon. Mine own humanity will teach me 
that, sir. — 

And now you are all welcome, all, and we’ll 
to dinner: 

This is my wedding-day. 

Duke. I’ll cross your joy yet. [Asfde] 

Juan. I have seen a miracle! hold thine 
own, soldier! 

Sure they dare fight in fire that conquer 
women. 

Sane. [He] has beaten all my loose 
thoughts out of me, 

As if he had threshed ’em out o’ the husk, ito 

Enter Perez 

% 

Perez. 'Save ye I 
Which is the lady of the house? 

Leon. That’s she, sir; 

That pretty lady, if you’d speak with her. 

Juan. Don Michael, Leon; another darer 
come? 
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Perez. Pray do not know me; I am full 
of business: 

When I have more time I’ll be merry with 
ye.— 

It is the woman. — Good madam, toll me 
truly, 

Had you a maid called Estifania? 

Marg. Yes, truly, had I. 

Perez. Was she a maid, do you think? 

Marg. I dare not swear for her; 

For she had but a scant fame. 

Perez. Was she your kinswoman? 

Marg. Not that I ever knew. Now I look 
better, 

I think you married her: Give you much 
joy, sir. 

You may reclaim her; 'twas a wild young 
girl. 

Perez. Give me a halter! — Is not this 
house mine, madam? 

Was not she owner of it? 'Pray speak truly! 

Marg. No, certainly; I’m sure my money 
paid for it; iw 

And I ne’er remember yet I gave it you, sir. 

Perez. The hangings and the plate too? 

Marg. All arc mine, sir, 

And every thing you see about the building: 

She only kept my house when I was absent, 

And so ill kept it, I was weary of her. 

Sane. What a devil ails he? 

Juan. [Hel’s possessed. I’ll assure you. 

Perez. Where is your maid? 

Marg. Do not you know that have her? 

She is yours now; why should I look after 
her? »i 

Since that first hour I came, I never saw 
her. 

Perez. I saw her later; 'would the devil 
had had her! 

It is all true, I find; a wild-firc take her! 

Juan. Is thy wife with child, Don 
Michael? tliy excellent wife? 

Art thou a man yet? 

Alon. When shall wo come and visit thee? 

5a«c. And eat some rare fruit? thou hast 
admirable orchards. 

You arc so jealous now! pox o’ your 
jealousy, 

How scurA'ily you look! no 

Perez. Prithee leave fooling; 

I’m in no humor now to fool and prattle. — 

Did she ne’er play the wag with you? 

Marg. Yes, many times, 

So often that I was ashamed to keep her; 


But I forgave her, sir, in hope she would 
mend still, 

And had not you o' th’ instant married her, 

I had put her off. 

Perez. I thank ye; I am blest still! * 

Which way soe’er I turn, I am a made man ; 
Miserably gulled beyond recovery. m 

Juan. You’ll stay and dine? 

Perez. Certain I cannot, captain. 

Hark in thine ear; I am the arrant’st puppy, 
The miserablest ass! But I must leave ye; 

I am in haste, in haste! — Bless you, good 
madam ; 

And you * prove as good as my wife! Exit 
Leon. Will you 

Come near, sir? will your grace but honor 
me. 

And taste our dinner? you are nobly wel- 
come. w> 

All anger’s past, I hope, and I shall sen'e ye. 
Juan. Thou art the stock of men, and I 
admire thee. Exeunt 

ACT IV, SCENE I 
[The Sfreef] 

Enter Perez 

Perez. I’ll go to a conjuror b\it I’ll find 
this polecat 

This pilfering whore! A plague of veils, I 
cry. 

And covers for the impudences of women! 
Their sanctity in show will deceive devils. — 

Enter Estif.\nia, with a Casket 

It is my evil angel; let me bless me! 

Estif. ’Tis he; I’m caught; I must stand 
to it stoutly, 

And shew no shake of fear; I see he’s angry, 
Vexed at the uttermost! 

Perez. My worthy wife, 

I have been looking of* your modesty »» 
All the town over. 

Estij. My most noble husband, 

I am glad I have found ye; for in truth I’m 
wcar>’, 

Wear>' and lame, with looking out your 
lordship. 

Perez. I’ve been in bawdy-houses. 

Estij. 1 believe you, 

* Fon'vrr. ’ May you. 


»For. 
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And very lately too. 

Perez. Tray ye pardon me; — 

To seek your ladyship. I have been in 
cellars, 

In private cellars, where the thirsty bawds » 
Hear your confessions: I have been at plays, 
To look you out amongst the youthful 
actors : 

At puppet-shows (you are mistress of the 
motions!) : * 

At gossipings I hearkened after you, 

But amongst those confusions of lewd 
tongues 

There’s no distinguishing beyond a Babel: 

I was amongst the nuns, because you sing 
well ; 

But they say yours are bawdy songs, they 
mourn for ye : 

And last I went to church to seek you out ; 
Tis so long since you were there, they have 
forgot you. 

Estif. You have had a pretty progress; 
I’ll tell mine now. 

To look you out; I went to twenty taverns — 
Perez. And are you sober? 

Estif. Yes, I reel not yet, sir.— 

Where I saw twenty drunk, most of ’em 
soldiers; 

There I had great hope to find you dis- 
guised too: 

From hence to th’ dicing-house ; there I 
found quarrels 

Needless and senseless, swords, and pots, 
and candlesticks, 

Tables and stools, and all in one confusion, 
And no man knew his friend: I left this 

chaos, 

And to the chirurgeon’s^ went; he willed 

me stay, , - , i 

‘For,’ says he learnedly, ‘if he be tippled. 

Twenty to one he whores, and then I hear 
of him; 

If he be mad he quarrels, then he comes 

too.” , , . , , 

I sought you where no safe thing would 

have ventured, 

Amongst diseases base and vile, vile women, 
For I remembered your old Roman axiom, 
The more the danger, still the more the 
honor! 

Last, to your confessor I came, who told me, 

1 Motion was the Elizabethan word for a puppet- 
show. There is a play here on the word. 

“ Surgeons. 


You were too proud to pray: And here I’ve 
found you. «> 

Perez. She bears up bravely, and the 
rogue is witty; 

But I shall dash it instantly to nothing. — 

[Aside'\ 

Here leave we off our wanton languages, 

And now conclude we in a sharper tongue. 

Why am I cozened? 

Estif. Why am I abused? 

Perez. Thou most vile, base, abominable — 

Estif. Captain! 

Perez. Thou stinking, over-stewed, poor 
pocky — 

Estif. Captain! «» 

Perez. D’ye echo me? 

Estif. Yes, sir, and go before ye, 

And around about ye! Why do you rail 
at me 

For that that was your own sin, your own 
knavery? 

Perez. And brave me too? 

Estif. You had best now draw your sword, 
captain! 

Draw it upon a woman, do, brave captain! 

Upon your wife, 0 most renowned captain! 

Per^z. A plague upon thee! answer me 
directly? 

Why didst thou marry me? 70 

Estif. To be my husband; 

I had thought you had had infinite, but I’m 
cozened. 

Perez. Why didst thou flatter me, and 
shew me wonders? 

A house and riches, when they are but 
shadows, 

Shadows to me? 

Estif. Why did you work on me 

(It was but my part to requite you, sir!) 

With your strong soldier’s wit, and swore 
you would bring me 

So much in chains, so much in jewels, hus- 
band, 

So much in right rich clothes? bo 

Perez. Thou hast ’em, rascal ; 

I gave ’em to thy hands, my trunks and all. 

And thou hast opened ’em, and sold my 
treasure. 

Estif. Sir, there’s your treasure ; sell it to 
a tinker 

To mend old kettles: Is this noble usage? 

Let all the world view here the captain’s 
treasure ! 
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A man would think now, these were worthy 
matters. {Opens the casket] 

Here’s a shoeing-horn-chain gilt over, — how 
it scenteth! 

Worse than the mouldy dirty heel it served 
for: 

And here’s another of a lesser value, » 

So little I would .shame to tie my dog in’t! 

These are my jointure 1 Blush, and save a 
labor. 

Or these else will blush for you. 

Perez. A fire subtle ye! 

Are ye so crafty? 

Estif. Here’s a goodly jewel; 

Did you not win this at Goletta, captain? 

Or took it in the field from some brave 
bashaw? ' 

How it sparkles — like an old lady’s eyes! 

And fills each room with light — like a close 
lanthornl loo 

This would do rarely in an abbey window, 

To cozen pilgrims. 

Perez. Pr'ythee leave prating. 

Estif. And here’s a chain of whitings’ eyes 
for pearls; 

A mu.s.'^el-mongor ’ would have made a 
better. 

Perez. Nay, pr’ythee, wife, my clothes, 
my clothes! 

Ei^tif. I'll tell you; 

Your clothes are parallels to these, all 
counterfeit. 

Put these and them on, you’re a man of 
copper, 

.\ kind of candlestick; these you thought, 
my husband, no 

To have cozemed me withal, but I am quit 
with you. 

Perez. Is there no house then, nor no 
grounds about it? 

No plate, nor hangings? 

Eatij. There arc none, sweet husband; 

Sha(h)w for .shadow is an equal justice. 

Can you rail now? 'Pray put your fury up. 
sir, 

And .speak great words; you are a soldier; 
thunder! 

Perez. I will speak little; I have played 
the fool, 

And so lam rewarded. 

Eslif. Yo\i have spoke well, sir; 

And now I .see you are so conformable, 

I’ll heighten you again: Go to your house, 

’ A iii;)k<T nf slu-ll jewrlrj'. 


They are packing to be gone; you must sup 
there; 

I'll meet you, and bring clothes, and clean 
shirts after, 

And all things shall be well. — I’ll colt* you 
once more, [Aside] 

And teach you to bring copper! 

Perez. Tell me one thing, 

I do beseech thee, tell me, tell me truth, 
wife; 

(However, I forgive thee) art thou honest? 

The beldame swore — »» 

Estif. I bid her tell you so, sir; 

It was my plot. Alas, my credulous hus- 
band ! 

The lady told you too — 

Perez. Most strange things of thee. 

Estij. Still ’twas my way, and all to try 
your sufTerance: 

And she denied the house? 

Perez. She knew me not, 

No, nor no title that I had. 

Estij. Twas well carried. 

No more; I’m right and straight. i« 

Perez. I would believe thee. 

But heaven knows how my heart is. Will 
you follow me? 

Estij. ril be there straight. 

Perez. I am fooled, yet dare not find it. 

Exit Perez 

Estij. Go, silly fool! thou may’st be a 
good soldier 

In open field, but for our private service 

Thou art an ass; I'll make thee so, or miss 
else. — 

Fnticr] C.ac[afx)Go] 

Here comes another trout that I must 
tickle, 

And tickle daintily, I have lost my end 
else. — 

May I crave your leave, sir? »»» 

Coe. Pr’ythee bo answereil, thou shall 
crave no leave; 

I am in my meditations; do not vex me; 

A beaten thing, but this ho\ir a most bruised 
thing, 

That people had compassion on. it looked 
so; 

The next, Sir Palmerin: Here’s fine propor- 
tion! 

An ass, and then an elephant; sweet justicel 
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There’s no way left to come at her now; 
no craving; 

If money could come near, yet I would pay 
him ; 

I have a mind to make him a huge cuckold, 
And money may do much! a thousand 
ducats? 

Tis but the letting blood of a rank heir. 

Estij. 'Pray you hear me. 

Cac. I know thou hast some wedding ring 
to pawn now, 

Of silver, and gilt, with a blind posy * in’t, 
'Love and a mill-hoi'se should go round 
together,’ 

Or thy child’s whistle, or thy squirrel’s 
chain: 

ril none of ’em.— I would she did but know 
me, 

Or would this fellow had but use of money, 
That I might come in any way! 

Estij. I am gone, sir; 

And I shall tell the beauty sent me to ye, 
The Lady Margarita— 

Cac. Stay, I pr’ythee; 

What is thy will? I turn me wholly to ye. 
And talk now till thy tongue ache; I will 
hear ye. 

Estij. She would entreat you, sir! 

Cac. She shall command, sir! 

Let it be so, I beseech thee, my sweet gentle- 
woman ; 

Do not forget thyself. 

Estij. She does command then 
This courtesy, because she knows you are 
noble — 

Cac. Vour mistress, by the way? 

Estij. My natural mistress— 

Upon these jewels, sir— they’re fair and 
rich. 

And, view ’em right — 

Cac. To doubt ’em is an heresy, 

Estij. A thousand ducats; ’tis upon neces- 
sity 

Of present use; her husband, sir, is stub- 
born. 

Cac. Long may he be sol 

Estij. She desires withal 
A better knowledge of your parts and 
person; 

And, when you please to do her so much 
honor — 

Cac. Come, let’s despatch. 

Estij. In troth I’ve heard her say, sir, 

» Inscription on the inner side of a ring. 


Of a fat man, she has not seen a sweeter. 

But in this business, sir — 

Cac. Let s do it first. 

And then dispute; the lady’s use may long 
for’t. 

Estij. All secrecy she would desire; she 
told me 

How wise you are. m 

Cac. We are not wise to talk thus! 

Carry her the gold; I’ll look her out a jewel 

Shall sparkle like her eyes, and thee an- 
other. 

Come, pr’ythee come, I long to serve thy 
lady, 

Long monstrously! — Now, valor, I shall 

meet ye. 

You that dare dukes! 

Estij. [aside] Green goose, you are now 

in sippets.^ Exeunt 

[SCENE II] 

[Another Street] 

Enter the Duke, S.^nchio, Juan, [and] 

Alonzo 

Duke. He shall not have his will, I shall 
prevent him; 

I have a toy here that will turn Ihe tide. 

And suddenly, and strangely. Here, Don 
Juan, 

Do you present it to him. 

[Gives him a paper] 

Juan. I am commanded. Exit 

Duke. A fellow founded out of charity, 

And moulded to the height, contemn his 
maker. 

Curb the free hand that framed him? This 
must not be. 

Sane. That such an oyster-shell should 
hold a pearl. 

And of so rare a price, in prison! Was she 
made xo 

To be the matter of her own undoing. 

To let a slovenly unwieldy fellow, 

Unruly and self-willed, dispose her beauties? 

We suffer all, sir, in this sad eclipse; 

She should shine where she might shew like 
herself, 

An absolute sweetness, to comfort those * 
admire her, 

» In small pieces. * Supply tliat. 
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And shed her beams upon her friends. We 
are gulled all, 

And all the world will grumble at your 
patience, 

If she be ravished* thus. 

Duke. Ne’er fear it, Sanchio, » 

We’ll have her free again, and move at court 
In her clear orb. But one sweet handsome- 
ness 

To bless this part of Spain, and have that 
slubbered I * 

Alon. ’Tis every good man’s cause, and 
we mu.«t stir in it. 

Duke. I’ll warrant he shall be glad to 
please us, 

And glad to .share too: We shall hear anon 
A new song from him; let’s attend a little. 

Exeunt 

[SCENE III] 

[An Apartment in Margarita's House] 
Enl[cr] Leon, and Juan with a Commission 

Leon. Colonel,* I am bound to you for 
this nobleness. ’ 

I should have been your oHicer, 'tis true, sir; 
(And a proud man I should have been to 
have served you) 

It has pleased the king, out of his bound- 
less favors. 

To make me your companion; this commis- 
sion 

Gives me a troop of horse. 

Juan. I rejoice at it, 

/ind am a glad man we shall gain your com- 
pany; 

I am sure the king knows you arc newly 
married, 

And out of that respect gives you more 
time, sir. 

Leon. Within four days I am gone, so he 
commands mo, 

And ’tis not mannerly for me to argue it; 
The time grows shorter still. Are your 
goods ready? 

Juan. They are aboard. 

Leon. Who waits there? 

‘ Snntfhoil awny. 

* Spoiled. 

* Coroiiel, the older form is used at times in this 
play. 


Enter Servant 

Lot. Sir. 

Leon. D’ye hear, ho! 

Go, carry this unto your mistress, sir, 

And let her see how much the king has 
honored me; 

Bid her be lusty, she must make a soldier. 

Exit [Servant] 

[Lorenzo 1] n 

Enter Lorenzo 

Lor. Sir. 

[Leon.] Go, take down all the hangings. 

And pack up all my clothes, my plate and 
jewels. 

And all the furniture that’s portable. — 

Sir, when we lie in garrison, ’tis nccessarj' 
We keep a handsome port, for the king’s 
honor. — 

And, do you hear, let all your lady’s ward- 
robe 

Bo safely placed in tnmks; they must go 
along too. 

Lor. Whither must they go, sir? » 

Leon. To the wars, Lorenzo, 

And you and all; I w'ill not leave a turn- 
spit. 

That has one dram of spleen against a 
Dutchman. 

Lor. Why then, St. Jaques, heyl you’ve 
made us all, sir; 

And, if we leave ye — Does my lady go too? 

Leon. The stviff must go to-morrow to- 
wards the sea, sir; 

All. all must go. 

Lor. Why, Pedro, Vasco, Diego I 
Come, help me; come, come, boys; solda- 
does,* comrades 1 

We’ll flay these beer-bellied rogues; come 
away quickly 1 » 

Juan. He has taken a brave way to save 
his honor, [ilparO 

And cross the duke; now I shall love him 
dearly. 

By the life of credit, thou art a noble gentle- 
man I 

Enter M.ARaARiTA, led by two Ladies 

Leon. Why, how now, wife? what, sick at 
my preferment? 

This is not kindly done. 

Marg. No sooner love ye. 

Love ye entirely, sir, brought to consider 

* Soldiers. 
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The goodness of your mind and mine own 
duty, 

But lose you instantly, be divorced from 
you? 

This is a cruelty: I’ll to the king, «» 

And tell him ^tis unjust to part two souls, 

Two minds so nearly mixed. 

Leon. By no means, sweetheart! 

Marg. If he were married but four days, 
as I am — 

Leon. He would hang himself the fifth, or 
fly his country. [Aside} 

Marg. He would make it treason for that 
tongue that durst 

But talk of war, or anything to vex him. 

You shall not go. 

Leon. Indeed I must, sweet wife. 

What, shall I lose the king for a few kisses? 

We’ll have enough. 

Marg. I’ll to the duke ray cousin, 

He shall to th’ king. 

Leon. He did me this great office, 

I thank his grace for’t; should I pray him 
now 

To undo’t again? Fie, 'twere a base dis- 
credit. 

Marg. ’Would I were able, sir, to bear 
you company; 

How willing should I be then, and how 
merry ! 

I will not live alone. 

Leon. Be in peace; you shall not. v> 

Knock within 

Marg. What knocking’s this? Oh, heaven, 
my head! why rascals! 

I think the war’s begun i’ th’ house already. 

Leon. The preparation is; they’re taking 
down 

And packing up the hangings, plate and 
jewels. 

And all those furnitures that shall befit me 

When I lie in garrison. 

Enter Coachman 

Coachman. Must the coach go too, sir? 

Leon. How will your lady pass to th’ sea 
else easily? 

We shall find shipping for’t there to trans- 
port it. 

Marg. I go? alas! 

Leon. I’ll have a main care of ye ; 

I know ye are sickly; he shall drive the 

easier, 


And all accommodation shall attend ye. 

Marg. Would I were able! 

Leon. Come, I warrant ye ; 

Am not I with ye, sweet? — Are her clothes 
packed up, 

And all her linens? — Give your maids direc- 
tion; 

You know my time’s but short, and I am 
commanded. 

Marg. Let me have a nurse, 

And all such necessary people with me, » 
And an easy bark ! 

Leon. It shall not trot, I warrant you; 
Curvet it may sometimes. 

Marg. I am with child, sir. 

Leon. At four days’ warning? this is 
something speedy. 

Do you conceive, as our jennets do, with a 
west wind? 

My heir will be an arrant fleet one, lady; 

I’ll swear you were a maid when I first 
lay with you. 

Marg. Pray, do not swear; I thought I 
was a maid too; 

But we may both be cozened in that point, 
sir. 100 

Leon. In such a strait point, sure I could 
not err, madam. 

Juan. This is another tenderness to try 
him; [Apart] 

Fetch her up now. 

Marg. You must provide a cradle. 

And what a trouble’s that! 

Leon. The sea shall rock it, 

’Tis the best nurse; ’twill roar and rock to- 
gether; 

A swinging storm will sing you such a 
lullaby ! 

Marg. Faith, let me stay, I shall but 
shame you, sir. 

Leon. An you were a thousand shames, 
you shall along with me; no 

At home I’m sure you’ll prove a million: 
Every man carries the bundle of his sins 
Upon his own back; you are mine. I’ll sweat 
for ye. 

Enter Duke, Alonzo, [and] Sanchio 

Duke. What, sir, preparing for your noble 
j oumey ? 

’Tis well, and full of care: 

I saw your mind was wedded to the war. 
And knew you would prove some good man 
for your country; — 
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Theroforo, fair cousin, with your gentle 
pardon, 

I got this place. What, mourn at his ad- 
vancement? 

You -ire to blame; lie’ll come again, sweet 
cousin : 

Meantime, like sad Penelope and sage, 

Among your maids at home, and hiiswifely — 
Leon. No, sir, I dare not leave her to that 
solitariness; 

She’s young, and grief or ill news from those 
quarters 

May daily cross her; she shall go along, sir. 
])uh< . By no means, captain! 

Leon. By all means, an’t please ye. 

Duke. What, take a young and tender- 
bodied lady, 

And expose her to those dangers, and those 
tumults; 

A sickly lady too! 

Leon. 'Twill make her well, sir; 

There's no such friend to health as whole- 
some travel. 

Sane. Away, it must not be. 

Alon. It ought not, sir; 

Go hurry her! It is not humane, captain. 
Duke. I cannot blame her tears; fright 
her with tempests. 

With thunder of the warl 

I dare swear, if she were able — 

Leon. She’s most able; 

And pray ye swear not; she must go, there’s 
no remedy; — no 

Nor greatness, nor the trick you had to 
part us, 

Which I smell too rank, too open, too 
evident, — 

And, I must tell you, sir, ’tis most un- 
noblo, — 

Shall hinder me: Had she but ten houi^ 
life, 

Nay less, but two hours, I would have her 
with me; 

I would not leave her fame to so much 
ruin, 

To such a desolation and tliscredit, 

As her weakness and your hut will would 
work her to. — 

Enter Perez 

What masque is this now? 

Mor<' tropes ami ligiues to abuse my suffer- 
ance? 150 


What cousin’s this? 

Juan. Michael van Owl, how dost thou? 

In what dark barn, or tod * of aged ivy, 

Hast thou lain hid? 

Perez. Things must both ebb and flow 
colonel, 

And people must conceal, and shine again. — 
You arc welcome hither, as your friend may 
say, gentlemen; 

A pretty house you see, handsomely seated, 
Sweet and convenient walks, the waters 
crj'stal. 

Alon. He’s certain mad. 

Juan. As mad as a French tailor, 

That has nothing in his head but ends of 
fustians.* 

Perez. I see yo\i are packing now, my 
gentle cousin, 

And my wife told me I should find it so; 
Tis true I do. You were merry when I was 
last here. 

But ’twas your will to try my patience, 
madam. 

I am sorr>' that my swift occasions 
Can let you take yotir pleasure here no 
longer; 

Yet I would have you think, my honored 
cousin. 

This house and all I have are all youi 
sei^'ants. 

Leon. What ho\ise, what pleasure, sii? 
what do you mean? 

Perez. You hold the jest so stiff, ’twill 
prove iliscourteous. 

This house I mean, the pleasures of this 
place. 

Leon. And what of them? 

Perez. They arc mine, sir, and you know 

it; 

My wife’s I mean, and so confen'ed upon 
me; 

The hangings, sir, I must entreat your ser- 
vants, 

That are so busy in their offices. 

Again to minister to their right uses; 

I shall take view o’ th’ plate anon, and 
furnitures »» 

That are of under place. Y’ou’re merry still, 
cousin. 

And of a pleasant constitution; 

Men of great fortunes make their mirths ad 
placituni. 

‘ Bustiy mass. 

’ L'oarso sUiiTs, romnnnts. 
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Leon. Pr’ythee, good stvibbom wife, tell 
me directly, 

Good evil wife, leave fooling, and tell me 
honestly. 

Is this my kinsman? 

Marg. I can tell ye nothing. 

Leon. I’ve many kinsman, but so mad a 

one, 

And so fantastic— All the house? 

Perez. All mine. 

And all within it. I will not bate you an 
ace on’t. 

Can you not receive a noble courtesy, 

And quietly and handsomely as ye ought, 
coz, 

But you must ride o’ th’ top on’t. 

Leon. Canst thou fight? 

Perez. I’ll tell you presently; I could 

have done, sir. 

Leon. For you must law and claw before 
you get it. 

Juan. Away; no quarrels! 

Leon. Now I am more temperate. 

I’ll have it proved, if you were never yet 
in Bedlam, 

Never in love, (for that’s a lunacy) 

No great state left you that you never 

looked for. 

Nor cannot manage, (that^s a rank dis- 
temper) 

That you were christened, and who 
answered for you ; 

And then I yield. 

Perez. [He] has half persuaded me I was 
bred i’ th’ moon; 

I have ne’er a bush at my breech? Are 
not we both mad? 

And is not this a fantastic house we’re in, 
And all a dream we do? Will you walk out, 
sir? 

And if I do not beat thee presently 
Into a sound belief as sense can give thee, 
Brick me into that wall there for a chimney- 

piece. 

And say I was one o’ th’ Caesars, done by a 
seal cutter. 

Leon. I’ll talk no more; come, well away 
immediately. 

Marg. Why then, the house is his. and all 
that’s in it;— 

I’ll give away my skin, but 1 11 undo yo“; 

[AsiaeJ 

man in the moon was represented with a 
bush. a. M. y. Dr. HI. i- 60 . 


I gave it to his wife: You must restore, sir, 
And make a new provision. 

Perez. Am I mad now, 21 # 

Or am I christened? You, my pagan cousin, 
My mighty Mahound ‘ kinsman, what 
quirk ^ now? — 

You shall be welcome all; I hope to see, sir, 
Your grace here, and my coz; we are all 
soldiers, 

And must do naturally for one another. 
Duke. Arc ye blank at this? then I must 
tell ye. sir. 

Ye have no command! Now ye may go at 
pleasure. 

And ride your ass-troop: ’Twas a trick I 
use[d] 

To try’ your jealousy, upon entreaty. 

And saving of your wife. 

Leon. Ail this not moves me, 290 

Nor stirs my gall, nor alters my affections. — 
You have more furniture, more houses, lady. 
And rich ones too, I will make bold with 
those ; 

And you have land i’ th’ Indies, as I take it; 
Thither we’ll go, and view a while those 
climates. 

Visit your factors® there, that may betray 
you : 

’Tis done; we must go. 

Marg. Now thou art a brave gentleman. 
And, by this sacred light, I love thee 
dearly. — 

The house is none of yours, I did but jest, 
sir; {To Perez] 240 

Nor you are no coz of mine; I beseech you 
vanish ; 

I tell you plain, you have no more right 
than he has; 

That senseless thing, your wife, has once 
more fooled ye ; 

Go you, and consider! 

Leon. Good morrow, my sweet cousin! 

I should be glad, sir — 

Perez. By this hand she dies for't, 

Or any man that speaks for her! 

Exit Perez 

Juan. These are fine toys. 

Marg. Let me request you stay but one 
poor month, 

You shall have a commission, and I’ll go 
too; 

Give me but will so far. 

Leon. Well, I will try you. — 

‘ Mahomet. - Subterfuge. ’ Agents. 
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Good morrow to your grace; we have pri- 
vate business. 

Duke. If I miss thee again, I am an 
arrant bungler. 

Juan. Thou shalt have my command, and 
I’ll march under thee; 

Nay, be thy boy, before thou shalt be 
baffled, 

Thou art so brave a fellow. 

Alon. I have seen visions I Exeunt 


ACT V, SCENE I 
[The Same] 

Enter Leon mlh a letter, and Margarita 

Leon. Come hither, wife; do you know 
this hand? 

Marg. I do, sir; 

Tis Estifanias, that was once my woman 

Leon. She writes to me here, that one 
Cacafogo, 

An usuring jeweller’s son (I know the ras- 
cal) 

Is mortally fallen in love with ye 

Marg. Is a monster: Deliver me from 
mountains I » 

Leon. Do you go a-birding for all sorts of 
people?— 

And this evening will come to ye and shew 
ye jewels. 

And offers anything to get access to ye: lo 
If I cun make or sport or profit on him 
(For he is fit for both) she bids me use him- 
And so I will, be you conformable, 

And follow but my will. 

Marg. I shall not fail, sir. 

Leon. Will the duke come again, do you 
think? 

Marg. No, sure, sir. 

[Ho] has now no policy to bring him hither 
Lco” Nor bring you to him, if my wit 
hold fair/ wife! 

Let’s in to dinner. „ 

[SCENE II] 

[The Street] 

Enter Perez 

Pere^ Had I but lungs enough to bawl 
suiricienfly, 

* This comm.i Is the emendation of Dyce. 


That all the queans in Christendom mieht 
hear me, 

That men might run away from contagion, 

I had my wish: Would it were most high 
treason, 

Most infinite high, for any man to marry! 

I mean for any man that would live hand- 
somely, 

And like a gentleman, in his wits and credit. 

What torments shall I put her to? Phalaris’ 
bull now — 

'Pox, they love bulling too well, though 
they smoke for’t — 

Cut her a-pieces? every piece will live still 
And every morsel of her will do mischief; u 

They have so many lives, there’s no hanging 
of ’em; 

They are too light to drown, they're cork 
and feathers; 

To burn too cold, they live like salamanders. 
Under huge heaps of stones to bury her 
And so depress her as they did the giants? 

She will move under more than built old 
Babel. 

I must destroy her. 

Enter Cacafogo, with a casket 

Gac Be cozened by a thing of clouts, a 
she-mouth. 

That ev’ry silk-man’s shop breeds T to be 
cheated, ^ 

And of a thousand ducats, by a whim- 
wham I 

Perez. Who’s that is cheated? speak again, 
thou vision I 

But art thou cheated? minister some com- 
fort! 

Tell me directly, art thou cheated bravely? 

Come, pr'ythee come; art thou so pure a 
coxcomb 

To be undone? do not dissemble with me: 
Icll me, I conjure thee. 

Cac. Then keep thv circle. 

For I am a spirit wild that flies about thee, 
And whoeer thou art. if thou be’st human, 

1 11 let thee plainly know, I’m cheated dam- 
nably. 

Perez. Ha. ha, ha! 

Cac. Dost thou laugh I Damnably, I say, 
most damnably. 

Perez. By whom, good spirit! speak, 
speak! ha, ha, hal 
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Cac. I’ll utter — laugh ’till thy lungs crack 
— by a rascal woman, 

A lewd, abominable, and plain' woman. 
Dost thou laugh still? 

Perez. I must laugh; pr’ythee pardon me; 
I shall laugh terribly. 

Cac. I shall be angry, w 

Terrible angry; I have cause. 

Perez. That’s it. 

And ’tis no reason but thou shouldst be 
angry, 

Angr>' at heart; yet I must laugh still at 
thee. 

By a woman cheated? art sure it was a 
woman? 

Cac. I shall break thy head; my valor 
itches at thee. 

Perez. It is no matter. By a woman 
cozened? 

A real woman? 

Cac. A real devil; 

Plague of her jewels, and her copper chains, 
How rank they smell! 

Perez. Sweet cozened sir, let me see them; 
I have been cheated too, (I would have you 
note that) 

And lewdly cheated, by a woman also, 

A scurvy woman; I am undone, sweet sir, 
Therefore I must have leave to laugh. 

Cac. Pray ye take it. 

[Gives him the casket] 
You are the merriest undone man in 
Europe; 

What need we fiddles, bawdy songs, and 
sack, 

When our own miseries can make us merry? 

Perez. Ha, ha, ha! « 

I have seen these jewels; what a notable 
pennyworth 

Have you had next your heart I You will 
not take, sir. 

Some twenty ducats — 

Cac. Thou art deceived; I will take — 

Perez. To clear your bargain now? 

Cac. I’ll take some ten, 

Some anything, some half ten, half a ducat. 

Perez. An excellent lapidary set those 
stones sure; 

Do you mark their waters? 

Cac. Quicksand choak their waters. 

And hers that bought “ ’em too I But I shall 
find her. 

* Mere. 

^ Later editors read brought. 


Perez. And so shall I, I hope; but do not 
hurt her; 

You cannot find in all this kingdom. 

If you had need of cozening, (as you may 
have, 

For such gross natures will desire it often, 

It is at some time too a fine variety) 

A w'oman that can cozen you so neatly. — 
She has taken half mine anger off wth this 
trick. Exit 

Cac. If I were valiant now, I would kill 
this fellow; bk 

I have money enough lies by me. at a pinch, 
To pay for twenty rascals’ lives that vex me. 
I’ll to this lady; there I shall be satisfied. 

Exit 

[SCENE III] 

[An, Apartment in Margarita's Ho-use] 
Enter Leon and Marc.\pita 

Leon. Come, we’ll away unto your coun- 
try-house. 

And there we’ll learn to live contently: 
This place is full of charge, and full of 
hurry ; 

No part of sweetness dwells about these 
cities. 

Marg. Whither you will, I wait upon your 
pleasure; 

Live in a hollow tree, sir, I’ll live with you. 

Leon. Ay, now you strike a harmony, a 
true one. 

When your obedience waits upon your hus- 
band, 

And your sick will aims at the care of 
honor. 

Why, now I dote upon ye, love ye dearly, >o 
And my rough nature falls like roaring 
streams, 

Clearly and sweetly into your embraces. 

0, what a jewel is a woman excellent, 

A wise, a virtuous, and a noble woman! 
When we meet such, we bear our stamps 
on both sides, 

And through the world we hold our current 
virtues; 

Alone, we are single medals, only faces, 

And wear our fortunes out in useless 
shadows. 

Command you now, and ease me of that 
trouble ; 
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I'll be as humble to you as a ser\*ant: » 

Bid whom you please, invite your noble 
friends. 

They shall be welcome all; visit acquaint- 
ance, 

Go at your pleasure, now experience 
Has linked you fast unto the chain of good- 
ness 1 

Clashing swords. A cry vyithin: 
‘Down with their swords!’ — 
What noise is this? what dismal cr>'? 

Marg. ’Tis loud too: 

Sure there's some mischief done i’ th’ street; 
look out there. 

Leon. Look out, and help! 

Enter a Servant 

Serv. 0, sir. the Duke Medina— 

Leon. What of the Duke Medina? 

Serv. 0, sweet gentleman. 

Is almost slain. 

Marg. Away, away, and help him I 
All the house help I 

Ex[eunt M.\rg. and] Servant 
Leon. How slain? — Why, Margarita I whj", 
wife! — K, 

Sure, some new device they have* afoot 
again. 

Some trick upon my credit; I shall meet it. 

I d rather guide a ship imperial 

Alone, and in a storm, than rule one woman. 

Enter Duke, MARG.\RrT.^, S.anchio, Alonzo, 

[and] Servant 

Marg. How came you hurt, air? 

Duke. I fell out with my friend, the noble 
colonel ; 

My cause was naught, for ’twas about your 
honor. 

And he that wrongs the innocent ne’er pros- 
pers; 

And he has left me thus. For charity, 

Lend me a bod to ease my tortureil body, 
That ere I pcri.sh, I may shew mv peni- 
tence ( 

I fear I am slain. 

Leon. Help, gentlemen, to carr>' him. 
There .shall be nothing in (his house, my 
lord, 

But as your oum. 

Duke. I thank you. noble sir. 

Leon. To bed with him; and. wife, give 
your attendance. 


Enter Juan 

Juan. Doctors and surgeons — 

Duke. Do not disquiet me, 

But let me take my leave in peace. 

Exeunt Duke, Sanch., Alon., 
Marg. [and] Servants 

Leon. Afore me, 

’Tis rarely counterfeited! 

Juan. Tme, it is so, sir; 

And take you heed this last blow do not 
spoil ye. * 

He is not hurt, only we made a scuffle, 

As though we purposed anger; that same 
scratch 

On’s hand he took, to color all, and draw 
compassion. 

That he might get into your house more 
cunningly. 

I must not stay. Stand now, and ye’re u 
brave fellow. 

Leon. I thank you, noble colonel, and I 
honor you. — 

Never be quiet? Exit Juan 

Enter Marg.arita 

Marg. He’s most desperate ill, sir; 

I do not think these ten months will re- 
cover him. 

Leon. Does he hire my house to play the 
fool in? „ 

Or docs it stand on fairy ground? We're 
haunted! 

Are all men and their wives troubled with 
dreams thus? 

Marg. What ail you, sir? 

Leon. Nay, what ail you, sweet wife, 

To put these daily pastimes on my pa- 
tience? 

What dost thou see in me, that 1 should 
suffer thus? 

Ha\e not I done my part like a true hus- 
band, 

And paiti some ilesperate debts you never 
looketl for? 

Marg. \ ou have done handsomely, I 
must confess, sir. 

Leon. Have I not kept thee waking like 
a hawk?* 

And watched thee with delights to satisfy 
thee. 

The \ery tithes of which had won a widow? 

Marg. Alas, I pity you. 

’ I’art uf tin* trahniig of a hawk. 
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Leon. Thou wilt make me angry; 
rhou never saw’st me mad yet. 

Marg. You are always, 

You carry a kind of Bedlam still * about 
you. 

Leon. If thou pursuest me further, I run 
stark mad; 

If you have more hurt dukes or gentlemen, 
To lie here on your cure, I shall be des- 
perate! 

I know the trick, and you shall feel I know 
it. 

Are ye so hot that no hedge can contain ye? 
I’ll have thee let blood in all the veins about 
thee, 

I’ll have thy thoughts found too, and have 
them opened, 

Thy spirits purged, for those are they that 
fire ye. 

Thy maid shall be thy mistress, thou the 
maid 

And all those senule labors that she reach 
at,“ 

And go though cheerfully, or else sleep 
empty ; 

That maid shall lie by me, to teach you 
duty. 

You in a pallet by, to humble ye, loo 
And grieve for what you lose. 

Marg. I have lost myself, sir. 

And all that was my base self, disobedience; 

Kneels 

My wantonness, my stubbornness, I have 
lost too: 

And now, by that pure faith good wives are 
crowned with. 

By your own nobleness — 

Leon. I take ye up. 

And wear ye next my heart; see you be 
worth it. 

Enter Altea 

Now, what with you? 

Altea. I come to tell my lady. no 

There is a fulsome fellow would fain speak 
with her. 

Leon. Tis Cacafogo; go, and entertain 
him. 

And draw him on with hopes. 

Marg. I shall observe you. 

Leon. I have a rare design upon that gen- 
tleman; 

0 ThfJ line seems hopelessly corrupt. The general 
sense of the passage, however, is clear. 


And you must work too. 

Altea. I shall, sir, most willingly. 

Leon. Away then, both, and keep him 
close in some place. 

From the duke’s sight; and keep the duke 
in too; 

Make ’em believe both: I’ll find time to 
cure ’em. 120 

Exeunt 

[ACT V, SCENE IV] 

[The Street} 

Enter Perez and Estifania, with a pistol 

and a dagge ' 

Perez. Whj', how dar’st thou meet me 
again, thou rebel, [Drau)s] 

And know’st how thou hast used me thrice, 
thou rascal? 

Were there not ways enough to fly my ven- 
geance. 

No holes nor vaults to hide thee from my 
fury, 

But thou must meet me face to face to kill 
thee? 

I would not seek thee to destroy thee wil- 
lingly. 

But now thou com’st to invite me, and 
com’st upon me: 

How like a sheep-biting “ rogue, taken i’ th’ 
manner. 

And ready for the halter, dost thou look 
now ! 

Thou hast a hanging look, thou scurvy 
thing! 10 

Hast ne’er a knife, 

Nor never a string, to lead thee to Elysium? 
Be there no pitiful ’pothecaries in this town. 
That have compassion upon wretched 
women, 

And dare administer a dram of rats-bane, 
But thou must fall to me? 

Eiif. I know you have mercy. [Kneels} 

Perez. If I had tons of mercy, thou de- 
serv’st none. 

What new trick’s now afoot, and what new 
houses 

Have you i’ th’ air? what orchards in ap- 
parition? M 

What canst thou say for thy life? 

Estif. Little or nothing; 

* A dag is really a heav-y pistol, perhaps here con- 
fused with dagger. > Sneaking. 
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I know you’ll kill me, and I know ’tis use- 
less 

To beg for mercy. Pray, let me draw my 
book out, 

And pray a little 1 

Perez. Do; a very little, 

For I hav’e further business than thy kill- 
ing; 

I have money yet to borrow. Speak when 
you are ready. 

Eslij. Now, now. sir, nowl Shewn a pin- 
lol. Come onl do you start off from 
me? 

Do you swear, great captain? — have you 
seen a spirit? » 

Perez. Do you wear guns? 

Enlif. I am a soldier's wife, sir, 

And by that privilege I may be armed. 
Now, what’s the news? and let’s discourse 
more friendly, 

And talk of our affairs in peace. 

Perez. Let me see, 

Pr’ythce, let me see thy gun; ’tis a very 
pretty one. 

Estif. No, no, sir; you shall feel. 

Perez. Hold, [hold.) you villain 1 
What, thine own husband? • *o 

Entij. Let mine own husband then 
Be in’s own wits. — There, there’s a thousand 
ducats! — [Show.-i a purse] 

Who must provide for you?— And yet you’ll 
kill me. 

Perez. I will not hurt thee for ten thou- 
sand millions. 

Estij. Wlien will you redeem your jewels? 
I have pawned ’em. 

You sec for what; — we must keep touch. 

Perez. I’ll kiss thee, 

And, get as many more, I’ll make thee 
famous. — 

Had we the house nowl 

Estij. Come along with me; » 

If that be vanished, there be more to hire, 
sir. 

Perez. I see I am an ass, when thou art 
near me. Exeunt 

[SCENE V] 

[A Chamber in Margarita’s House] 

Enter Leon, Mahq.arit.a, o?i<f Aute-a, unth a 

taper 

Leon. Is the fool come? 

AUea. Yes, and i’ th' cellar fast, 


And there he stays his good hour till I call 
him; 

He will make dainty music ’mong the sack- 
butts.* 

I have put him just, sir, under the duke’s 
chamber. 

Leon. It is the better. 

Altca. [He] has giv’n me royally. 

And to my lady a whole load of portigues.* 
Leon. Better and better still. — Go, Mar- 
garita. 

Now play your prize: — You say you dare be 
honest;* w 

I'll put you to your best. 

Marg. Secure yourself, sir; 

Give me the candle; pass aw’ay in silence. 

Exeunt Leon and Altea. 

[M.arq.) knocks 

Duke. Within. Who’s there? 0, 01 
Marg. My lord! 

Duke. Within. Have you brought me 
comfort? 

Marg. I have, my lord: 

Come forth; ’tis I. Come gently out; I’ll 
help you; — 

Enter Duke, in a gown 

Come softly too. How do you? 

Duke. Are there none here? » 

Noise below 

Let me look round; we cannot be too wary. 
0, let me bless this hour! Are you alone, 
sweet friend? 

Marg. Alone, to comfort you. 

C.ACAFOGO makes a noise below 
Duke. What’s that you tumble? 

I’ve heard a noise this half hour under me, 
A fearful noise. 

Marg. The fat thing's mad i’ th’ cellar, 

[Aside] 

And stumbles from one hogshead to an- 
other; 

Tavo cups more and he ne’er shall find the 
way out. 

What do you fear? Come, sit down by me 
cheerfully ; m 

My husband’s safe. How do your wounds? 

Duke. I’ve none, lady; 

My wounds I counterfeited cunningly, 

And feigned the quarrel too, to enjoy you, 
sweet : 

* A niusjeat instrument with a play on MCt. a 
drink and butt. 

* A gold <x>in worth about £3 or £4. 

* Chaste. 
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Let's lose no time. Noise below. Hark, the 
same noise again! 

Marg. What noise? why look you pale? I 
hear no stirring. 

(This goblin in the vault will be so tippled!) 

[Aside] 

You are not well, I know by your flying 
fancy ; 

Your body’s ill at ease; your wounds — 
Duke. I’ve none; 

I am as lusty, and as full of health, 

High in my blood — 

Marg. V/eak in your blood, you would 

say. 

How wretched is my case, willing to please 
you, 

And find you so disable! 

Duke. Believe me, lady — 

Marg. I know, you’ll venture all you have 

to satisfy me, 

Your life I know; but is it fit I spoil you? 
Is it, my love, do you think? 

Cac. Below. Here’s to the duke! “ 

Duke. It named me certainly; 

I heard it plainly sound. 

Marg. You are hurt mortally, 

And fitter for your prayers, sir, than pleas- 
ure. 

What starts you make! I would not kiss 
you wantonly, 

For the world’s wealth. Have I secured my 
husband, 

And put all doubts aside, to be deluded? 
Cac. Below. I come, I come. 

Duke. Heaven bless me! 

Marg. And bless us both, for sure this is 

the devil I J® 

I plainly heard it now; he’ll come to fetch 

you! 

A very spirit, for he spoke under ground. 
And spoke to you just as you would have 
snatched me. 

You are a wicked man, and sure this haunts 
you: 

Would you were out o’ th’ house! 

Duke. I would I were, 

O* that condition I had leaped a window. 
Marg. And that’s the least leap, if you 
mean to ’scape, sir. 

Why, what a frantic man you were to come 

here, . 

What a weak man to counterfeit deep 

wounds, ” 

To wound another deeper! 


Duke. Are you honest then? 

Marg. Yes, then, and now, and ever; and 
excellent honest, 

And exercise this pastime but to shew you, 
Great men are fools sometimes as well as 
wretches: 

Would you were well hurt, with any hope 
of life, 

Cut to the brains, or run clean through the 
body. 

To get out quietly as you got in, sir! 

I wish it like a friend that loves ye dearly; 
For if ray husband take ye, and take you 
thus 60 

A counterfeit, one that would clip his credit, 
Out of his honor he must kill you presently; 
There is no mercy, nor an hour of pity: 
And for me to entreat in such an agony, 
Would shew me little better than one guilty. 
Have you any mind to a lady now? 

Duke. Would I were off fair! 

If ever lady caught me in a trap more — 

Marg. If you be well and lusty — fie, fie; 
shake not! 

You say you love me; come, come bravely 
now; 90 

Despise all danger; I am ready for ye. 

Duke'. She mocks my misery: Thou cruel 
lady! 

Marg. Thou cruel lord! wouldst thou be- 
tray my honesty, 

Betray it in mine own house, wong my 
husband. 

Like a night thief, thou dar’st not name by 
daylight? 

Duke. I am most miserable. 

Marg. You are indeed; 

And, like a foolish thing, you have made 
yourself so. 

Could not your own discretion tell ye, sir, 
When I was married I was none of yours? loo 
Your eyes were then commanded to look 
off me. 

And I now stand in a circle and secure; 
Your spells nor power can never reach my 
body. 

Mark me but this, and then, sir, be most 
miserable ; 

'Tis sacrilege to violate a wedlock, 

You rob two temples, make yourself twice 
guilty, 

You ruin hers, and spot her noble husband’s. 

Duke. Let me be gone. I’ll never more 
attempt ye. 
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Marg. You cannot go; ’lis not in me to 
save ye: 

Dare you do ill, and poorly then shrink 
under it? no 

Were I the Duke Medina I would fight now, 
For you must fight, and bravely, it concerns 
you; 

You do mo double wrong if you sneak off, 
sir, 

And all the world would sav I loved a 
coward ; 

And you must die too. for you will be 
killed. 

And leave your youth, your honor, and your 

state. 

And all tlio.se dear delights you worshipped 
here. 

Duke. The noise again! A'ow-'c below 

Cac. Below. Some small beer, if you love 
me. 

Marg. The devil haunts you ^ire; your 
sins are mighty; iso 

A drunken devil too, to plague your vil- 
lainy. 

Duke. Preserve me but this once I 

A/ar<;. There’s a deep well 
In the next yard, if you dare ‘venture 
drowning: 

It is but death. 

Duke. I would not die so wretchedly. 

Marg. Out of a garret-window I will let 
you down then: 

But say the rope be rotten? ’tis huge high 
too. 

Duke. Have you no mercy? \n 

Marg. Now you are frighted throughly, 
And find what ’tis to play the fool in vice* 
And see with clear eyes your detested folly, 
I’ll be your guard. 

Duke. And I’ll be your true servant, 
Ever from this hour virtuously to love ye, 
Chastely and modestly to look upon ye, 
And here I seid it. [KUses her] 

Marg. I may kiss a stranger, 

For you must now be so. 

Ejit[tr] Lkon, Ju.ax, Aix)nzo, [u/k/] S.\Ncino 

Leuu. IIow do vou. mv lord? no 

Methinks you look but poorly on this 
mutter. 

»Tlic (il.l id.l. Ixitli reail Jolly for nVc, which latter 
is ])yc’t*"s i'UU'uil;i(ioiL 


Has my wife wounded ye? you were well 
before. 

Pray, sir, be comforted; I have forgot all. 
Truly forgiven too. — Wife, you are a right 
one. 

And now with unknown nations I dare trust 

vou. 

% 

Juou. No more feigned fights, my lord; 
they never prosper. 

[Eufir Ai.tea. ami C.^c.afoco drunk] 

Leon. Who’s this? the de\il in the vault? 

Altea. 'Tis lie. sir. 

And as lovingly drunk, a.s though he had 
studied it. 

Cflc. Give me a cup of sack, and kiss me, 
lady I i» 

Kiss my sweet face, anti make thy husband 
cuckold ! — 

An ocean of sweet saek! — Shall we speak 
treason? 

Lcoti. He's devilish drunk. 

Duke. I had thought he had been a devil; 
He made as many noises, and as horrible 

Leou. 0 , a tnie lover, sir, will lumen; 
loudly. — 

Which of the butts is your mistress? 

Cac. Butt in thv bellv! 

* • 

Leon. There's two in thine I’m sure, 'tis 
grown so monstrous. 

Cac. Butt in thv face ! 

% 

Leon. Go. carry him to sleep. i« 

A fool’s love shouhl be drunk; he has paid 
well for’t too. 

When he is sober, let him out to rail, 

Or hang liinuself; there will be no loss of 
him. 

Exeunt C.\c.^F0G0 and Ser\Tftiitl 
Enter Pkkez and Estif.\nia 

Who’s this? my Mahound cousin? 

Perez. Good, sir; ’tis very good! 'Would 
I had a house, too! 

(For there’s no talking in the open air) 

My Termagant eoz. 1 would be bold to tell 
you. 

I durst be merry too; I tell you plainly, 
You have a pretty seat, you have the luck 
on’t, iw 

A pretty lady too; I have missed both: 

My carpenter built in a mist. I thank him! 
Do me the courtesy to let me see it. 
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See it but once more. But I shall cr>' for 
anger! 

I’ll hire a chandler’s shop close under you, 
And, for my foolery, sell soap and whip- 
cord. 

Nay, if j'ou do not laugh now, and laugh 
heartily, 

You are a fool, coz. 

Leon. I must laugh a little, 

And now I have done. — Coz, thou shall live 
with me, 

My merry coz; the world shall not divorce 
us. 

Thou art a \’aliant man, and thou shall 
never want. 

Will this content thee? 

Perez. I’ll cry, and then I'll be thankful, 
Indeed I will, and I’ll be honest to you: 

I would live a swallow here, I must con- 
fess. — 

Wife, I forgive thee all, if thou be honest; 
At thy peril, I believe thee excellent. 

Esiij. If I prove othenvise, let me beg 
first. 

[Leon.] Hold, this is yours; some recom- 
pence for service: 

[Gfues money to Estif.] 
Use it to nobler ends than he that gave it. 

Duke. And this is yours, your true com- 
mission, sir. [To Leon] 

Now you are a captain. 

Leon. You are a noble prince, sir; 

And now a soldier, gentlemen.* 

' Both old edd. read “Gentleman, we all rejoice 
in’t“ as a part of Leon's speech. 


[Ornnes.^ We all rejoice in’t. 

Juan. Sir, I shall wait upon you through 
all fortunes. 

Alon. And I. 

Aliea. And I must needs attend my mis- 
tress. 

Leon. Will you go, sister? 

Allca. Yes, indeed, good brother; 

I have two ties, my own blood, and my 
mistress. 

Marg. Is she your sister? 

Leon. Yes, indeed, good wife, 

And my best sister; for she proved so, 
wench. 

When she deceived you with a loving hus- 
band. 

Aliea. I would not deal so truly for a 
stranger. 

Marg. Well, I could chide you; 

But it must be lovingly, and like a sister. — 

I’ll bring you on your way, and feast you 
nobly, *1* 

(For now I have an honest heart to love 
you) 

And then deliver you to the blue Neptune. 

Juan. Your colors you must wear, and 
wear ’em proudly. 

Wear ’em before the bullet, and in blood 
too : 

And all the world shall know we are Vir- 
tue’s servants. 

Duke. And all the world shall know, a 
noble mind 

Makes women beautiful, and envy blind. 

Exeunt 


THE EPILOGUE 

Good night, our worthy friends! and may you part 
Each with as merry and as free a heart 
As you came hither! To those noble eyes. 

That deign to smile on our poor faculties. 

And give a blessing to our laboring ends 
As we hope many, to such Fortune sends 

Their own desires, wives fair as **^^*;. . 

To those that live by spite, wives made m haste I 
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The Duchess of Malfi appeared in only two editions before the closing of the 
theaters the quartos of 1623 and 1640. There seems reason for placing the ^^Tltmg 
and performance of this play as early as 1611 or 1612 (see M. Sampson ed. of 
this play in Belles Lettres Series, 1904); and it probably followed The White Devil, 
which was published in the latter year. The author found the source for The Duchess 
of Malfi, in all likelihood, in Painter’s version of it in his Palace of Pleasure (Book II, 
Novel 23), although the story is common to such collections and appears in Beards 
The Theater of God’s Judgments, in Goulart’s Histones Admirables; the translation 
of this by Grimestone in 1600, and perhaps earliest as the Uventy-sixth of 

Bandello. Lope de Vega had made a play of it before Webster s time 
English dramatist seems not to have been acquainted with it. Some of the ^o^ror^ 

strange to say. of Bosola’s torture of the duchess ha^•e ® 

Arcadia. The text is that of the first quarto substantially, with attention to the 

work of Symonds, Vaughan, Neilson and Sampson. 

Of John Webster pereonally. next to nothing is known. ’ 

1634. but the date of his birth has not been ^certained 

except that he was “born free of the Merchan -Taylors ^ 

recently suggested that he may \ pi^wright ; Webster's comedies are 

and an actor before becoming, in his later years. P ^ ® , mn<stpr trA^pdips 

inferior and unworthy of his talents. His reputation rests on the tuo master tragedies, 

The White Devil and The Duchess of Malfi. 

The last complete edition of Webster is that W^ Haalitt ^ g 

two important tragedies are repnnted by A. xi. 

1912, and elsewhere. 
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THE DUCHESS OF MALFI 

John Webster 


ACTUS PRIMUS. SCENA PRIMA 

The Presence-Chamber in the Palace of the 

Duchess Amalfi 

[Enter Antonio and Deuo] 

Delio. You are welcome to your country, 
dear Antonio; 

You have been long in France, and you 
return 

A very formal Frenchman in your habit. 
How do you like the French court? 

Ant. I admire it: 

In seeking to reduce both state and people 
To a fixed order, their judicious king 
Begins at home; quits first his royal palace 
Of flattering sycophants, of dissolute 
And infamous persons, w'hich he sweetly 
terms 

His master’s masterpiece, the work of 
heaven ; * ** 

Considering duly, that a prince’s court 
Is like a common fountain, whence should 
flow 

Pure silver drops in general, but if’t chance 
Some cursed example poison ’t near the head. 
Death and diseases through the whole land 
spread. 

And what is't makes this blessed govern- 
ment, 

But a most provident council, who dare 
freely 

Inform him the corruption' of the times? 
Though some o’ th’ court hold it presump- 
tion 

To instruct princes what they ought to do, 50 
It is a noble duty to inform them 
What they ought to foresee.’ Here comes 
Bosola, 

The only court-gall; ’ yet I observe his rail- 
ing 

Is not for simple love of piety; 


Indeed he rails at those things which he 
wants ; 

Would be as lecherous, covetous, or proud. 
Bloody, or envious, as any man, 

If he had means to be so. Here’s the 
Cardinal. 

[Enter Bosol.\ and Cardinal] 

Bos. I do haunt you still. 

Card. So. 30 

Bos. I have done you better service than 
to be slighted thus. Miserable age, where 
only the reward of doing well, is the doing 
of it! 

Card. You enforcfe your merit too much. 

Bos. I fell into .the galleys in your service, 
where, for two years together, I wore two 
towels instead of a shirt, with a knot on 
the shoulder, after the fashion of a Roman 
mantle. Slighted thus! I will thrive «o 
some way; blackbirds fatten best in hard 
weather; why not I in these dog-days? 

Card. Would you could become honest! 

Bos. With all your divinity do but direct 
me the way to it. I have known many 
travel far for it, and yet return as arrant 
knaves as they went forth, because they 
carried themselves always along with them. 

[Exit Cardinal] 

Are you gone? Some follows, they say, 
are possessed with the devil, but this great m 
fellow were able to possess the greatest 
devil, and make him worse. 

Ant. He hath denied thee some suit? 

Bos. He and his brother are like plum- 
trees that grow crooked over standing- 
pools; they are rich, and o’erladen with 
fruit, but none but crows, pies, and cater- 
pillars feed on them. Could I be one of 
their flattering panders, I would hang on 
their ears like a horseleech, till I were 00 


* Of the corruption. 

* Prevent. 

* An excrescence on the court. 


full, anfd] then drop off. I pray leave me. 
Who would rely upon these miserable de- 
pendencies, in expectation to be advanced 
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to-morrow? VVli:it creature ever fed worse, 
thaa liopjcR Tantalus? nor ever died any 
man more fearfully, tlian he that hoped for 
a [pardon]. There are rewards for hawks 
and dogs, when they have done us service: 
but for a soldier that hazards his limbs in a 
battle, nothing but a kind of geometry is ro 
his last supportation.^ 

Dclio. Geometr>'I 

Bos. Aye, to hang in a fair pair of slings, 
take his latter swing in the world upon an 
honorable pair of crutches, from hospital to 
hospital. Fare ye well, sir: anil yet do not 
you scorn us, for places in the court arc but 
like beds in the ha-^pital, where this man's 
head lies at that man's foot, and so lower 
and lower. [Fxd] » 

Dclio. I knew this fellow seven years in 
the galleys 

For a notorious murder; and 'twas thought 
The Car<linal suborned it : he was released 
By the French general, Gaston de Foix, 
When he recovered Naples. 

Ant. 'Tis groat pity, 

Ho should be thus neglected: I have heard 
He’s very valiant. This foul melancholy 
Will poison all his goodness; for, J’ll tell 
you, 

If too immoderate sleep be truly said 
To be an inward rust unto the soul, » 
It then doth follow want of action 
Breeds all black malcontent.s, and their 
close * rearing. 

Like moths in cloth, do hurt for want of 
wearing. 


SCENA II 
[The Same] 

Antonio, Delio, [Enter] C.^STRucao, Simo, 

Rodeiugo, Grisolan 

Dclio. The presence 'gins to fill: you 
proini.sed me 

To make me (he partaker of tlic natures 
Of some of your great courtiers. 

Ant. The lord Cardinal's, 

And other strangers’, that are now in court? 
I shall: lierc comes the great Calabrian 
Duke. 

* .\ HU iisaring of tiis way witli crutcties 

* Secret. 



[Enter Ferdinand and Attendants! 


Ferd. Who took the ring oftenest?* 

Silvio. Antonio Bologna, my lord. 

Ferd. Our sister Duchess’ great master of 
her household: give him the jewel. When 
shall we leave this sportive action, and lo 
fall to action indeed. 

Cast. Methinks, my lord, you should not 
desire to go to war in person. 

Ferd. Now, for some gravity: — w’hy, my 
lord? 

Cast. It is fitting a soldier arise to be a 
prince, but not necessary a prince descend 
to be a captain. 

Ferd. No? 

Cast. No. my lord, he were far better » 
do it by a deputy. 

Ferd. Wliy should he not as well sleep, or 
eat by a deputy? This might take idle, 
offensive, and base ofRce from him, whereas 
the other deprives him of honor. 

Cast. Believe my experience: that realm 
is noA’cr long in quiet, where the ruler is a 
soldier. 

Ferd. Thou told’st me thy wife could 
not endure fighting. » 

Cast. True, my lord. 

Ferd. And of a jest she broke of* a 
captain she met full of wounds: I have 
forgot it. 

Cast. She told him, my lord, he was a 
pitiful fellow, to lie like the children of 
Ismael, all in tents.* 

Ferd. Why, there's a wit were able to 
undo all the chirurgeons* o’ th’ city, for 
although gallants should quarrel, and had 
drawn their weapons, and were ready to « 
go to it, yet her persuasions would make 
them put up. 

Cast. That she would, my lord. — How do 
you like my Spanish gennet?* 

Rod. He is all fire. 

Ferd. I am of Pliny's opinion, I think he 
was begot by the wind; he runs as if he 
were ballassed" with quicksilver. 

Silvio. True, my lord, he reels from tlie » 
tilt often. 

Hod. Gris. Ha, ha,hal 


* Thrust the laticc tlirotigh Ute riiur at ridtiur at 
the ring. 

! , • I.ight horse. 

All KnulaKeil in lint • {tOlasteii. 

* Sunjoons. 
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Ferd. \\'hy do you laugli? methinks you 
that are courtiers should be my toucliwood, 
take fire when 1 give fire; that is, not laugh 
but when I laugh, were the subject never 
so witty. 

Cast, True, my lord; I myself have heard 
a very good jest, and have scorned to seem 
to have so silly a wit, as to understand it. 

Ferd. But I can laugh at your fool/ my 
lord. 

Cast. He cannot speak, you know, but 
he makes faces: my lady cannot abide him. 
Ferd. No? 

Cast. Nor endure to be in merry com- 
pany; for she says too full laughing, and 
too much company, fills her too full of the 
wrinkle. 

Ferd, I would then have a mathematical 
instrument made for her face, that she 
might not laugh out of compass. I shall 
shortly visit you at Milan, lord Silvio. 

Silvio. Your grace shall arrive most 
welcome. 

Ferd, You are a good horseman, Antonio: 
you have excellent riders in France: what 
do you think of good horsemanship? 

Ant, Nobly, my lord: as out of the 
Grecian horse issued many famous princes, ^ 
so out of brave horsemanship arise the fust 
sparks of growing resolution, that raise the 
mind to noble action. 

Ferd. You have bespoke it worthily. 
Silvio. Your brother, the lord Cardinal, 
and sister Duchess. 

[Enter Cardinal, Duchess, Cariola, and 

Julia] 

Card. Are the galleys come about? 

Gris. They are, my lord. 

Ferd. Here’s the lord Silvio is come to 

take his leave. , 

Delio. Now, sir, your promise: whats 

that Cardinal? 

T mean his temper? they say he’s a bra\e 
fellow," 

Will play his five thousand crowns at tennis, 

Court ladies, and one that hath fought 
single combats. 

' AntonVo-s, to tell Delio about the people of the 
court. 

’ A man of the world. 


Ant. Some .such flashes supeiliciallv hang 
on him, for form, but observe his inward 
character: ho is a melancholy churchman. 
The spring in his face is nothing but the 
engendering of toads; * where he is jealous 
of any man, he laj’s worse plots for him 
than ev(‘r was imposed on Hercules, for he 
.si lews in his way flattereis, pandei“s, in- 
tolligencei-s, atheists, and a tliousand such 
IioliticaU monsters. He should have been 
Pope, but instead of coming to it by the 
primitive decency of the church, he did be- 
stow bribes so largely, and so impudently, 
as if he would ha\’e carried it away with- 
out heaven’s knowledge. Some good he 
hath done — 

Delio. You have given too much of him: 
what’s his brother? 

Ant. The duke there? a most perverse 
and turbulent nature: no 

What appears in him mirth is merely out- 
side; 

If he laugh heartily, it is to laugh 
All honesty out of fashion. 

Delio. Twins? 

Ant. In quality. 

He speaks with others’ tongues, and hears 
men’s suits 

With others’ cars; will seem to sleep o’ th’ 
bench 

Only to entrap offenders in their answers; 
Dooms men to death by information,® 
Rewards by hearsay. 

Oelio. Then the law to him 

Is like a foul black cobweb to a spider, 

He makes it his dwelling and a prison 120 
To entangle those shall feed him. 

Ant. Most true: 

He never pays debts unless they be shrewd 
turas,^ 

And those he will confess that he doth owe. 
Last, for his brother there, the Cardinal, 
They that do flatter him most say oracles 
Hang at his lips; and verily I believe them, 
For the devil speaks in them. 

But for their sister, the right noble duchess. 
You never fixed your eye on three fair 
medals 

Cast in one figure,® of so different temper, lao 
For her discourse, it is so full of rapture, 

* His smile is a foul plot. 

2 Politic. 

3 Ijy means of informers. 

* Unfair tricks, Q. .theued, 

» Made in one mould. 


/> ^ 
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^ ou only will begin then to be sorry 
When she doth end her speech, and wish, in 
wonder. 

She held it less vaingIor>', to talk much, 
Than your penance to hear her. Whilst 
she speaks, 

She throws upon a man so sweet a look, 
That it were able raise one to a galliard’ 
That lay in a dead palsy, and to dote 
On that sweet countenance; but in that 
look 

There speaketh so divine a continence, no 
As cuts off all lascivious and vain hope. 

Her days are practised in such noble virtue, 
That sure her nights, nay more, her very 
sleeps, 

Are more in heaven, than other ladies’ 
shrifts. 

T,et all sweet ladies break their flattering 
glasses, 

And dress themselves in her. 

Delia. Antonio, 

^ ou play the wire-drawer with her cora- 
tnendations.* 

Ant. I’ll case the picture up: only thus 
much ; 

All her particular worth grows to this.sum; 
She .stuin.s^ the time past, lights the time to 
^ come. 

Can. You must attend my lady in the 
gallery, 

Some half an hour hence. 

I shall. 

[Exeunt Antonio and Deuo] 
herd. Sister, I have a suit to you 

To me. sir? 

Fcrd. A gentleman here. Daniel de Bosola, 
One that was in the galleys— 

Ves, I know him. 
I'erd. A worthy fellow h’is: pray let me 
entreat for 

The provisorship of your horse. 

Your knowledge of him 
Commends him and prefers him. 

Cali him hither. 
,,, Attendant] 

\\o. now upon parting, good lord Silvio. 

Do us commend to all our noble friends i« 
At the leaguer. 

Si/i’io. Sir, I shall. 

Vou are for Milan? 

' A s]iirit«'il (lanrr. 

’ y<»i exiiK'Konitf lier priisos. 

Insiiar:iifc.>i. 


Silvio. I am. 

Duch. Bring the caroches; * we’ll 

bring you down 
To the haven. 

[Exeunt all but the 

Cardinal and Ferdinand] 
Card. Be sure you entertain that Bosola 
For your intelligence: ' I would not be seen 
in’t ; 

And therefore many times I have slighted 
him, 

When he did court our furtherance, as this 
morning. 

Feed. Antonio, the great master of her 
household, 

Had been far fitter. 

Card. \ou are deceived in him: 

His nature is too honest for such business.— 
He comes: I’ll leave you. 

[Enter Bosom] 

I was lured to you. 

Fcrd. My brother here, the Cardinal, 
could never 
Abide you. 

Eos. Never since he was in my debt. 
Fcrd. May be some oblique character in 
your face 

Made him suspect you. 

Eos. Doth he study physiognomy? 

Iheres no more credit to be given to th’ 
face, 

Than to a sick man's urine, which some call 

The physician s whore, because she cosens 
him.* 

He did suspect me wrongfully. 

Ferd. p^j. 

1 ou must give great men leave to take their 
times. 

Distrust doth cause us seldom be deceived: 
Toil see, the oft shaking of the cedar-tree 
Fastens it more at root. 

Yet, take heed; 

For to suspect a friend unworthily, 

Instructs liim tlie next way to suspect you, 
And prompts him to deceive you. 

There’s gold. 

So, 

What follows? never rained such showers as 
these 

* Coaches. 

’ Information of a gpT. 

* Clicats. 
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Without thunderbolts i’ th’ tail of them; 
whose throat must I cut? 

Ferd. Your inclination to shed blood rides 

post 

Before ray occasion to use you. I give you 
that 

To live i’ th’ court here, and observe the 
duchess ; 

To note all the particulars of her haviour, 
What suitors do solicit her for marriage, 

And whom she best affects.' She’s a young 


widow : 

I would not have her marry again. 

Bos. No, sir? 

Ferd. Do not you ask the reason; but be 
satisfied 

I say I would not. 

Bos. It seems you w’ould create me 

One of your familiars. 

Ferd. Familiar! what’s that? 

Bos. Why, a very quaint invisible devil 
in flesh; 

An intelligencer.* 

Ferd. Such a kind of thriving thing 

I would wish thee ; and ere long, thou may st 

200 

amve 

At a higher place by’t. 

Bos. Take your devils, 

Which hell calls angels:* these cursed gifts 

would make 

You a corrupter, me an impudent traitor; 
And should I take these, they’d take me 


[to] hell. . . 

Ferd. Sir, I’ll take nothing from you, that 

I have given: 

There is a place that I procured for you 
This morning, the provisorship o’ th’ horse, 
Have you heard on’t? 

Bos. No. 

Ferd. ’Tis yours: is’t not worth thanks? 
Bos. I would have you curse yourself now, 
that your bounty 

(Which makes men truly noble) e’er should 


make me 

A villain. O, that to avoid ingratitude 
For the good deed you have done me, 

must do .. 

All the ill man can invent ! Thus the de% i 
Candies all sins o’er; and what heaven 
terms vile 

That names he complimental. 


^ Likes. 

' Spy, informer. 

• The gold coin eo named. 


Ferd. Be yourself; 

Keep your old garb of melancholy; ’twill 
express 

You envy those that stand above your reach, 
Yet strive not to come near ’em: this will 
gain 

Access to private lodgings, where yourself 
May, like a politic dormouse — 

Bos. As I have seen some, 2:0 

Feed in a lord’s dish, half asleep, not seem- 


ing 

To listen to any talk; and yet these rogues 
Have cut his throat in a dream. What’s 
my place? 

The provisorship o’ th’ horse? say, then, my 
corruption 

Grew out of hoi'se-dung: I am your creature. 
Ferd. Away! 

Bos. Let good men, for good deeds, covet 
good fame. 

Since place and riches, oft are bribes of 
shame: 

Sometimes the devil doth preach. 

[Exeunt] 

[SCENE III] 

[A Gallery in the Duchess’ Palace] 

[Enter Ferdinand, Duchess, Cardinal, and 

Cariola] 


Card. We are to part from you; and your 
own discretion 
Must now be your director. 

ferd. You are a widow: 

i'ou know already what man is; and there- 
fore 

Let not youth, high promotion, eloquence— 

No. . 

Card. Nor anything without the addition, 

honor, 

Sway your high blood. 

Ferd. Marr>’! they are most luxurious,' 

Will wed twice. 

Card. 0 , fiel 

Ferd. Their livers are more spotted 

Than Laban’s sheep.’ 

Duck. Diamonds are of most value. 

They say, that have passed through most 

jew’ellers’ hands. 

Ferd. Whores, by that rule, are precious. 
Buck. 

* Lascivious. * Genesis xxx. 31-42. 
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I'll never marry. 

('(ird. So mo.-5t widows say ; 

lint coninionly that motion ' la.<ts no lontior 
Than (he tiirninfj of an hour-glass: the 
funeral sermon 
And it, end botli togrtlier. 

F(rd. Now hear me: 

You live in a rank pasture liere. i’ th’ court; 
There is a kind of honey-d('W tliat’s deadly; 
Twill poi.son your fame; look to’t; be not 
cunning ; 

For they whose faces do belie their hearts, 
Are witches ere (hey arri\c at twenty years, 
Aye, and give the <levil suck. » 

Duck. This is terrible good counsel. 
Fcrd. Hypocrisy is woven of a fine small 
thread, 

Subtler than ^’uiea^’s engini': * yc't, bidiev’t, 
Your darkest actions, nay, your privat'st 
thoughts, 

Will come to light. 

('<^rd. You may flatter yourself. 

And take your own choice; privately be 
married 

Under the eaves of night — 
i'f^d. 4'hink’t the best voyage 

That o’er you made; like the irregular crab, 
Wliich, though't goes backward, thinks that 
it goes right, 

Becau.'^e it goe.s its own way; but observe, » 
Such weddings may more properly bo said 
To bo executed, than celebrateil. 

Ford. The marriage night 

Is lh(‘ entrance into some prison. 

J'*'^d. tho.se joys, 

'Ihose lustful pleasure.s, are like heavy sleeps 
Which do Cererun man's mischief. 

(- ord. you well. 

Wisiloni begins at the end; remember it. 

Duck. I think (his speech between you 
both was studied. 

It came so roundly off. 

You are my sister; 

This was my father’s poniard, do you see? 
I’d be loath to .see'l look rustv, ’cause ’twius 
ids. 

I would ha\'e you to gi\’(' o er these charge- 
able revels, 

A visor and a mask are whispering rooms 
That were nev’r built for goodness;— fare 
ye well, 


And women like that part which, like the 
lamprey, 

Hath never a bone in’t. 

Duck. Fie, sir I 

Fcrd. Nay, 

I mean the tongue; variety of courtship: 
What cannot a neat knave with a smooth 
tale 

Make a woman believe? Farewell, lusty 
widow. [Fj,7] 

Duck. Shall this move me? If all my 
royal kindred 

bay in my way unto this marriage, 

I’d make them my low footsteps.' And even 
now, 

Even in tliis hate, as men in some great 
battles, 

By apprehending danger, have achieved 
Almo.st impossible actions, — I have heard 
soltliers say so, — 

So I tlirough frights and threatenings will 
assay 

This dangerous venture. Let old wives 
report 

I winked* and chose a husband. Cariola, 

To thy known secrecy I have given up 
More than my life— my fame. 

Both shall be safe; 
For I’ll conceal this secret from the world, « 
As warily as those (hat trade in poison 
Keep poison from their children. 

Duck. 'Fliy protestation 

Is ingenious and hearty:* I believe it. 

Is .Vntonio come? 

Fan. He attends you. 

Duck. Good dear soul, 

beave me; but place thyself behind the 
arras, 

Whore thou may’st overhear us. W'isli me 
good speed, 

[C.\RioL.\ goes behind the oiras] 
For I am going into a wilderness 
W here I sliall find nor path, nor friendly 
clue, 

To be my guide. 

[Enfrr Antonio] 

I j'cnt for you: sit down: 
J ako pen and ink* and write: arc yon ready? 

Y'es. » 

JTliiiiirs stoppl'd on. 

• Shut iny cyo^ 

' Ingoiiuoii.-v and from (lie Iu'utU 


' hupulsc. 

-'I’lu' rift foiitrivcd to trap Mars aii<l Vi-mis. 


THE DUCHESS OF iMALFI 


545 


I . % « 

. 111 . 


Duck. What did I say? 

Ant. That I should write somewhat. 

Duck. 0, I remember. 

After this triumph and this large expense. 
It’s fit, like thrifty husbands, we inquire 
What’s laid up for to-morrow. 

Ant. So please your beauteous excel- 
lence. 

Duck. Beauteous! 

Indeed I thank j'ou : I look young for your 
sake ; 

You have ta’en my cares upon you. 

Ant. I’ll fetch your grace 

The particulars of your revenue and expense. 
Duck. 0, you are an upright treasurer; 
but you mistook: “ 

For when I said I meant to make inquiry 
What’s laid up for to-morrow, I did mean 
What's laid up yonder for me. 

Ant. Where? 

Duck. In heaven. 

I am making my will (as 'tis fit princes 
should, 

In perfect memory), and, I pray, sir, tell me 
Were not one better make it smiling, thus, 
Than in deep groans, and terrible ghastly 
looks, 

As if the gifts we parted with procured * 
That violent distraction? 

Ant, 0, much better. 

Duck. If I had a husband now, this care 
were quit : " 

But I intend to make you overseer. 

What good deed shall we first remember? 
Say. 

Ant. Begin with that first good deed 
begun i’ th’ world 

After man’s creation, the sacrament of 
marriage. 

I’d have you first provide for a good hus- 
band; 

Give him all. 

Duch. All? 

Ant. Yes, your excellent self. 

Duch. In a winding sheet? 

Ant. In a couple. 

Duck. St. Winifred, that were a strange 

will! 

Ant. 'Twere strange if there were no will 
in you 

To marry again. „ 

Duck, What do you think of marriage C 

' Produced. 

^ or band. 


Ant. I take’t, as those that deny purga- 
toiy, 101 

It locally contains, or heaven, or hell, 
There’s no third place in’t. 

Dulck. How do you affect ' it? 

My banishment, feeding my melan- 
choly, 

Would often reason thus. 

Duch. Pray let’s hear it. 

Ant. Say a man never marry, nor have 
children, 

What takes that from him? only the bare 
name 

Of being a father, or the weak deliglit 
To see the little wanton ride a-cock-horse 
Upon a painted stick, or hear him chatter nu 
Like a taught starling. 

Duck. Fie, fie, what’s all tliis? 

One of your eyes is bloodshot ; use my ring 
to’t, 

They say ’tis very sovereign:^ ’twas my 
wedding ring 

.■\nd I did vow never to part with it 
But to my second husband. 

Ant. You have parted with it now. 

Duch. Yes, to help your eyesight. 

Ani.» You have made me stark blind. 
Duch. How? 

Ant. There is a saucy and ambitious 

devil, 

Is dancing in this circle. 

Duck. Remove him. 

Ant. . How? 

Duch. There needs small conjuration, 
when your finger 

[She fits Ike riruj on kis finger;] he kneeU 

May do it; thus; is it fit? 

What said you? 

Duck. Sir, 

This goodly roof of yours, =* is too low built ; 

1 cannot stand upright in’t nor discourse, 
Without I raise it higher: raise yourself; 

Or if you please, my hand to help you: so. 

’ [Raises kirn] 

Ant. Ambition, madam, is a great man’s 
madness, 

That is not kept in chains, and close-pent 

But in fair lightsome lodgings, and is girt 
With the wild noise of prattling visitants, iso 
Which makes it lunatic beyond all cure. 

» Like it. 

^ Looking down on his liead, as he kneels. 
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Conceive not I am so stupid but I aim * 
Wliereto your favors tend: but he’s a fool, 
That being a-cold, would thrust his hands i’ 
th’ fire 

To warm them. 

Duck. So now the ground’s broke, 

You may discover what a wealthy mine 
I make you lord of. 

0 my unworthiness! 

Duck. You were ill to sell yourself; 

This darkening® of your worth is not like 
that 

Wliicli tradesmen use i’ th’ city; their false 
lights® HO 

Are to rid bad wares off: and I must tell 
you, 

If you will know where breathes a complete 
man 

(I speak it without flatterj’), turn your eyes, 
And progress througli yourself. 

Ant. Were tlierc nor heaven nor hell, 

I sliould bo honest: I have long served 
virtue, 

And nev'r ta’en wages of her. 

Duck. Now she pays it. 

Tlie misery of us that are bom great! 

Wo are forced to woo, because noqc dare 
woo us; 

.\nd as a tyrant doubles with his words, ^ iw 
And fearfully® equivocates, so we 
Are forced to c.\press our violent passions 
In riddles, and in dreams, and leave the 
path 

Of simple virtue, which was never made 
To seem the thing it is not. Go, go bmg 
You have left mo heartless; mine is in your 
bosom : 

I hope ’twill multiply love there. You do 
tremble: 

Make not your heart so dead a piece of 
flesh, 

To fear more than to love me. Sir, be 
confident : 

What is’t distracts you? This is flesh and 
blood, sir; 

Tis not the figure cut in alabaster. 

Kneels at my husband’s tomb. Awake, 
awake, man! 

I do licre put off all vain ceremony, 

And only do appear to you a young widow 

* (JlH'SS. 

* UiultTostimntiun. 

* A clevico to sluiw off 

* Usi*.'; wiinls ill u nu*:uuni?. 

* Out ui U.it. 


That claims you for her husband, and like 
a widow, 

I use but half a blush in’t. 

Ant. Truth speak for me: 

I will remain the constant sanctuary 
Of your good name. 

Duck. I thank you, gentle love: 

And ’cause you shall not come to me in 
debt, 

Being now’ my steward, here upon your lips 
I sign your Quietus est.' This you should 
liave begged now; i« 

I have seen children oft eat sweetmeats thus, 
As fearful to devour them too soon. 

Ant. But for your brothers? 

Duck. Do not think of them: 

All discord without this circumference 
Is only to be pitied, and not feared: 

Yet, should they know it, time will easily 
Scatter the tempest. 

An/. These words should be mine, 

And all the parts you have spoke, if some 
part of it 

Wouki not have savored flattery. 

Duck. Kneel, 

[C.\HioL\ comes from behind the arras] 
An/. Ha! 

Duck. Be not amazed, tliis woman’s of 
my counsel: m 

I have heard lawyers say, a contract in a 
chamber 

Per verba [de] presenti* is absolute 
marriage. 

Bless, heaven, tliis sacred gordian.* which let 
violence 
Never untwine 1 

Ant. .\nd may our sweet affections, like 
the spheres, 

Be still ’ in motion. 

Dueh. Quickening, and make 

The like soft music. 

An/. That we may imitate the loving 
palms, 

Best emblem of a peaceful marriage 
That never bore fmit divided. 

Duck, ^^hat can the chun’h force more? 
An/. That fortune may not know an 
accident 

Kither of joy, or sorrow, to divide 
Our fixed wishes! 

* U onts omj'lo.votl to signify the settlement of tn 
account, 

’ Using wonts in tlie pn's«'nt tens^'; I take thee, etc. 

* Knot, 

* Kver. 
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Duch. How can the church build faster? ^ 

We now are man and wife, and ’tis the 
church 

That must but echo this. Maid, stand 
apart : 

I now am blind. 

Ant. What’s your conceit * in this? 

Duch. I would have you lead your for- 
tune by the hand 

Unto your marriage bed: 

(You speak in me this, for we now are one:) 

We'll only lie and talk together, and plot 

T’ appease my humorous’ kindred; and if 
you please, 

Like the old tale in Alexander and Lodo- 
wick,’ 

Lay a naked sword between us, keep us 
chaste. 

0, let me shroud my blushes in your bosom, 

Since ’tis the treasury of all my secrets! 

{ExcunL'i 

Cari. Whether the spirit of greatness or 
of woman 

Reign most in her, I know not; but it shows 

A fearful madness : I owe her much of 
pity. iExii'i no 

ACTUS II, SCENA I 

[An Apartment in the Palace of the 

Duchess] 


[Enter] Bosola and CASTRUcao 


Bos. You say, you would fain be taken 

for an eminent courtier? 

Cast. ’Tis the very main® of my ambition. 

Bos. Let me see: you have a reasonable 
good face for’t already, and your night-cap 
expresses your ears sufficient largely. I 
would have you learn to twirl the strings of 
your band with a good grace, and in a set 
speech, at th’ end of every sentence, to hum 
three or four times, or "blow your nose till lo 
it smart again, to recover your memory. 
When you come to be a president in 
criminal causes, if you smile upon a 
prisoner, hang him; but if you frown upon 
him, and threaten him, let him be sure to 
scape the gallows. 


* More securely. 

’ Notion, idea. 

* Prejudiced. , . 

* This device goes further back to 
Tristram and Iseult. 

* Height. 


the story of 


Cast. I would be a very merry president. 

Bos. Do not sup a’ nights; ’twill begot 
you an admirable wit. 

Cast. Rather it would make me have a to 
good stomach ’ to quarrel ; for they say, 
your roaring boys’ eat meat seldom, and 
that makes them so valiant. But how shall 
I know whether the people take me for an 
eminent fellow? 

Bos. I will teach a trick to kno\v it: give 
ottt you lie a-dying, and if you hear the 
common people curse you, be sure you are 
taken for one of the prime night-caps.’ 

Enter an Old Lady* 


You come from painting now? 

Old Lady. From what? 

Bos. Why, from your scurvy face-physic. 
Fo behold thee not painted, inclines some- 
what near a miracle: these in thy face here, 
were deep ruts, and foul sloughs, the last 
progress. There was a lady in France, that 
[laving had the smallpox, flayed the skin off 
her face, to making it more level; and 
whereas before she looked like a nutmeg- 
grater. after she resembled an abortive «<> 

hedgeW „ „ 

Old Lady. Do you call this painting? 

Bos. No, no, but you call [it] careen- 
ing® of an old morphewed” lady, to make 
her disembogue’ again: there’s rough-cast 

phrase to your plastic.® 

Old Lady. It seems you are well 

acquainted with my closet. 

Bos One would suspect it for a shop of 
witchcraft, to find in it the fat of scnicnts, 
spawn of snakes, Jews’ spittle, and their 
young children’s ordure; and all these for 
the face I would sooner eat a dead pigeon, 
taken from the soles of the feet of one sick 
of the plague, than kiss one of you fasting. 
Here are two of you, whose sin of your 
youth is the very patrimony of the Physi- 
cian; makes him renew his foot-cloth with 
the spring, and change his high-prized 
courtesan with the fall of the leaf. I do « 


* Appetite. 

» Lijyinjr up for repairs. 

® Luprous, 

' I)ischar:re a cargo. 

: no. C webs.er>s inventioo. 
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woiiflor you (Jo not io.itiie yourselves. Ob- 
my meditation now. 

U liat tiling; is in this outward form of man 
lo he beloved? We account it ominous, 

If nature do produce a colt, or lamb. 

A fawn, or KOat, in any limb re.-jcmbling 
A man, and fly from’t as a prodigy. 

Man .''tands amazed to .<ee liis deformity 
In any other creature hut him.'jelf. 

Hut in our own fle.<h, though we bear dis- 
ease.s 

\Miich have their true names only ta’cn 
from boasts, 

As the most ulcerous wolf’ and swini.sh 
meash',^ 

7 hough we are eaten up of lice and worms, 
And though continually we bear about us 
A rotten and dead body, we delight 
To hide it in rich tissue; all our fear, 

Nay all our terror, is. lest our physician 
Should put us in the ground, to be made 
.sweet. \'}'a C',\STi(r(’( lo] 

^oiir wife’s gone to Romo; you two cotiple, 
and get you 

To the wells at bucca, to recover your 
Jiches. ^ 

I have other work on foot. * 

[Kxcimt C.\STE«rc(-io 
and the Old Ladvl 

I observe our duchess 

Is sick a-days, .slic pukes, her stomach 
seethes. 

'I'lie fins of her eyelids look most teeming 
blue, 

She wanes i' th' cheek, and waxes fat i’ th' 
flank. 

And, contrary to our Italian fashion, 

Wears a loose-bodied gown; there's some- 
thing in’t. 

I have a trick may chance di.scover it, 

A pretty one; I liave bought some npri- 
cocks," 

The first our .spring yields— [.SVant/s n.s-h/c] 

[F.nicr A.ntomo and Dia.ml 

f)(lio. .\nd .VO long since marriedl w 
I on amaz(‘ nu'. 

Anl. I,i-t me .seal your lips for ever: 
I’or I did I think, that anything but th' air 

S.iw wli. iir.* sii|.i),.so.l the- (H.sioa.sc. 

*.Vi' U-Iow. 11. jj. 1-1. 


Could carry these words from you, I should 
wish 

You had no breath at all.— Now, sir, in your 
contemplation? 

You are studying to become a great wise 
fellow. 

Bos. O, sir, the opinion of wisdom, is a 
foul tetter,’ tliat runs all over a man’s body: 
if simplicity direct us to have no evil, it 
directs us to a happy being: for the s\ibtiest 
folly proceeds from the subtlest wisdom: 
let me be simply honest. ,oi 

Aiit. I do understand your inside.* 

Do you so? 

Anl. Recaiisc you would not seem to ap- 
pear to th’ world 

Puffed up with your preferment, you con- 
tinue 

This out-of-fashion melancholy: leave it, 
leave it. 

Bos. Give me Ic.ave to be honest in any 
phrase, in any compliment whatsoever. 
Shall I confess myself to you? I look no 
higher than I can reach; tiicy arc the gods 
that must ride on winged horses. A no 
lawyers mule, of a slow pace will both suit 
my disposition and business: for, mark me, 
ulten a mans mind rides faster than his 
liorse can gallop, they quickly both tire. 

Ant. You would look up to heaven, but I 
think 

The devil, that rules i’ th' air, stands in your 
light. 

Bos. O, sir, you are lord of the ascen- 
dant, chief man with tlic duchess; a duke 
was your cousin-german removed. Say you 
were lineally descended from King Pepin, 
or ho himself, what of this? search the 
heads of the greatest rivers in tlie world, 
ou sludi find them but bubbles of water. 
Some would tliink tlio souls of princes were 

some more weighty cause, 
tiian those of meaner persons: they are de- 
ceived, there s the same hand to them; the 
like pa.ssions sway tlieni; the Siune reason 
tliat makes a vicar go to law for a tithe-pig, 
and undo his neighliors. makes them i» 
spoil a whole provinee. and batter down 
goodlj' cities with the cannon. 

|Kniptioii of till' ^kin. 
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{Enter Duchess and Ladies] 

Duck. Your arm, Antonio: do I not grow 
fat? 

I am exceeding short-winded. Bosola, 

I would have you, sir, provide for me a 
litter; 

Such a one as the Duchess of Florence rode 
in. 

Bos. Tlie duchess used one when she was 
great with child. 

Duck. I think she did. Come hither, 
mend my ruff : * 

Here, when? thou art such a tedious lady; 
and 

Thy breath smells of lemon peels:* would 
thou hadst done! "o 

Shall I swoon under thy fingers? I am 

So troubled with the mother.* 

Bos. [aside] I fear too much. 

Duck. I have heard you say, that the 
French courtiers 

Wear their hats on fore the king. 

Ant. I have seen it. 

Duck. In the presence? 

Ant. Yes. 

Duck. Why should not we bring up that 
fashion? 

'Tis ceremony more than duty, that consists 

In the removing of a piece of felt : 

Be you the example of the rest o’ th’ court, 

Put on your hat first. 

Ant. You must pardon me: 

I have seen, in colder countries than in 
France, 

Nobles stand bare to th’ prince; and the 
distinction 

Methought showed reverently. 

Bos. I have a present for your grace. 

Duck. For me, sir? 

Bos. Apricocks, madam. 

Duck. O, sir, where are they? 

I have heard of none to year.* 

Bos. [aside] Good, her color rises. 

Duck. Indeed I thank you; they are won- 
drous fair ones: 

What an unskilful fellow is our gardener I 

We shall have none this month. 

Bos. Will not your grace pare them? 

Duck. No: they taste of musk, methinks, 
indeed they do. 

* Set my ruff straight. 

* To sweeten the breath. 

* Hysteria. 

* This year. 


Bos. I know not: yet I wish your grace 
had pared ’em. 

Duck. Why? 

Bos. I forgot to tell you, the knave 
gardener. 

Only to raise his profit by them the sooner, 
Did ripen them in horse-dung. 

Duck. 0, you jest. — 

You shall judge: pra}', taste one. 

Ant. Indeed, madam, 

I do not love the fruit. 

Duck. Sir, you are loath 

To rob us of our dainties: ’tis a delicate 
fruit ; 

They say they are restorative. 

Bos. Tis a pretty ito 

.\rt. ihi.'i grafting 

Duck. Tis so: a bettering of nature. 

Bos. To make a pippin grow upon a crab, 
A damson on a black-thorn. — [Aside] How 
greedily she eats them I 
A whirlwind strike off these bawd farth- 
ingales! * 

For, but for that, and the loosc-bodied gown, 
I should have discovered apparently 
The young springal * cutting a caper in her 
bolly. 

Duck. I thank you, Bosola: they were 
right good ones, 

If they do not make me sick. 

Ant. How now, madam? i«o 

Duck. This green fruit and my stomach 
are not friends: 

How they swell me! 

Bos. [aside] Nay, you are too much 
swelled already. 

Duck. 0, I am in an extreme cold sweat! 
Bos. I '<^0’ sorry, [Fr»7] 

Duck. Lights to my chamber! O good 
Antonio, 

I fear I am undone ! 

Exeunt Duchess [and Ladies] 

DcUo. Lights there, lights! 

Ant. O my most trusty Delio, we are lostl 
I fear she’s fallen in labor; and there’s left 
No time for her remove. 

Delio. Have you prepared 

Those ladies to attend her? and procured im 
T hat politic safe conveyance for the mid- 
wife, 

Your duchess plotted? 

* Hoop petticoats. 

* Youngster. 
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Ant. I have. 

Delio. Make use then of this forced occa- 
sion : 

Give out that Bosola hath poisoned her 
With these apricocks; that will give some 
color 

For her keeping close. 

Ant. Fie, fie, the physicians 

Will then flock to her. 

Delio. For that you may pretend 

She’ll use some prepared antitodc of her 
own, 

Lest the physicians should re-poison her. 
Ant. I am lost in amazement : I know not 
what to think on’t. Ex[cu7it] »o 

SCENA II 

[A Room in the Palace of the Duchess] 

[Enter] Bosou 

Bos. So, so, there’s no question but her 
techiness and most vulturous eating of the 
apricocks, are apparent signs of breeding. 

[Enter Old Lady] 

Now? • 

Old Lady. I am in haste, sir. 

Bos. There w'as a young waiting-w'oman, 
had a monstrous desire to see the glass- 
house — 

Old Lady. Nay, pray let me go. 

Bos. And it was only to know what io 
strange instrument it was, should swell up 
a glass to the fashion of a woman’s belly. 

Old Lady. I will hear no more of the 
glass-hou.se. You are still ‘ abusing women? 

Bos. Who, I? no, only, by the way, now 
and then, mention your frailties. The 
orange-tree bears ripe and green fruit and 
blossoms, altogether: and some of you give 
entertainment for pure love, but more, for 
more precious reward. The lusty spring » 
smells well; but drooping autumn tastes 
well. If we have the same golden showers, 
that rained in the time of Jupiter the 
thunderer, you have the same Danai-s still, 
to hold up their laps to receive them. Didst 
thou never study the mathematics? 

Old Lady. What’s that, sir? 

Bos. Why, to know the trick how to 
make a many lines meet in one center. 

* Always. 


Go, go, give your foster-daughters good *0 
counsel: tell them, that the devil takes 
delight to hang at a woman’s girdle, like a 
false rusty watch, that she cannot discern 
how the times passes. [Exit Old Lady] 

[Enter Antonio, Roderigo, Deuo, and 

Grisol.\n] 

Ant. Shut up the court-gates. 

Rod. Why, sir? what’s the danger? 

Shut up the posterns presently, and 

call 

All the officers 0’ th’ court. 

Gris. I shall instantly. (Exitl 

Ant. Who keeps the key o’ th' park-gate? 
Rod. Forobosco. 

Am/. Let him bring’t presently. 

[Erilcr Grisolan and Servants] 

1 Serv. 0 gentlemen 0’ th’ court, the 

foulest treason 1 4a 

Bos. [aside] If that these apricocks 

should be poisoned now. 

Without my knowletige! 

1 Serv. There was taken even now a 
Switzer^ in the duchess’ bedchamber — 

2 Serv. A Switzerl 

1 Serv. With a pistol in his great cod- 
piece.* 

Bos. Ha, ha, ha! 

1 Serv. The cod-piece was the case for’t. 

2 Sern. There was a cunning traitor; who 
would have searched his cod-piece? 

1 Serv. True, if he had kept out of the •• 
ladies’ chambers: and all the moulds of hia 
buttons were leaden bullets. 

2 Serv. 0 wicked cannibal! a firelock in’s 
cod-piece! 

1 5(*n’. ’Twas a French plot, \ipon my life. 

2 Serv. To see what the devil can do! 
Am/. [Are] all the officers here? 

Servants. We are. 

Am/. Gentlemen, 

We have lost much plate you know; and 
but this evening «o 

Jewels, to the value of four thousand- ducats, 
Are missing in the duchess’ cabinet. 

Are the gates shut? 

5cru. Yes. 

Tis the duchess’ pleasure 

* Guardsman. 

*An appendage to the tight hose of earlier time. 
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Each officer be locked into his chamber 

Till the sun-rising; and to send the keys 

Of all their chests, and of their outward 
doors 

Into her bedchamber. She is very sick. 

Rod. At her pleasure. 

Ant. She entreats you tak’t not ill: the 
innocent 

Shall be more approved by it. 70 

Boa. Gentlemen o’ th’ wood-yard, where’s 
your Switzer now? 

1 Sew. By this hand, ’twas credibly re- 
ported by one o’ th’ black guard.* 

[Exeunt all except 
Antomo and Delio] 

Delio. How fares it with the duchess? 

Ant. She’s exposed 

Unto the worst of torture, pain and fear. 

Delio. Speak to her all happy comfort. 

Ant. How I do play the fool with mine 
own danger! 

You are this night, dear frieud, to post to 
Rome: 

My life lies in your service. 

Delio. Do not doubt me. 

Ant. O, ’tis far from me! and yet fear 
presents me 

Somewhat that looks like danger. 

Delio. Believe it, » 

’Tis but the shadow of your fear, no more. 

How superstitiously we mind our evils! 

The throwing down salt, or crossing of a 
hare, 

Bleeding at nose, the stumbling of a horse. 

Or singing of a cricket, are of power 

To daunt whole man in us, Sir, fare you 
well : 

I wish you all the joys of a blest father; 

And, for my faith, lay this unto your breast, 

Old friends, like old swords, still are trusted 
best. [Exit] 


[Enter Cariola] 

Cari. Sir. you are the happy father of a 

00 

son: 

Your wife commends him to you. 

Ant. Blessed comfort ! 

For heaven-sake tend her well: I'll presently 
Go set a figure for’s nativity.* Exeunt 


SCENA III 

[Court of the Duchess’ Palace} 

[Enter Bosol.\, with a dark lanthorn} 

Bos. Sure I did hear a woman shriek: 
list, ha! 

And the sound came, if I received it right, 
From the duchess’ lodgings. There’s some 
stratagem 

In the confining all our courtiers 
To their several wards: I must have part 
of it : * 

My intelligence will freeze else. List, again! 
It may be 'twas the melancholy bird, 

Best friend of silence and of solitariness, 
The owl, that screamed so. Ha! Antonio! 

[Enter Antonio, with a candle, hie sword 

drawn} 


Ant. I heard some noise. Who’s there? 

what art thou? speak. 10 

Bos. Antonio? put not your face nor body 
To such a forced expression of fear: 

I am3osola, your friend. 

Bosola! [Aside} 
This mole does undermine me— Heard you 
not 


A noise even now? 

Bos. From whence? 

j^nt. From the duchess' lodging. 

Bos. Not I: did you? 

I did, or else I dreamed. 

Bos. Let's walk towards it. 

No: it may be 'twas 

But the rising of the w'ind. 

Bos. Very likely. 

Methinks 'tis very cold, and yet you sweat. 
You look wildly. 

Ant. I have been setting a figure » 

For the duchess' jewels. 

Bos. Ah, and how falls your question? 

Do you find it radical?* 

What’s that to you? 

'Tis rather to be questioned what design. 
When all men were commanded to their 
lodgings. 

Makes you a night-walker. 

In sooth I’ll tell you: 


» In it, what is going on. 
a Making a calculation. 

» Go to the root. 


^ Scullions. 

^ Calculate his horoscope. 
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Now all the court’s asleep. I thought the 
devil 

Had least to do liere; I came to say my 
players. 

And if it do ofTond you ‘ I do so, 

\ oil are a fine courtier. 

Anl . [fis<(/e] This fellow will undo me. — 
^ ou ga\e the duchess apricocks to-day; « 
Pray heaven they were not poisoned. 

Poisoned! a S| anish fig* 

For the iinpufation. 

Anf. Traitors arc ever confident, 

Till they are disco\ered. There were jewels 
stol’n too: 

In my conceit.* none are to bo suspected 
More than yourself. 

^ on are a false steward. 
Anl. Saucy slave, I’ll pull Ihec up by the 
roots. 

Bo>i. May be the ruin will crusli you to 
pieces. 

Anl. You are an impudent snake indeed, 
sir. 

Are you scarce warm,' and do you show 
your sting? 

You libel * well, .sir? 

No, sir: copy it out, 
And I will set my hand to’t. 

Anl. [amlc] My bleeds." 

One that were superstitious would count 
This ominous, when it merely comes by 
chance ; 

Two letters, that are wrought’ here for my 
name. 

Are drowned in blood: mere accident. For 

you, sir. 

I’ll take order; i’ th’ morn you shall be 
safe — 

[osidc] Ti.s that must color her lying-in.— 
Sir, this door you pass not: 

I do not liold it fit that 3 011 come near w 
Tlie duches.s’ lodgings, till you have quit 
your.'^i'lf, — 

fu.stVel The great are like the base, nay, 
they are the same, 

Wlicn they seek sliameful ways to avoid 
.diaine. ‘ Fj-fifl 

lios. Antonio hereabout did drop a paper 

Some of your help, false friend.* O. here it 
is: 


' Tli;it I <!(> so. 


" convoying contempt. 

; It. yniir i.Iaoo. : U rii' U m!”"* 


® Writ... 


H 


I'‘» III*- lilhfiTI). 


What’s here? a child’s nativity calculated! 

The Duchess was delivered of a son, 
’tween the hours twelve and one in the 
night, Anno Dorn. 1504 (that’s this year), 
dechno nono Decernbrix (that’s this night). ». 
laiccn according to the meridian of Malfi 
(that's our Duchess: happy discoveiy!) 
7'hc lord of the first house being combust in 
the ascendant, signifies short life; and Mars 
biing in a human sign, joined to the tail of 
the Dragon, in (he eighth house, doth 
threaten a violent death. Ccctera non 
scrutantur. 

Why, now ’tis most apparent: this precise 
fellow 

Is the duchess’ bawd — I have it to my wish! 
This is a jiarccl of intelligeney ‘ a 

Uur courtiers wore cased up for: it needs 
must follow, 

riiat I musi be committed, on pretence 
Of poisoning her; which I'll endure, and 
laugh at. 

If one could fitul tlie father now! but that 
Time will liiscover. OUl Castriiccio 
r th’ morning posts to Rome: by him I’ll 
send 

A letter that sliall make lier brothers’ galls 
O’erflow their livers. This was a thrifty* 
way. 

1 hough Lust do mask in ne’er so strange 
disguise, „ 

yiies oft found witty, but is never wise. 

[Exit] 


SCENA IV 

[Rofne. Ah Appartment in the Cardinal's 

Palace] 

[Enter C.\nDiNAL and Juu.\] 


Coru. bit: thou art my best of wishes. 
Prithee tell me, 

V hat trick ilirlst thou invent to come to 
Rome 

Without thy husband? 

Why. my lord, I told him 
I came to visit an old anchorite* 

Here, for devotion. 

Card. Thou art a witty false one, — 

I mean, to him. 

Julia. You have prevailed with me 


‘ .\ veritable pietv i.f uvws 
• ('loVlT. 

^ A r^a'luso. 
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Beyond my strongest thoughts; I would not 
now 

Find you inconstant. 

Card. Do not put thyself 

To such a voluntary torture, which proceeds 
Out of your own guilt. 

Jxdia. How, my lord? 

Card. You fear w 

My constancy, because you ha\'e approved * 
Those giddy and wild turnings in yourself. 
Julia. Did you e’er find them? 

Card. Sooth, generally ; for women, 

A man might strive to make glass malleable, 
Ere he should make them fixed. 

Julia. So, my lord. 

Card. We had need go borrow that fan- 
tastic glass, 

Invented by Galileo ^ the Florentine, 

To view another spacious world i’ th’ moon, 
And look to find a constant woman there. 
Julia. This is very well, my lord. 

Card. Why do you weep? » 

Are tears your justification? the self-same 
tears 

Will fall into your husband’s bosom, lady, 
With a loud protestation that you love him 
Above the world. Come, I’ll love you 
wisely : 

That’s jealously; since I am very certain 
You cannot make me cuckold. 

Julia. I’ll go home 

To my husband. 

Card. You may thank me, lady: 

I have taken you off your melancholy perch. 
Bore you upon my fist,^ and showed you 
game, 

And let you fly at it. — I pray thee, kiss 
me. — 30 

When thou wast with thy husband, thou 
wast watched 

Bike a tame elephant: — (still you are to 
thank me:) — 

Thou hadst only kisses from him, and high 
feeding; 

But what delight was that? ’Twas just like 
one 

That hath a little fingering on the lute. 

Yet cannot tune it: — still you are to thank 
me. 

Julia. You told me of a piteous wound i' 
th’ heart, 

* Experienced. 

Galileo invented the telescope about 1609 . 

Like a hawk. 


And a sick liver, when you wooed me first. 
And spake like one in physic.’ 

Card. Who’s that?— 

[Enter Servant] 

Rest firm, for my affection to thee, «o 
Lightning moves slow to’t. 

Serv. Madam, a gentleman, 

That’s come post from Malfi, desires to see 
3 ’ou. 

Card. Let him enter: I’ll withdraw. E.ril 
Serv. He sa>’s, 

Your husband, old Castruccio, is come to 
Rome. 

Most pitifully tired with riding post. 

[Exit] 

[Enter Delio] 

Julia, [aside] Signior Delio! ’tis one of 
my old suitors. 

Delio. I was bold to come and see you. 
Julia. Sir, j'ou are welcome. 

Delio. Do j’ou lie* here? 

Julia. Sure, your own experience 

Will satisfy you, no: our Roman prelates 
Do not keep lodging for ladies. 

Delio. Very well: » 

I have brought you no commendations from 
your husband, 

For I know none by him. 

Julia. I hear he’s come to Rome. 

Delio. I never knew man and beast, of a 
horse and a knight. 

So weary of each other. If he had had a 
good back, 

He would have undertook to have borne his 
horse, 

Kis breech was so pitifully sore. 

Julia. Your laughter 

Is my pity.® 

Delio. Lad}', I know not whether 
You want money, but I have brought you 
some. 

Julia. From mj' husband? 

Delio. No, from mine own allowance. 
Julia. I must hear the condition, ere I be 
bound to take it. «<> 

Delio. Look on’t, ’tis gold; hath it not a 
fine color? 

Julia. I have a bird more beautiful. 

* Under treatment. 

2 Lodge. 

^ What you laugh at, I pity. 
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Delio. Try the sound on’t. 

Ju!w. A lute-string far exceeds it: 

It hath no smell, like cassia, or civet; 

Nor is it physical,' though some fond’ doc- 
tors 

Persuade us seethf’t] in cullises.’ I’ll tell 

you, 

This is a creature bred by — 

[Enter Servant] 

Serv. Your husband’s come, 

Hath delivered a letter to the Duke of 
Calabria, 

That to my thinking, hath put him out of 
his wits. 

Julia. Sir, you hear: to 

Pray let me know your business, and your 
suit, 

As briefly as can be. 

Delio. With good speed: I would wish 
you, 

At such time as you are non-resident 
With your husband, my mistress. 

Julia. Sir, I’ll go ask my husband if I 
shall, 

And straight return your answer. * Exit 
Delio. Very fine. 

Is this her wit, or honesty, that speaks thus? 
I heard one say the duke was highly moved 
With a letter sent from Malfi. I do fear » 
Antonio is betrayed: how fearfully* 

Shows his ambition nowl unfortunate for- 
tune I 

They pass through whirlpools, and deep 
woes to shun, 

Who the event weigh, ere the action’s done. 

[£xif] 

SCENA V 
[The Same] 

[Enfer] Cardinal, and Ferdinand with a 

letter 

Ferd. I have this night digged up a 
mandrake.® 

Card. Say you? 

Ferd. And I am grown mad with’t. 

Whut’s the prodigy? 

* Medicinal. 

^ Koolisli. 

* Stew it ill broth. 

* Full of fear. 

® .\ii oiH-ration supposed to drive one mad. 


Ferd. Read there, a sister damned; she’s 
loose i’ th’ hilts; ’ 

Grown a notorious strumpet. 

Card. Speak lower. 

Ferd. Lower I 

Rogues do not whisper’t now, but seek to 
publish ’t 

(As senants do the bounty of their lords) 
Aloud; and with a covetous searching eye, 
To mark who note them. O, confusion seize 
her! 

She hath had most cunning bawds to serve 
her turn. 

And more secure conveyances for lust, lo 
Than towns of garrison for sendee. 

Card. Is’t possible? 

Can this be certain? 

F erd. Rhubarb, O, for rhubarb, 

To purge this cholerl here’s the cursed day 
To prompt my memorj’; and here’t shall 
stick 

Till of her bleeding heart I make a sponge 
To wipe it out. 

Card. Why do you make yourself 

So wild a tempest? 

Ferd. Would I could be one, 

That I might toss her palace ’bout her ears, 
Root up her goodly forests, blast her meads. 
And lay her general torritorj’ as waste, » 
As she hath done her honors. 

Card. Shall our blood, 

The royal blood of Arragon and Castile, 

Be thus attainted? 

Ferd. Apply desperate ph>*sic: 

We must not now use balsamum, but fire, 
The smarting cupping-glass, for that’s the 
mean 

To purge infected blood, such blood as hers. 
There is a kind of pity in mine eye, 

1 11 give it to my handkerchief; and now ’tis 
here 

I’ll bequeath this to her bastard. 

Card. What to do? 

Ferd. Why, to make soft lint for his 
mother’s wounds, ao 

When I have hewed her to pieces. 

Card. Cursed creature I 

Unequal nature, to place women’s hearts 
So far upon the left sidel 

^ Foolish men, 
That e’er will trust their honor in a bark 
Made of so slight weak bulrush as is woman, 
Apt everj' minute to sink it I 

* Not chaste. 
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Card. Thus ignorance, when it hath pur- 
chased honor, 

It cannot wield it. 

Ferd. Methinks I see her laughing: — 
Excellent hyena! Talk to me somewhat, 
quickly. 

Or my imagination will carry me so 

To see her in the shameful act of sin. 

Card. With whom? 

Ferd. Happily with some 

strong-thighed bargeman. 

Or one o’ th’ wood-yard, that can quoit* the 
sledge. 

Or toss the bar, or else some lovely squire 
That carries coals up to her privy lodgings. 
Card. You fly beyond your reason, 

Ferd. Go to, mistress! 

'Tis not your whore’s milk that shall quench 
my wildfire, 

But your whore’s blood. 

Card. How idly shows this rage, which 
carries you, 

As men conveyed by witches through the 
air, eo 

On violent whirlwinds I This intemperate 
noise 

Fitly resembles deaf men’s shrill discourse, 
Who talk aloud, thinking all other men 
To have their imperfection. 

Ferd. Have not you 

My palsy? 

Card. Yes, [yet] * I can be angry 
Without this rupture : ’ there is not in na- 
ture 

A thing that makes man so deformed, so 
beastly, 

As doth intemperate anger. Chide yourself. 
You have divers men who never yet e.x- 
pressed 

Their strong desire of rest, but by unrest, « 
By vexing of themselves. Come, put your- 
self 
In tune. 

Ferd. So : I will only study to seem 
The thing I am not. I could kill her now. 
In you, or in myself; for I do think 
It is some sin in us, heaven doth revenge 
By her. 

Card. Are you stark mad? 

Ferd. I would have their bodies 

' Throw the hammer, 

* Qq* omit pet. 

’ Breaking: out. 


Burnt in a coal-pit with the ventage stopped, 
That their cursed smoke might not ascend 
to heaven; 

Or dip the sheets they lie in, in pitch or 
sulphur. 

Wrap them in’t, and then light them like a 
match : 

Or else to-boil* their bastard to a cullis^ 
And give’t his lecherous father, to renew 
The sin of his back. 

Card. I’ll leave you. 

Nay, I have done. 
I am confident, had I been damned in hell, 
And should have heard of this, it woulci 
have put me 

Into a cold sweat. In, in. I’ll go sleep. 

Till I know who leaps my sister. I’ll not 
stir: 

That known. I’ll find scorpions to string my 
whips. 

And fix her in a general eclipse. Exeunt 

ACTUS III, SCENA I 

[Amalfi. An Apartment in the Palace of 

the Duchess^ 

[Enter] Antonio and Deuo 

Ant. Our noble friend, my most belovM 
Delio! 

0, you have been a stranger long at court: 
Came you along with the lord Ferdinand? 
Delio. I did, sir: and how fares your 
noble duchess? 

Ant. Right fortunately well: she’s an ex- 
cellent 

Feeder of pedigrees; since you last saw her, 
She hath had two children more, a son and 
daughter. 

Delio. Methinks ’twas yesterday; let me 
but wink. 

And not behold your face — which to mine 
eye 

Is somewhat leaner — verily I should dream lo 
It w’ere within this half hour. 

Ant. You have not been in law, friend 
Delio, 

Nor in prison, nor a suitor at the court, 

Nor begged the reversion of some great 
man’s place. 

Nor troubled with an old wife, which doth 
make 

* Cook to shreds. > Broth. 
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\’our time so insensibly liasten, 

Orlio. Pray, sir, tell me, 

Ffath not this news arrived yet to the car 
Uf tlie lord Cardinal? 

Ant. I fear it hath: 

Tlie lord Ferdinand, that’s newly come to 
court. 

Doth bear liimself ri^ht dangerously. 

Delia. Pray, why? » 

Ant. lie is so quiet, that he seems to sleep 
The tempest out, as dormice do in winter. 
Tho.so li(>u.*:es that are haunted, are most 
still 

Till tlie devil be up. 

Delia. What say the common people? 
Ant. I'he common rabble do directly say 
She is a strumpi't. 

Delia. And your graver heads. 

Which would be politic, what censure they? 
Ant. They do observe, I grow to infinite 
purclmse,‘ 

The left hand way; and all suppose the 
duchess 

Would amend it, if she could: for, say they. 
Great princes, though they grudge their 
officers ai 

Should have such largo and untvonfmed 
means 

To get wealth under them, will not coin- 
])lain, 

Test thereby tlicy .should make them otlious 
Unto the people. For other obligation 
Of love or marriage, between her and me. 
They never dream of. 

Delta. The lord Ferdinand 

Is going to bed. 


[Dnler Duciitss. Fehdin.\nd, and Bosonvl 

I’ll instantly to bed. 

For I am weary. I am to bes])eak 
A hu>band for you. 

Duch. For me, sir! pray who is’t? 40 
Fcrd. The great Count Malateste, 

Duch. j.'if, upon him: 

A count! He’s a mere stick of sugar-candy; 
You may look quite thorough him. When 
I choose 

A husband. I will marry for your honor. 
Ferd. You sludl do well in’t. How is’t, 
worthy Antonio? 

Duch. Hut. sir, I am to have private con- 
ference with you 


» Wfiiltli. 


About a scan<laIous report is spread 
Touching mine honor. 

Fcrd. Let me be ever deaf to’t: 

One of Pasquil’s paper-bullets,* court- 
calumny, 

A pestilent air. wliich princes’ palaces » 
Are seklom purged of. Yet, say that it were 
true, 

I pour it in your bosom, my fixed love 
Would strongly excuse, extenuate, nay. deny 
Faults, were tlioy apparent in you. Go, be 
safe 

In your own innoccncy. 

Duch. 0 blessed comfort 1 

This deatlly air is purged. 

Exeunt [all but FtiiDiNAND and Bosou) 

Ferd. Her guilt treads on 

Hot burning coulters.’ Now Besola, 

How thrives our intelligence? 

Dus. Sir, uncertainly: 

'Tis rumored she hath had three bastards, 
but 

By whom, we may go read i’ th’ stars. 

Fcrd. Why some •> 

Hold opinion, all things are written there. 

Bos. Yes. if we could find spectacles to 
rend them. 

I do suspect, there hath been some sorcer>’ 
Useil on the duchess. 

Fcrd. Sorcery 1 to what purpose? 

Bos. To make her dote on some desertU^ss 
fellow, 

She shames to acknowledge. 

Ferd. Can your faith give way 

To think there’s power in potions, or in 
charms, 

To make us love wliether we will or no? 

Bus. Most Certainly. 

herd. Away, these are mere gulleries,* 
horrid things. <0 

Invented by some cheating mountebanks, 
To abuse us. Do you think that herbs, or 
charms, 

Can force the will? Some trials have been 
made 

In this foolish practice, but the ingredients 
Were lenitive* poisons, sueli as are of force 

lo make the patient mad; and straight the 
witch 

Swears by equivocation they are in love. 


‘ Saliriral lampoons 

* Spxii.i:. 


postfil in public. 
‘ riiiats. 

* Sooth»n>r. 
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The witchcraft lies in her rank blood. This 
night 

I will force confession from her. You told 
me 

You had got, within these two days, a false 
key 60 

Into her bedchamber. 

Bos. 1 have. 

Ferd. As I would wish. 

Bos. What do 3 'ou intend to do? 

Ferd. Can you guessi 
Bos. No. 

Ferd. Do not ask then: 

He that can compass me, and know my 
drifts,* 

May say he hath put a girdle ’bout the 
world, 

And sounded all her quicksands. 

Bos. I do not 

Think so. 

Ferd. What do you think, then, pray? 
Bos. That you 

Are your own chronicle too much, and 
grossly 

Flatter yourself. 

Ferd. Give me thy hand ; I thank thee : 

I never gave pension but to flatterers. 

Till I entertained thee. Farewell. « 

That friend a great man’s ruin strongly 
checks, 

Who rails into his belief all his defects. 

Exeunt 

SCENA II 

[A Bed-Chamber in the Duchess's Palace] 
[Enter Duchess, Antonio, and Cariol.^] 

Duch. Bring me the casket hither, and the 
glass. — 

You get no lodging here to night, my lord. 
Ant. Indeed, I must persuade one. 

Dnch. Very good: 

I hope in time 'twill grow into a custom, 
That noblemen shall come w'ith cap and 
knee, 

To purchase a night’s lodging of their 
wives. 

Ant. I must lie here. 

Duch. Must! you are a lord of misrule. 
Ant. Indeed, my rule is only in the night. 
Duch. To what use will you put me? 

Ant. We’ll sleep together. 

* Plans, 


Duch. Alas, what pleasure can two lovers 
find in sleep! lo 

Cari. Mj^ lord, I lie with her often; and 
I know 


She’ll much disquiet you. 

See, you are complained of. 
Cari. For she’s the sprawlingest bedfellow. 
Ant. I shall like her the bettor for that. 
Cari. Sir, shall I ask you a que.«tion? 

Ard. Aye, pray thee, Cariola. 

Cari. Wherefore still, when you lie with 
my lady, 

Do j'ou rise so earlj'? 

Ant. Laboring men 

Count the clock offenest. Cariola; 

Arc glad when their task’s ended. 

Buch. I’ll stop your mouth. » 

Ant. Nay, that’s but one; Venus had two 
soft doves 

To draw her chariot; I must have another. 
When wilt thou marry, Cariola? 

Cari. Never, my lord. 

Ant. 0, fie upon this single life! forego it. 
We read how Daphne, for her peevish slight,* 
Became a fruitless bay-tree; Syrinx turned 
To the pale empty reed; Ana.xarete 
Was frozen into marble:* whereas those 
Which married, or proved kind unto their 
friends. 


Were, by a gracious influence, transhaped oo 
Into the olive, pomegranate, mulberry, 
Became flowers, precious stones, or eminent 
stars. 

Can. This is a vain poetry; but I pray 
you tell me, 


If there were proposed me, wisdom, riches, 
and beauty, 

In three several young men, which should 
I choose? 

Ant. Tis a hard question: this was Paris’ 
case, 

And he was blind in’t, and there was great 
cause ; 

For how was’t possible he could judge right. 
Having three amorous goddesses in view, 
And they stark naked? ’twas a motion® m 
W ere able to benight the apprehension 
Of the severest counsellor of Europe. 

Now I look on both your faces so well 
formed. 


* Slight of Apollo. 

* For refusing the love of Iphis. 

* Sight. 



558 


JOHN WEBSTER 


III. ii. 


It puts mo in mind of a question I would 
ask. 

Carl. What is’t? 

Anl. I do wonder why hard- 

favored ladies, 

For flic most part, keep worse-favored wait- 
ing-women 

To attend them, and cannot endure fair 
ones. 

Duck. O, that’s .^oon answered. 

Did you ever in > our life know an ill painter 
Desire to have his dwelling next docn- to the 
shop 10 

Of an excellent picture-maker? 'TwouUl dis- 
grace 

His face-making, and undo him. I prithee, 
When were wc so merry? My hair tangles. 
Ant. Pray thee, Cariola, let’s steal forth 
the room. 

And let her talk to herself: I have divers 
times 

Served her the like, when she hath chafed 
extremely. 

I love to see her angry. Softly, Cariola. 

Exeunt [.Antonio and C.\nioi...\] 
Duch. Doth not the color of my hair ’gin 
to change? 

When I wax grey, I .^hall have all the court 
I^owder their hair with arras* to be like mo. 
You have cause to love me; 1 entered you 
into my heart ei 

[Enter Ferdinand uTUicen] 

Before you would vouchsafe to call for the 
keys. 

Wc .shall one day have my brothers take 
you napping. 

Methinks his presence, being now at court. 
Should make you keep your own bed; but 
you’ll say 

Love mixed with fear is sweetest. I’ll as- 
sure you, 

You shall got no more children till my 
brothers 

Con.sent to be your gossips. Have you lost 
your tongue? 

'Tis welcome: ^ 

For know, whether I am doomed to live or 
die, TO 

I can do both like a prince. 

Ferdinand given her a poniard 
Eerd. Die then quickly. 

‘ Orris-rout powdered. * ’Tis a welcHune loss. 


Virtue, where art thou hid? what hideous 
thing 

Is it that doth eclipse thee? 

Duch. Pray, sir, hear me. 

Ferd. Or is it true thou art but a bare 
name. 

And no essential thing? 

Duch. Sir — 

Fcrd. Do not speak. 

Duch. No, sir: 

I will plant my soul in mine ears, to hear 
you. 

Ferd. 0 most imperfect light of human 
reason, 

That mak’st [us] so unhappy to foresee 
What we can least prevent I Pursue thy 
wishes, 90 

And glory in them: there’s in shame no 
comfort, 

But to bo past all bounds and sense of 
shame. 

Duch. I pray, sir, hear me: lam married. 

Ferd. So! 

Duch. Happily' not to your liking: but 
for that, 

Alas, your shears do come untimely * now 
To clip the bird’s wings, that’s already 
flown ! 

Will you see my husband? 

Ecrd. Y'es, if I could change 

Eyes with a basilisk.* 

Duch. Sure, you came hither 

By his confederacy. 

Ferd. The howling of a wolf 

Is music to thee, screech-owl: prithee, 
peace. » 

Wliate'cr thou art that hast enjoyed my 
sister, 

For I am sure thou hear’st me, for thine own 
sake 

Let me not know’ thee. I came hither pre- 
pared 

To work thy discovery;* yet am now per- 
suaded 

It would beget such violent effects 
As would damn us both. I would not for 
ten millions 

I had behold thee: therefore use all means 
I never may have knowledge of thy name; 
Enjoy thy lust still, and a wTctched life, 

* nil it linppons. 

’ Not in goo«l time. 

* .\iiii tlnis kill with a Iwk. 

* To fiiul out who thou art. 
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On that condition. And for thee, vild * 
woman, ,oo 

If thou do wish thy lecher may grow old 
In thy embracements, I would have thee 
build 

Such a room for him as our anchorites 
To holier use inhabit. Let not the sun 
Shine on him, till he’s dead; let dogs and 
monkeys 

Only converse with him, and such dumb 
things 

To whom nature denies use to sound his 
name ; 

Do not keep a paraquito, lest she learn it; 
If thou do love him, cut out thine own 
tongue 

Lest it bewray him. 

Duch. Why might not I marry? uo 

I have not gone about in this to create 
Any new world of custom. 

Ferd. Thou art undone; 

And thou hast ta'en that massy sheet of lead 
That hid thy husband’s bones, and folded it 
About my heart. 

Duch. Mine bleeds for’tl 
Ferd. Thine I thy heart 1 

What should I name’t, unless a hollow bullet 
Filled with unquenchable wildfire? 

Duch. You are in this 

Too strict; * and were you not my princely 
broUier, 

I would say, too wilful: my reputation 
Is safe. 

Ferd. Dost thou know what reputation is? 
I’ll tell thee, — to small purpose, since th’ 
instruction 120 

Comes now too late. 

Upon a time Reputation, Love, and Death 
Would travel o’er the world; and it was 
concluded 

That they should part, and take three sev- 
eral ways. 

Death told them, they should find him in 
great battles. 

Or cities plagued with plagues: Love gives 
them counsel 

To inquire for him ’mongst unambitious 
shepherds. 

Where dowries were not talked of, and 
sometimes 

’Mongst quiet kindred, that had nothing 
left ^ 


By their dead parents ; ‘Stay,’ quoth Repu- 
tation, 

‘Do not forsake me; for it is my nature 
If once I part from any man I meet, 

I^am never found again.’ And so, for you; 
You have shook hands with Reputation, 
And made him invisible. So fare you well : 
I will never see you more. 

Why should only I, 
Of all the other princes of the world. 

Be cased up, like a holy relic? I have youth, 
And a little beauty. 

Ferd. So you have some virgins no 

That are witches.^ I will never see thee 
“oi'e- Exit 

Enter Antonio vhth a pistol, [and C.ariol.a] 

Duch. You saw this apparition? 

Yes. we are 

Betrayed. How came he hither? I should 
turn 

This to thee, for that. 

[To Cariol.a] 

Can. Pray, sir, do; and when 

That you have cleft my heart, you shall 
read there 
Mine innocence. 

Duch. That gallery gave him entrance. 
Ant, I would this terrible thing would 
come again, 

That, standing on my guard, I might relate 
My warrantable love! Hal what means this? 

She shows the poniard 
Duch. He left this with me. 

Ant. And it seems, did wish iw 

You would use it on yourself. 

Duch. His action seemed 

To intend so much. 

Ant. This hath a handle to’t, 

As well as a point: turn it towards him, and 
So fasten the keen edge in his rank gall. 

[Knocking uithin] 
How now? who knocks? more earthquakes! 

Duch. I stand 

As if a mine beneath my feet were ready 
To be blown up. 

Cari. ’Tis Bosola. 

Duch. Away! 

O misery! methinks [that] unjust actions 
Should wear these masks and curtains, and 
not we. 


* A variant of vile. 


2 Severe. 


* Similarly there are some virgins, etc. 
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Yon irin^t Instantly pail hence; I have fasli- 
loueii it already. i«» 

Exil Antonio 

[Enter Bosou\I 

Bos. Tlio duke your brotlier is ta’en up in 
a wiiirlwind ; 

Hatii took and’s rid p(K<f to Rome. 

Duck. So late! 

Bos. lie told me, as ne mounted into th’ 
saddle, 

You were undone. 

Duck. Indeoil, I am vciy near it. 

Bos. Wliat’s the matter? 

Duck. Antonio, tlie master of our Ijouse- 
liold, 

Plafli dealt SO fal.<ely witli mo ins accounts: 
My brotlier stood engaged with me for 
money 

Tu’en up of certain Neapolitan Jews. 

.And .Antonio Ids the bonds be forfeit. ko 

Bos. Strange! — Tiiis is cunning! 

Duck. Ami lu'ii’upon 

iviy brother’s bills at Naples are protested 
Again. Call up our ollicias. 

Dos. I shall. Exit 

• 

[Enter Antonio] 

Duck. The jilace that you must fly to, is 
Ancona ; 

Hire a house tlu'ie; I'll svin\ after you 
My treasure, and my jewels. Our weak 
.sifety 

Huns upon enginous wheels;’ short sylla- 
bles, 

Musi stand for piM'iods. I must now accuse 
you 

Of such a feigned crime, as Tasso calls 
Magnaniina nunzogno, a nobh* lie, iw 

’Cause it must sliiehl our honors: — hark, 
they are coming! 

[Enter Hosolv ami Officers^ 

Ant. Will your grace hear me? 

Duck. I have got- well by you; you have 
yielilecl me 

.A million of loss; I am like to Inherit 

'I'Ik' peojile's cui-ses for your stewardship. 

A'ou had llu‘ trick in audit-lime to bi' sick. 

Till 1 had signed your (luietiis;^ and that 

cured von 
% 


Without help of a doctor. Gentlemen, 

I would have this man be an example to 
you all. 

So shall you hold my favor; I pray, let 
him ; ’ i«q 

For h’as done that, alas! you would not 
think of, 

And. because I intend to bo rid of him, 

I mean not to publish. Use your fortune 
elsewhere. 

Ant. I am strongly armed to brook my 
overt hrow : 

.As commonly men bear with a hard year, 

I will not blame the cause on’t; but do 
think 

The necessity of my malevolent star 
Procures this, not her humor. O, the in- 
con>tant 

.And rotten grotind of service! You may see, 
Tis even hkc him, that in a winter night, *» 
Takes a long slumbiu' o'er a dying fire, 
.A-loath to part from’t; yet parts thence as 
cohl, 

As when he first sat down. 

Duck. AVe do confiscate 

Towards the satisfying of your accounts, 

All that you have. 

Ant. I am all yours; and ’tis verj' fit 
.All mine should be so. 

Duck. So, sir, you have your pass. 

/Int. You may see, gentlemen, w^at ’t is 
to serve 

.A prince with body and soul. ExU 

Bos. Here's an example for extortion: 
what moisture is drawn out of the sea, *>• 
when loul weather launes, pours down, and 
runs into the sea again. 

Duck. I would know what are your 
opinions 

Of this Antonio. 

2 Off. He could not abide to see a pig’s 
head gaping; I thought your grace would 
find him a Jew. 

3 Off. I would you had been his officer, 
for your own s;\ke. 

•I Off. A oil would have had more *» 

inonev. 

% 

1 Off. lie stopped his ears with black 
woi»l, and to those came to him for money, 
said he was thick of liearing. 

2 Off. Some said he was a liermaphrodite, 
for he could not abide a woman. 

* Kquivorally hintlor him or permit* 


* l’ontri\ ancp. 
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4 Ojf. How scurvy proud he would look, 
when the treasury was full! well, lot him go. 

1 Off. Yes, and the chippings of the 
buttery ^ fly after him, to scour his gold 230 
chain.^ Exeunt {Officers] 

Duch. Leave us. What do you think of 
these? 

Bos. That these are rogues, that in’s pros- 
perity, 

But to have waited on his fortune, could 
have wished 

His dirty stirrup rivetted through their 
noses ; ® 

And followed after’s mule, like a bear in a 
ring. 

Would have prostituted their daughters to 
his lust; 

Made their first-born intelligencers; ^thought 
none happy 

But such as were born under his blessed 
planet, 210 

And wore his livery; and do these lice drop 
off now? 

Well, never look to have the like again: 

He hath left a sort * of flattering rogues be- 
hind him; 

Their doom must follow. Princes pay flat- 
terers 

In their own money: flatterers dissemble 

their vices, 

And they dissemble their lies; that’s justice. 
Alas, poor gentleman I 

Duch. Poorl he hath amply filled his 
coffers. 

Bos. Sure, he was too honest. Plutus," 
the god of riches, 

When he’s sent by Jupiter to any man, 2» 
He goes limping, to signify that wealth 
That comes on God’s name, comes slowly; 
but when he’s sent 

On the devil’s errand, he rides post and 
comes in by scuttles.’ 

Let me show you, what a most unvalued* 
jewel 

You have in a wanton humor thrown away, 
To bless the man shall find him. He was 
an excellent 

Courtier, and most faithful; a soldier that 
thought it 

* Bread crumbs of the pantry. 

* Worn by him as steward. 

* So closely as servants they followed him. 

* Spies. * Quick steps. 

" Group. ® Priceless. 

* Q. reads Pluto. 


As beastly to know his own value too little. 
As devilish to acknowledge it too much. 
Both his virtue and form desen’ed a far 
better fortune. ^ 

His discourse rather delighted to judge it- 
self, than show itself 
His breast was filled with all perfection, 
And yet it seemed a private whispering- 
room, 

[He] ’ made so little noise of’t. 

Duch. But he was basely descended. 

Bos. Will you make yourself a mercenary 
herald. 

Rather to examine men’s pedigrees, than 
virtues? 

You shall want him: 

For know an honest statesman to a prince. 

Is like a cedar planted by a spring: l-.o 

The spring bathes the tree’s root, the grate- 
ful tree 

Rewards it with his* shadow— you have not 
done so. 

I would sooner swim to the Bermoothes * on 
Two politicians’ rotten bladders, tied 
Together with an intelligencer’s heart- 
string. 

Than depend on so changeable a prince’s 
favor. 

Fare thee well, Antonio! since the malice 
of the world 

Would needs down with thee, it cannot be 
said yet 

That any ill happened unto thee, 

Considering thy fall was accompanied with 
virtue. jso 

Duch. O, 3'ou render me excellent music! 
Bos. Say you? 

Duch. This good one that you speak of, 
is my husband. 

Bos. Do I not dream? can this ambitious 
age 

Have so much goodness in’t, as to prefer 
A man merely for worth, without these 
shadows. 

Of wealth ana i^^nted honors? Possible? 
Duch. I have had three children by him. 
Bos. Fortunate ladyl 

For you have made your private nuptial 
bed 

The humble and fair seminary of peace. 

No question but many an unbeneficed 
scholar aao 

Shall pray for you for this deed, and rejoice 
*Q./t. * Its. ’Bermudas. 
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That ?omc preferment in the world can yet 
Anj:o from merit. The virgins of your land 
That have no dowries, shall hope, your ex- 
ample 

Will raise them to rich husbands. Should 


you want 

Soldiers, ’twould make the very Turks and 
Moors 

Turn Christians, and sen’O you for this act. 
Last, the neglected poets of your time, 

In honor of this trophy of a man. 

Raised by that curious engine, your white 
hand, 300 

Shall thank you, in your grave, for’t; and 
make that 

More reverend than all the cabinets 
Of living princes. For Antonio, 

His fame shall likewise flow from many a 


pen, 

When heralds shall want coats to sell to 
men. 

Duch. As I taste comfort in this friendly 
speech, 

So would I find concealment. 

lios. 0 , the secret of my prince, 
Wliich I will wear on th’ in.dcle of my heart! 

Duch. You shall take charge of .all my 
coin and jewels, dlO 

An<l follow him; for he retires himself 
To Ancona. 

Bo$. So ! 

I^nch. Whither, within few days, 

I mean to follow thee. 

Lot me think: 

I would wish your grace to feign a pil- 
grimage 

To our lady of Loretto,* scarce seven 
leagues 

from fair Ancona; so may you depart 
^our country' with more honor, and your 
flight 


Will seem a princely progress, retaining 
\our usual train about you. 


Duch. 




ir direct ioi 


Shall lead me by i. ’ 

Carl. In my opinion, she wore bette 
progress 

To the baths at Lucca, or go visit the Spa 
In Germany; for. if you will believe me. 

I do not like this jesting with religion. 
Thus feignetl pilgrimage. 

Duch. Tliou art a superstitious fool! 
Prepare us instantly for our departure. 


* A famous slirinc, 


Past sorrows, let us moderately lament 
them, 

For those to come, seek wisely to prevent 
them. 

[Exeunt Duchess and C.\riola] 
Bos. A politician is the devil’s quilted 
anvil ; m 

He fashions all sins on him. and the blows 
Are never heard : lie may work in a lady’s 
chamber, 

As here for proof. What rests * but I reveal 
All to my lord? O, this base q\iality,* 

Of intelligencer! why, every quality i’ th* 
world 

Prefers but gain or commendation. 

Now. for this act I am certain to be raised, 
And men that paint weeds to the life, are 
praised. Exit 


SCENA III 

[The Cardinal's Palace, Rome] 

[Enter] C.ardinau, Fehdin.\nd. Malatestb, 
Pesc.mu, Delio [and] Silvio 

Card. Must we turn soldier then? 

^1/ al- The emperor, 

Hearing your worth that way, ere you at- 
tained 

This reverend garment, joins you in com- 
mission 

With the right fortunate soldier, the Mar- 
quis of Pescam, 

.\nd the famous Lannoy. 

Card. He had the honor 

Of taking the French king prisoner? 

The same. 

Here’s a plot drawn for a new fortification 
At Naples. [Exit] 

Fvrd. This great Count Mnlateste, I per- 
ceive, 

Hath got employment? 

Delio. No employment, ray lord; w 

.\ marginal note in the muster-book, that 
he is 

A voluntary lord.* 

Perd. He’s no soldier. 

Delio. He has worn gunpowder in’s hollow 
tooth, for the toothache. 

Sil. He comes to the Icagxjcr with a full 
mtent 

To cat fresh beef and garlic, means to stay 

>Rom«ihs. > Trade. ‘Volunteer. 
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Till the scent be gone, and straight return 
to court. 

Delia. He hath read all the late service, 
As the city chronicle^ relates it: 

And keepls] two pewterers going,* only to 
express 

Battles in model. 

Sil. Then he’ll fight by the book, m 

Delia. By the almanac, I think. 

To choose good days, and shun the critical. 
That’s his mistress’ scarf. 

Sil. Yes, he protests 

He would do much for that taffeta. 

Delia. I think he would run away from a 
battle. 

To save it from taking prisoner.* 

Sil. He is horribly afraid 

Gunpowder will spoil the perfume on’t. 
Delia. I saw a Dutchman break his pate 
once 

For calling him a pot-gun; he made his 
head 

Have a bore in’t like a musket. so 

Sil. I would he had made a touchhole 
to't. 

He is indeed a guarded sumpter-cloth,* 

Only for the remove of the court. 

[Enter Bosola] 

Pes. Bosola arrived! what should be the 
business? 

Some falling out among the cardinals. 

These factions amongst great men, they are 
like 

Foxes, when their heads are divided, 

They carry fire in their tails,® and all the 
country 

About them goes to wrack for’t. 

Sil. What’s that Bosola? » 

Delia. I knew him in Padua, — a fantasti- 
cal scholar, like such who study to know, 
how many knots was in Hercules’ club, of 
what color Achilles’ beard was, or whether 
Hector were not troubled with the tooth- 
ache. He hath studied himself half blear- 
eyed to know the true symmetry of Caesar’s 
nose by a shoeing-horn ; and this he did to 
gain the name of a speculative man. 

Pes. Mark Prince Ferdinand: 

A very salamander lives in’s eye, 

To mock the eager violence of fire. 


60 


* Records of the militia. 
» Metal workers. 

• Capture. 


* A braided horse-cloth. 

* Judges xv. 4. 


Sil. That Cardinal hath made more bad 
faces with his oppression than ever Michael 
Angelo made good ones: he lifts up’s nose, 
like a foul porpoise before a storm. 

Pes. The lord Ferdinand laughs. 

Delia. Like a deadly cannon. 

That lightens ere it smokes. 

Pes. These are your true pangs of death, 
The pangs of life, that struggle with great 
statesmen. 

Delia. In such a deformed silence, witches 
whisper eo 

Their charms. 

Card. Doth she make religion her riding- 
hood 

To keep her from the sun and tempest? 
Ferd. Tliat, tliat damns her. Methinks 
her fault and beaut}', 

Blended together, sliow like leprosy, 

The whiter, the fouler. I make it a ques- 
tion 

Whether her beggarly brats were ever 
christened. 

Card. I will instantly solicit the state of 
Ancona 

To have them banished. 

Ferd.^ You are for Loretto: 

I shall not be at your ceremony; fare you 
well. 

Write to the Duke of Malfi, my young 
nephew „ 

She had by her first husband, and acquaint 
him 

With’s mother’s honesty. 

Bos. I will. 

Ford. Antonio ! 

A slave that only smelled of ink and 

counters, 

And never in’s life looked like a gentleman, 
But in the audit-time. Go, go presently.* 
Draw me out an hundred and fifty of our 
horse, 

And meet me at the fort-bridge. Exeunt 

SCENA IV 

[EnteT^ Two Pilgrims to the Shrine of our 

Lady of Loretta 

1 Pil. I have not seen a goodlier shrine 
than this. 

Yet I have visited many. 

2 Pil. The Cardinal of Arragon 

*At once. 
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Is this (liiy to rpsi^n liis cardinal’s Imt: 

His sister duchess likewise is arrived 
To pay her vow of pil^trimagc. 1 expect 
A noble ceremony. 

1 Pil. No question. They come. 

Hire thfj ceremony of the C.xhdinaiAs in- 
stalmrnl, in the linhit of n fiohlicr, per- 
formed in tlehr< nji(f up liiti cross, hat, 
robes, nnd riny, at (Ik shrine, ami in- 
veslniy him with sieord, helmet, shield, 
and spurs: thin Antonio, the Di'chess, 
and thi ir childn n. hanimj presented 
tiurnselri s at the shrine, arc, by a form 
of banishment in dumb show expressed 
towards tin ni by the (\\hi)IN.\L and the 
state of Ancona, banidiid. During all 
which cirtmony, this ditty is sung, to 
VI nj solemn music, by divers church- 
mi n, and then ejeunt 

Arms and honors deck tiiy story,* 

Jo thy fame’s t’t(’rnal glory: 

Adv<-rs(‘ foi'lune e\ir fly thee; 

No «h.'a>tidiis fat(‘ come nigli thee. w 

I alone will sing tliy praisCvS, 

Whom to honor \ irtne raises; 

And thy study, that divine is, ^ 

Bent to martial discipline is. 

Lay aside all those rolu'S lie by thee; 

Crown thy arts with arms, they’ll beau- 
tify thee. 

() worthy of worthiest name, adorned in 
this manner, 

Lead bravely thy forces on, under war’s 
wailik<‘ banner! 

O, may’.vt thou prove fortunate in all martial 
courses ! 

Ciuide thou still by skill in arts and forces: 
\’ic(ory attend thee nigh, whilst fame sings 
loud tlj\' powers; ai 

I'riiimphant coiuiuest crown thy head, and 
ble.'sings pour down showersl 

1 Pil. Here’s a strange turn of state! who 
would have thought 

So great a lady would have matclual her.'ielf 
I'nio so mean a piuson? yet the Cardinal 
liears him.^elf much too cruel. 

^ They are banished. 

1 Dll. But I would ask what power hath 
this state 

* A ((lurto, ir>23,ro;uN' **Tli6 

uiitlnir list! iiitiK tlii.s iliHy tn la* Kis.*' 


Of Ancona, to determine of a free prince? 

2 Dil. They are a free state, sir, and her 
brother showed 

How that the Pope, forehearing of her loose- 
ness, » 

Hath .'^eized into the protection of the 
church 

The dukedom, which she held as dowager. 

1 DU. But by what justice? 

2 Dil. Sure I think by none, 

Only her brother’s instigation. 

1 Dil. What was it with such violence he 
took 

Off from her finger? 

2 Dll. ’Twas her wedding ring, 

Which he vowed shortly he would sacrifice 
To his revenge. 

1 Dil. Alas, Antonio 1 

If that a man be thrust into a well, 

No matter who sets hand to’t, his own 
weight « 

Will bring him sooner to th’ bottom. Come, 
let’s hence 

Fortune makes this conclusion general, 

All things do help th' unliappy man to fall. 

Exeunt 

SCENA V 

lOn the road, near Loretto] 

[Enter] Duchess, Antonio, Children, 
C.MUOL^, and Servants 

Diich. Banished Ancona! 

AnL A'es, you see what power 

Lightens in great men’s breath. 

Duch. Is all our train 

Shrunk to this poor remainder? 

Ant. These poor men, 

Which have got little in your service, vow 
To take* your fortune: but your wiser 
bunting.«?,* 

Now tlioy are fledged, are gone. 

Duch. They have done wisely. 

Tiiis puts me in mind of death: physicians 
thus. 

Willi their hands full of money, used* to 
give o’er 
flieir patients. 

Aid. Bight the fashion of the world:* 

‘ I’lirUiko tif. 

* Birds. 

* -Vri- lur-istomcd. 

* riiis is j>r«'riM-|y tlio fasln’on, etc. 
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From decayed fortunes every flatterer 
shrinks; lo 

Men cease to build where the foundation 
sinks. 

Duck. I had a very strange dream to- 
night.* 

Ant. What was’t? 

Duch. Methought I wore my coronet of 
state, 

And on a sudden all the diamonds 
Were changed to pearls. 

Ant. My interpretation 

Is, you’ll weep shortly; for to me the pearls 
Do signify your tears. 

Duch. The birds that live i* th’ field 

On the wild benefit of nature, live 
Happier than we; for they may choose their 
mates, 

And carol their sweet pleasures to the 
spring. so 

[Enter Bosola with a letter] 

Bos. You are happily o'erta’en. 

Duch. From my brother? 

Bos. Yes, from the lord Ferdinand, your 
brother, 

All love and safety. 

Duch. Thou dost blanch mischief, 

Would'st make it white. See, see, like to 
calm weather 

At sea before a tempest, false hearts speak 
fair 

To those they intend most mischief. ! 

[iReads] a letter 
‘Send Antonio to me; I want his head in a 
business.' 

A politic equivocation I 
He doth not want your counsel, but your 
head ; •» 

That is, he cannot sleep till you be dead. 

And here’s another pitfall that’s strewed o'er 
With roses; mark it, 'tis a cunning one; 

[Reads] 

‘I stand engaged for your husband, for 
several debts at Naples : let not that trouble 
him; I had rather have his heart than hie 
money:' 

And I believe so too. 

Bos. What do you believe? 

Duch. That he so much distrusts my hus- 
band's love, 

' Last night 


He will by no means believe his heart is 
with him, 4o 

Until he see it: the devil is not cunning 
enough 

To circumvent us in riddles. 

Bos. Will you reject that noble and free 
league 

Of amity and love, which I present you? 

Duch. Their league is like that of some 
politic kings, 

Only to make themselves of strength and 
power 

To be our after-ruin: tell them so. 

Bos. And what from you? 

Ant. Thus tell him; I will not come. 

Bos. And what of this?* 

Ant. My brothers have dispersed 

Bloodhounds abroad; which till I hear are 


muzzled, eo 

No truce, though hatched with ne’er such 
politic skill, 

Is safe, that hangs upon our enemies’ will. 

I’ll not come at them. 

Bos. This proclaims your breeding: 

Every small thing draws a base mind to 
fear, 

As the adamant draws iron. Fare you well, 
sir: 

You shall shortly hear from 's. Erii 

B>uch. I suspect some ambush: 

Therefore by all my love I do conjure you 

To take your eldest son, and fly towards 
Milan. 

Let us not venture all this poor remainder. 

In one unlucky bottom. 

Ant. You counsel safely. « 

Best of my life, farewell, since we must 


part.* 

Heaven hath a hand in’t; but no otherwise, 
Than as some curious artist takes in sunder 
A clock, or watch, when it is out of frame,* 
To bring’t in better order. 

Duch. I know not which is best. 

To see you dead, or part with you. Fare- 
W’ell, boy: 

Thou art happy, that thou hast not under- 
standing 

To know thy misery; for all our wit 
And reading brings us to a truer sense to 
O f sorrow. In the eternal church, sir, 

I do hope we shall not part thus. 


‘ the letter. 

* This Dyce’s punctuation. 

• Order. 
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Ant. O, bo of comfort! 

Make patience a noble fortitude, 

AikI tliink not how unkindly wc are used: 
Man. like to cassia, is proved best, being 
bruised. 

Diich. Must I, like to a slave-born Rus- 
sian, 

Account it praise to suffer tyranny? 

And yet, O heaven, thy heavy hand is in’t! 

I have seen my boy oft scourge his top, 

And compared myself to’t : nought made 
me e’er w 

Go right but heaven’s scourge-stick. 

Ant. Do not weep: 

Heaven fashioned us of nothing; and we 
strive 

To bring ourselves to nothing. Farewell, 
Cariola, 

And thy sweet armful. If I do never see 
thee more, 

Re a gootl mother to your little ones. 

And save them from the tiger: fare you 
well. 

Duch. Let me look upon you once more, 
for that speech 

Came from a dying father: your kiss is 
colder r 

Than that I have seen an lioly anchorite 
Gi\ e to a dead man's skull. w 

Ant. My heart is turned to a heavy lump 
of lead, 

With which I sound my danger: fare you 
well. K.r( nnl [.\nt()N'io and his Son] 

Duch. My laurel is all withered. 

Cari. Look, madam, what a troop of 
armed men 
Make toward us. 

Enter Bosola, [vizarded] with a Guard 

Duch. O, they arc very welcome! 

When fortune’s wheel is overcharged with 
princes. 

The weight makes it move swift: I would 
have my ruin 

Be sudden. I am your adventure, am I 
not? 

Bos. You arc : you must see your hiis« 
band no more. 

Duch. What devil art thou, that counter- 
feits heaven’s thunder? i«> 

Bos. Is that terrible? I would have you 
tell me whether 


Is that note worse that frights the silly 
birds 

Out of the com, or that which doth allure 
them 

To the nets? you have hearkened to the last 
too much. 

Duch. 0 iniscryl like to a rusty o’er- 
charged cannon. 

Shall I never fly in pieces? Come, to what 
prison? 

Bos. To none. 

Duch. Whither, then? 

Bos. To your palace. 

Duch. 1 have heard 

That Charon’s boat serves to convey all o’er 
TIjc dismal lake, but brings none back 
again. 

Bos. Your brothers mean you safety and 
pity. 

Duch. Pity! no 

With such a pity men preserve alive 
Pheasants and quails, when they are not 
fat enough 
To bo eaten. 

Bos. These are your children? 

Duch. Yes. 

Bos. Can they prattle? 

Duch. No: 

But I intend, since they were bom accursed, 
Ctirees shall be their first language. 

Bos. Fie, madam, 

Forget this base, low fellow. 

Duch. Were I a man, 

I’d beat that counterfeit face* into thy 
other. 

Bos. One of no birth. 

Duch. Say that he was bom mean, 

Man is most happy when’s own actions 
Be arguments anti examples of his virtue. 
Bos. \ barren, beggarly virtue. 

Duch. I prithee who is greatest? can you 
tell? 

Sad tales befit my woe: I’ll tell you one. 

A salmon, as she swam unto the sea, 

Met with a tlog-fisli, who encounters her 
With this rough language: Why art thou so 
bold 

To mix thyself with our high state of floods, 
Being no eminent courtier, but one 
That for the calmest, and fresh time o* th’ 
year 

Dost live in shallow rivers, ronk’st th>’self 


' MaskoU face. 
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With silly smelts and shrimps? and darest 
thou 

Pass by our dog-ship without reverence? 

O, quoth the salmon, sister, be at peace: 

Thank Jupiter, we both have passed the 
net 1 

Our value never can be truly known, 

Till in the fisher’s basket we be shown: 

I’ th’ market then my price may be the 
higher, 

Even when I am nearest to the cook and 
fire. 

So to great men the moral may be 
stretched ; 

Men oft are valued high, when th’ are most 
wretched. 

But come, whither you please. I am armed 
'gainst misery; 

Bent to all swaj's of the oppressor’s will: 

There’s no deep valley but near some great 
hill. Ex[eunt] 

ACTUS IV, SCENA I 

[An Apartment in the Palace of the 

Diu:hess] 

[Enter Ferdinand and Bosola] 


Ferd. How doth our sister duchess bear 
herself 

In her imprisonment? 

Bos. Nobly. I’ll describe her. 

She’s sad, as one long used to’t, and she 
seems 

Rather to welcome the end of misery. 

Than shun it ; a behavior so noble, 

As gives a majesty to adversity. 

You may discern the shape of loveliness 

More perfect in her tears than in her smiles: 

She will muse for* hours together; and her 
silence, 

Methinks, expressebi more than if she 
spake. “ 

Ferd. Her melancholy seems to be forti- 
fied 

With a strange disdain. 

Bos. ’Tis so; and this restraint, 

Like English mastiffs that grow fierce with 
tying, 

Makes her too passionately apprehend 

Those pleasures [that] ’ she’s kept from. 


» Qq. four. 

* Sampson s emendation, 


Ferd. Curse upon her I 

I will no longer study in the book 

Of another’s heart. Inform her what I 
told you. 

[Enter Duchess and Attendants] 

Bos. All comfort to your grace. 

Duch. I ^vill have none. 

Pray thee, why dost thou wTap thy poisoned 
pills 

In gold and sugar? ^ 

Bos. Your elder brother, the lord 
Ferdinand, 

Is come to visit you, and sends you w*ord. 
Cause once he rashly made a solemn vow 
Never to see you more, he comes i' th’ 
night; 

And prays you gently neither torch nor 
taper 

Shine in your chamber: he will kiss your 
hand, 

And reconcile himself; but, for his vow. 

He dares not see you. * 

Duch. At his pleasure. 

Take hence the lights; he’s come. 

- [Exeunt Attendants vnth lights'] 
[Enter Ferdinand] 

Where are you? 

Duch. Here, sir. 

Ferd. This darkness suits you well. 

DucA, I would ask you pardon. «> 

r era. x ou have it ; 

For I account it the honorabl’st revenge 
Where I may kill, to pardon. Where’ are 
your cubs? 

Duch. Whom? 

Ferd. Call them your children. 

For though our national law distinguish 
bastards 

From true legitimate issue, compassionate 
nature 

Makes them all equal. 

Duch. Do you visit me for this? 

You violate a sacrament o’ th’ church 
Shall make you howl in hell for’t. 

It had been well, 
Could you have lived thus always; for in- 
deed, „ 

You were too much i’ th’ light— but no 
more; 


568 


JOHN WEBSTER 


IV. i. 


I come to seal my peace with you. Here’s 
a hand, 

Gives her a dead man's hand 
To which you have vowed much love; the 
ring upon't 
You gave. 

Duch. I affectionately kiss it. 

Fcrd. Pray do, and bury the print of it in 
your heart. 

I will leave this ring with you, for a love- 
token; 

And tlie hand, as sure as the ring; and do 
not doubt 

But you shall have the heart too: when 
you need a friend. 

Send it to him that owed' it; you shall see 
Whether he can aid you. 

Duch. You are very cold : » 

I fear you arc not well after your travel. 
Hal lights! O, horrible! 

Fcrd. Let her have lights enough. Exit 

Duch. What witchcraft doth he practice, 
that he hath left 
A dead man’s hand here? 

Here is fli.'<covi'r(d, behind a traverse, the 
artificial fif/ures oj Antonio and his 
children, appearing as if they loere dead 

Bos. Look you, here’s the piece, from 
which 'twas ta'en. 

He doth present you this sad spectacle, 
That, now you know directly they are dead, 
Hereafter you may wisely cease to grieve 
For that which cannot be recovered. 

Duch. There is not between heaven and 
earth one wish » 

I stay for after this: it wastes me more 
Than were’t my picture, fashioned out of 
wax. 

Stuck with a magical needle, and then 
buried 

In some foul dunghill;* and yond's an 
excellent property 

For a tyrant, which I would account mercy. 

Bos. What’s that? 

Duch. If they would bind me to that life- 
less trunk. 

And let me freeze to death. 

Bos. Come, you must live. 

Duch. That’s the greatest torture souls 
feel in hell. 

In hell that they must live, and cannot die. 

• Owncil. 

cunimori practice* of witchciaft 


Portia,' ni new kindle thy coals again, v> 
And revive the rare and almost dead 
example 

Of a loving wife. 

Bos. 0 fiel despair? remember 

You are a Christian. 

Duch. The church enjoins fasting: 

I’ll starve myself to death. 

Bos. Leave this vain sorrow. 

Things being at the worst, begin to mend: 

The bee when he hath shot his sting into 
your hand, 

May then play with your eyelid. 

Duch. Good comfortable fellowl 

Persuade a wretch that’s broke upon the 
wheel 

To have all his bones new set; entreat him 
live 

To be executed again. Who must dispatch 
me? •• 

I account this world a tedious theater. 

For I do play a part in’t ’gainst my will. 

Bos. Come, be of comfort; I will save 
your life. 

Duch. Indeed I have not leisure to tend 
so small a business. 

Bos. Now, by my life. I pity you. 

Duch. Thou art a fool then, 

To waste thy pity on a thing so wretched 
As cannot pity itfsclf.] I am full of 
daggers. 

Puff, let me blow these vipers from me. 

[Enter Sei^’ant] 

What are you? 

Serv. One that wishes you long life. 
Duch. I would thou wert hanged for the 
horrible curse ■» 

Thou hast given me. [Exit Sen'ant] I 
shall shortly grow one 
Of the miracles of pity. I’ll go pray; no, 

I’ll go curse. 

Bos. 0,fie! 

Duch. I could curse the stars. 

Bos. 0, fearful! 

Duch. And those three smiling seasons of 
the year 

Into a Russian winter: nay, the world 
To its first chaos. 

Bos. Look you, the stars shine still. 
Duch. 0, but you must remember, my 
curse hath a great way to go: — 

* The wife of Brutus who died swallowing hot ootla 
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Plagues, that make lanes through largest 
families. 

Consume them 1 
Bos. Fie, lady! 

Duck. Let them like t 5 Tants 

Never be remembered, but for the ill they 
have done; xoo 

Let all the zealous prayers of mortified 
Churchmen forget them ! 

Bos. 0, uncharitable I 

Duck. Let heaven, a little while, cease 
crowning martyrs, 

To punish theml 

Go, howl them this, and say, I long to 
bleed: 

It is some mercy when men kill with speed. 

Exit 

{Enier Ferdinand] 


Ferd. Excellent, as I would wish; she’s 
plagued in art: 

These presentations are but framed in wax, 
By the curious master in that quality,* 
Vincentio Lauriola, and she takes them uo 
For true substantial bodies. 

Bos. Why do you do this? 

Ferd. To bring her to despair. 

Bos. ’Faith, end here. 

And go no farther in your cruelty; 

Send her a penitential garment to put on 
Next to her delicate skin, and furnish her 
With beads, and prayer-books. 

Ferd. Damn herl that body of hers, 

While that my blood ran pure in’t, was more 
worth 

Than that which thou wouldst comfort, 
called a soul. 

I will send her masks of common courtesans, 
Have her meat served up by bawds and 
ruffians, 

And, ’cause she’ll needs be mad, I am re- 
solved 

To remove forth the common hospital 
All the mad-folk, and place them near her 
lodging; 

There let them practise together, sing and 


dance, 

And act their gambols to the full o th 


moon : 

If she can sleep the better for it, let her. 

Your work is almost ended. 

Must I see her again? 


* Profession. 


Ferd. Yes. 

Bos. Never. 

Ferd. You must. 

Bos. Never in mine own shape; 

That’s forfeited by my intelligence,* 

And this last cruel lie : when you send me 
next, uo 

The business shall be comfort. 

Ferd. Very likely; 

Thy pity is nothing of kin to thee. Antonio 
Lurks about Milan: thou shait shortly 
thither, 

To feed a fire as great as my revenge; 
Which never will slack till it have spent his* 
fuel : 

Intemperate agues make physicians cruel. 

Exeunt 


SCENA II 
IThe Same'} 

[Enter Duchess and Cariola] 

Duck. What hideous noise was that? 

Cari. ’Tis the wild consort 

Of madmen, lady, which your tyrant brother 
Hath placed about your lodging : this 
tyranny, 

I think, was never practised till this hour. 
Duck. Indeed, I thank him: nothing but 
noise and folly 

Can keep me in my right wits ; whereas 
reason 

And silence make me stark mad. Sit down; 
Discourse to me some dismal tragedy. 

Cari. O, ’twill increase your melancholy. 
Duck. Thou art deceived: 

To hear of greater grief would lessen mine. 
This is a prison. 

Cari. Yes, but you shall live u 

To shake this durance off. 

Duck. Thou art a fool : 

The robin redbreast and the nightingale 
Never live long in cages. 

Cari. Pray, diy your eyes: 

What think you of, madam? 

Duck. Of nothing; 

When I muse thus, I sleep. 

Cari. Like a madman, with your eyea 
open? 

^ Bj my conduct as a spy upon her* 

»Its. 
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Duch. Do>( tlioii Jhink we i:hall know one 
anotlicr 

In fh’ other world? 

Cari. Yes, out of question. 

Ditch. 0, that it were possible we might » 
But hold some two days' conference with 
the dead 1 

From tliem I should learn somewhat, I ara 


sure, 

I never sliall know here. I’ll tell thee a 
miracle; 

lam not mad yet, to my cause of sorrow: 

Th’ heaven o’er my head seems made of 
molten brass, 

The earth of flaming suljdiur, yet I am not 
mad. 


I arn acquainted with sad misery. 

As the tanned galley-slave is with his oar; 
Necessity makes me sutler constantly. 

And custom makes it easy. Who do I look 
like now? so 

Cari. Like to yotir picture in the g.dleiy, 
A deal (>f life in show, but none in practice; 
Or rather like souk? reverend monument 
Whose ruins are even pitied. 

Duch. VciT proper; 

And fortune seems only to have iior eye- 
sight, 

To bf'hold my tragedy. IIow nowl 
What noise is that? 


[Enter Ser\-ant] 

Serv. I an» come to tell you, 

Your brother hath intended you some sport. 

A gieat physician, when iIk' Popi* was sick 

Of a deep melancholy, presented him « 

With .several .sorts* of madmen, which wild 
object 

Being full of change and sport, forced him 
to laugh. 

And so lh’ impostumc* broke: the self- 
same cure 

The duke intends on you. 

Ditch. Bet them come in. 

Scru. There's a mad lawyer; and a secular 
priest ; 

A doctor, that hath forfeited his wits 

By jealou.<y; an astrologian. 

That in lii.s works said, such a day o’ th’ 
month 

Should be tlie day of doom, and failing oft, 

‘(iri.ups, ‘Abscess. 


Ran mad; an English tailor, crazed i’ th’ 
brain w 

With the study of new fashions; a gentle- 
man usher, 

Quito beside himself with care to keep in 
mind 

The number of his lady’s salutations, 

Or ‘how do you,’ she employed him in each 
morning; 

A farmer too. an excellent knave in grain,* 
Mad ’cause he was hindered transporta- 
tion ; * 

And let one broker that’s mad loose to 
these. 

You'd think the devil were among them. 
Duch. Sit, Cariola. Let them loose when 
you please, 

For I am chained to endure all your 
tyranny. 

[Enter Madmen] 

Here by a madman this Song is sung, to a 

dismal kind of jnusic 

0, let us howl some heavy note, 

Some deadly doggeil howl, 

Sounding, as from the threatening throat 
Of beasts and fatal fowl! 

As ravens, screech-owls, bulls, and bears, 
We'll bell, and bawl our parts, 

Till irksome noise have cloyed your ears. 

And corrosived your hearts. 

At last, whenas* our quire wants breath, 
Our bodies being blest, » 

We’ll sing, like swans, to welcome death, 
And die in love and rest. 

1 Mad. Doomsday not come yeti I'll 
draw’ it nearer by a pei'spective.* or make a 
glass that shall set all the world on fire upon 
an instant. I cannot sleep; my pillow is 
atufTed with a litter of porcupines. 

2 Mad. Hell is a mere glass-ho\ise, where 

the devils arc continually blowing up 
womens sovils on hollow irons, and the fire 
never goes out. n 

3 Mad. I will lie with every woman in 
my parish the tenth night ; I will tithe 
them over like haycocks. 

4 Mad. Shall my ’pothecaiy’ outgo me, 
because I am a cuckold? I have found out 

* In fmtun* as it) ooouputioin 
’ Forhitiik'ii t*xiu*rt. 

* Win n. 
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his roguery; he makes alum of his wife’s 
urine, and sells it to Puritans that have 
sore throats with overstraining.* 

1 Mad. I have skill in heraldry. 90 

2 Mad. Hast? 

1 Mad. You do give for your crest a 
woodcock’s* head, with the brains picked 
out on’t; you are a very ancient gentleman. 

3 Mad. Greek is turned Turk: we are 
only to be saved by the Helvetian trans- 
lation.® 

1 Mad. Come on, sir, I will lay the law 
to you. 

2 Mad. O, rather lay a corrosive; the iw 
law will eat to the bone. 

3 Mad. He that drinks but to satisfy 
nature, is damned. 

4 Mad. If I had my glass here, I would 
show a sight should make all the women 
here call me mad doctor. 

1 Mad. What’s he, a rope-maker? 

2 Mad. No, no, no, a snuffling knave, 

that while he shows the tombs, will have 
his hand in a wench’s placket. no 

3 Mad. Woe to the caroche,^ that brought 
home my wife from the mask at three 
o’clock in the morning ! it had a large 
featherbed in it. 

4 Mad. I have pared the devil’s nails 
forty times, roasted them in raven’s eggs, 
and cured agues with them. 

3 Mad. Get me three hundred milch 
bats, to make possets® to procure sleep. 

4 Mad. All the college may throw their i» 
caps at me ; I have made a soapboiler 
costive: it was my masterpiece. 

Here the dance, consisting of eight mad- 
men, vnih music answerable thereunto; 
after which, Bosola, like an old man, 
enters 

Duch. Is he mad to[o]? 

Serv. Pray question him. I’ll leave you. 

[Exeunt all but the 
Duchess and Bosola] 

Bos. I am come to make thy tomb. 

Duch. Ha! my tomb! 

Thou speak’st as if I lay upon my death- 
bed, 

Gasping for breath: dost thou perceive me 
sick? 

' Probably with psalm singing. 

* The woodcock was proverbially stupid. 

* The Geneva Bible. 

* Coach. j 

BA soothing draught. 


Bos. Yes, and the more dangerously, since 
thy sickness is insensible. 

Duch. Thou art not mad, sure: dost know 
me? 

Bos. Yes. 

Duch. Who am I? 

Bos. Thou art a box of worm-seed, at 
best but a salvatory of green mummy.* nw 
What’s this flesh? a little cruded * milk 
fantastical puff-paste. Our bodies are 
weaker than those paper-prisons boys use 
to keep flies in; more contemptible, since 
ours is to preserve earthworms. Didst thou 
ever see a lark in a cage? Such is the soul 
in the body: this world is like her little 
turf of grass, and the heaven o’er our heads, 
like her looking-glass only gives us a 
miserable knowledge of the small com- lio 
pass of our prison. 

Duch. Am not I thy duchess? 

Bos. Thou art some great woman, sure, 
for riot begins to sit on thy forehead (clad 
in grey haire) twenty years sooner than 
on a merry milkmaid’s. Thou sleepest 
worse than if a mouse should be forced to 
take up her lodging in a cat’s car: a little 
infant that breeds its teeth, should it lie 
with thee, would cry out, as if thou wert im 
the more unquiet bedfellow. 

Duch. I am Duchess of Malfi still. 

Bos. That makes thy sleep so broken: 
Glories, like glowworms, afar off shine bright. 
But looked to near, have neither heat nor 
light. 

Duch. Thou art very plain. 

Bos. My trade is to flatter the dead, not 
the living; 

I am a tomb-maker. 

Duch. And thou com’st to make my 
tomb? 

Bos. Yes. ,«o 

Duch. Let me be a little merry: 

Of what stuff wit thou make it? 

Bos. Nay, resolve me first, of what 
fashion? 

Duch. Why, do we grow fantastical on 
our death-bed? 

Do we affect fashion in the grave? 

Bos. Most ambitiously. Princes’ images 
on their tombs 

* Receptacle of that which dead becomes mummy, 
a drug of the time. 

* Curdled. 
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Do not lie, as they were wont, seeming to 
pray 

Up to heaven; but with their hands under 
their cheeks, 

As if they died of the toothache: they are 
not carved 

With their eyes fixed upon the stars; but 
as iTo 

Their minds were wholly bent upon the 
world, 

The selfsame way they seem to turn their 
faces. 

Duch. Let me know fully, therefore, the 
effect 

Of this thy dismal preparation. 

This talk, fit for a charnel. 

Bos. Now I shall: 

[Enter Executioners a coffin, cords, 

and bell 

Here is a present from your princely 
brothers, 

And may it arrive welcome, for it brings 
Last benefit, last sorrow. 

Duch. Let me see it: 

I have so much obedience in my bipod, 

I wish it in their veins to do them good, iw 
Bos. This is your last presence-chamber. 
Cari. 0 my sweet lady I 
Duch. Pence; it affrights not me. 

Bos. I am the common bellman, 

That usually is sent to condemned persons 
The night before they suffer. 

Duch. Even now 

Thou said’st thou wast a tomb-maker. 

Bos. ’Twas to bring you 

By degrees to mortification.* Listen: 

Hark, now everything is still. 

The screech-owl, and the whistler shrill, 
Call upon our dame aloud, im> 

And bid her quickly don her shroud! 

Much you had of land and rent; 

Your length in clay's now* competent: 

A long war disturbed j’our mind; 

Here your perfect peace is signed. 

Of what is’t fools make such vain keeping? 
Sin their conception, their birth, weeping; 
Their life, a general mist of error, 

Their death, a hideous storm of terror. 

Strew your hair w'ith powders sweet, w> 
Don clean linen, bathe your feet, 

* DcaU). 


And (the foul fiend more to check) 

A crucifix let bless your neck: 

Tis now full tide ’tween night and day; 

End your groan, and come away. 

Cari. Hence, villains, tyrants, murderers 1 
alas! 

What will you do with my lady? — Call for 
help. 

Duch. To whom, to our next neighbors? 
they are mad-folks. 

Bos. Remove that noise. 

Duch. Farewell, Cariola. 

In my last will, I have not much to give: uo 
A many hungry guests have fed upon me; 
Thine w’ill be a poor reversion. 

Cart. I will die with her. 

Duch. I pray thee, look thou giv’st my 
little boy 

Some syrup for his cold, and let the girl 
Say her prayers ere she sleep. [Cariola is 
forced off] — Now what you please: 
What death? 

Bos. Strangling; here are your execu- 
tioners. 

Duch. I forgive them: 

The apoplexy, catarrh, or cough o’ th’ lungs, 
Would do as much as they do. m 

Bos. Doth not death fright you? 

Duch. Who would be afraid on’t, 

Knowing to meet such excellent company 
In th’ other world? 

Bos. Yet, methinks, 

The manner of your death should much 
afflict you; 

This cord should terrify you. 

Duch. Not a whit: 

What would it plesure me to have my throat 
cut 

With diamonds? or to be smothered 
With cassia? or to be shot to death with 
pearls? 

I know' death hath ten thousand several 
doors 

For men to take their exits; and 'tis found 
They go on such strange geometrical 
hinges, m 

You may open them both ways: any wf^, 
for heaven sake, 

So I were out of your whispering. Tell my 
brothers, 

That I perceive death, now I am well awake, 
Best giR is they can give, or I can take. 
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I would fain put off my last woman’s fault, 
I’d not be tedious to you. 

Exec. We are ready. 

Duch. Dispose my breath how please you, 
but my body 

Bestow upon my women, will you? 

Exec. Yes. 

Duch. Pull, and pull strongly, for your 
able strength, m 

Must pull down heaven upon me: 

Yet stay, heaven-gates are not so highly 
arched 

As princes’ palaces; they that enter there 
Must go upon their knees. [She kneels} 
Come, violent death, 

Serve for mandragora,' to make me sleep! 
Go, tell my brothers, when I am laid out. 
They then may feed in quiet. 

They strangle her 
Bos. Where’s the waiting-woman? 

Fetch her: some other strangle the children. 

[Enter Cariola] 

Look you, there sleeps your mistress. 

Cari. 0 , you are damned »o 

Perpetually for this! My turn is next; 

Is’t not so ordered? 

Bos. Yes, and I am glad 

You are so well prepared for’t. 

Cart. You are deceived, sir, 

I am not prepared for’t; I will not die: 

I will first come to my answer,* and know 
How I have offended. 

Bos. Come, dispatch her. 

You kept her counsel, now you shall keep 
ours. 

Cari. 1 will not die, I must not; I am 
contracted 

To a young gentleman. 

Exec. Here’s your wedding-ring. 

Can. Let me but speak with the duke; 
I’ll discover »o 

Treason to his person. 

Eos. Delays: — throttle her. 

Exec. She bites and scratches. 

Cari. now, 

I am damned ; I have not been at confession 
This two years. 

Bos. When? 

I am quick with child. 

Bos.‘ 

* A Boporiflc. * Trial. 


Your credit’s saved.— Bear her into the next 
room; 

Let these ^ lie still. 

[They strangle Cariola and 
exeunt with the body} 

[Enter Ferdinand] 

Ferd. Is she dead? 

Bos. She is what 

You’d have her. But here begin your pity: 

Shows the children strangled^ 
Alas! how have these offended? 

Ferd. The death 

Of young wolves is never to be pitied. 

Bos. Fix your eye here. 

Ferd. Constantly. 

Eos. Do you not weep? im 

Other sins only speak; murder shrieks out: 
The element of water moistens the earth, 

But blood flies upwards and bedews the 
Heavens. 

Ferd. Cover her face; mine eyes dazzle: 
she died young. 

Bos. I think not so; her infelicity 
Seemed to have years too many. 

Ferd.^She and I were twins; 

And should I die this instant, I had lived 
Her time to a minute. 

Bos. It seems she was bora first: 

You have bloodily approved the ancient 
truth, 280 

That kindred commonly do worse agree 
Than remote strangers. 

Ferd. Let me see her face again. 

Why didst not thou pity her? what an 
excellent 

Honest man might’st thou have been 
If thou hadst borne her to some sanctuary; 
Or, bold in a good cause, opposed thyself. 
With thy advanced sword above thy head. 
Between her innocence and my revenge! 

I bade thee, when I was distracted of my 
wits. 

Go kill my dearest friend, and thou hast 
done’t. 890 

For let me but examine well the cause: 
What was the meanness of her match to 
me? 

Only I must confess I had a hope. 

Had she continued widow, to have gained 
An infinite mass of treasure by her death; 

* Qq. this. 

* Probably by drawing a curtain. 
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And that was the main cause, her marriage, 
That drew a stream of gall quite through 
my heart. 

For thee, as we observe in tragedies 
That a good actor many times is cursed 
For playing a villain’s part, I hate thee 
for’t, »» 

And for my sake say thou hast done much 
ill, well. 

Bos. Let me quicken your memory, for I 
perceive 

You are fulling into ingratitude; I challenge 
The reward due to my service. 

Fcrd. I’ll tell thee 

What I’ll give thee. 

Bos. Do. 

Fcrd. I’ll give thee a pardon 

For this murder. 

Bos. Hal 

Fcrd. Yes, and ’tis 

The largest bounty I can .study to do thee. 
By what authority didst thou execute 
This bloody sentence? 

Bos. By yours. 

Fcrd. Mine I was I her judge? *10 

Did any ceremonial form of law, 

Doom her to not being? did a a6mplete 
jury 

Deliver her conviction up i’ th’ court? 

Wliere shalt thou find this judgment regis- 
tered, 

Unless in hell? See, like a bloody fool, 

Th’ hast forfeited thy life, and thou shalt 
die for’t. 

Bos. The office of justice is perv'erted 
quite, 

When one thief hangs another. Who shall 
dare 

To reveal this? 

Fcrd. 0, ril tell thee; 

The wolf shall find her grave, and scrape it 

up, sao 

Not to devour the corpse, but to discover 
The horrid murder. 

Bos. Y'ou, not I, shall quake for't. 

Fcrd. Leave me. 

Bos. I will first receive my pension. 
Ferd. You are a villain. 

Bos. When your ingratitude 

Is judge, I am so. 

Fcrd. 0 horror, 

That not the fear of him, which binds the 
devils, 


Can prescribe man obedience 1 
Never look upon me more. 

Sos. Why, fare thee well: 

Y'our brother and yourself are worthy men: 
You have a pair of hearts are hollow graves. 
Rotten, and rotting others; and your ven- 
geance. 

Like two chained bullets, still ' goes arm in 
arm. 

You may be brothers; for treason, like the 
plague. 

Doth take much in a blood.* I stand like 
one 

That long hath ta’en a sweet and golden 
dream : 

I am angry with myself, now that I wake. 
Fcrd. Get thee into some unknown part 
o’ th’ world. 

That I may never see thee. 

Bos. Let me know 

Wherefore I should be thus neglected. Sir, 

I served your tyranny, and rather strove, 

To satisfy youR'clf, than all the world: 

And though I loathed the evil, yet I loved 
You that did counsel it ; and rather sought 
To appear a true sen-ant, than an honest 
man. 

Fcrd. I’ll go hunt the badger by owl-light: 
'Tis n deed of darkness. Exit 

Bos. He’s much distracted. Off, my 
painted honorl 

While with vain hopes our faculties we tire, 
We seem to sweat in ice and freeze in fire. 
What would I do, were this to do again? *» 

I would not change my peace of conscience 
For all the wealth of Europe. She stirs; 
here’s life: — 

Return, fair soul, from darkness, and lead 
mine 

Out of this sensible hell: — she’s warm, she 
breathes: — 

Upon thy pale lips I will melt my heart, 

To store them with fresh color. — Who’s 
there 1 

Some cordial drink! Alas! I dare not call: 
So pity would destroy pity. Her eye opes,* 
Anti heaven in it seems to ope, that late was 
shut. 

To take me up to mercy. 

Duck. Antonio! 

Bos. Yes. madam, he is living; 

The deail bodies you saw, were but feigned 
statues; 

‘ Ever. * Runa in (amilica. • Opens. 
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He’s reconciled to your brothers; the Pope 
hath wrought 
The atonement. 

Duck. Mercy! She dies 

Bos. O, she’s gone again! there the cords 
of life broke, 

O sacred innocence, that sweetly sleeps 
On turtles’ feathers, whilst a guilty con- 
science 

Is a black register, wherein is writ 
All our good deeds and bad, a perspective * 
That shows us hell ! That we cannot be 
suffered r.o 

To do good when we have a mind to it! 
This is manly sorrow; 

These tears, I am very certain, never grew 
In my mother’s milk: my estate is sunk 
Below the degree of fear; where were 
These penitent fountains, while she was 
living? 

0, they were frozen up! Here is a sight 
As direful to my soul, as is the sword 
Unto a wretch hath slain his father. 

Come, I’ll bear thee hence, «8o 

And execute thy last will; that’s deliver 
Thy body to the reverend dispose 
Of some good women: that, the cruel tyrant 
Shall not deny me. Then I’ll post to Milan, 
Where somewhat I will speedily enact 
Worth my dejection. Exit 


ACTUS V, SCENA I 
[Milan, a Public Place] 

[Enter Antonio and Delio] 

Ant. What think you of my hope of rec- 
oncilement 

To the Arragonian brethren? 

Delio I misdoubt it; 

For though they have sent their letters of 
safe conduct 

For your repair to Milan, they appear 

But nets to entrap you. The Marquis of 
Pescara, 

Under whom you hold certain land in cheat,* 

Much ’gainst his noble nature hath been 
moved 

To seize those lands, and some of his de- 
pendents 

* Glass. * 1 j 

» Escheat ; not here accurately used. 


Are at this instant making it their suit 
To be invested in your revenues.’ lo 

I cannot think they mean well to your life, 
That do deprive you of your means of life, 
Your living. 

Ant. You are still an heretic 

To any safety I can shape myself. 

Delio. Here comes the marquis. I will 
make myself 

Petitioner for some part of your land, 

To know whither it is flying. 

Ant. I pray do. 

[Withdraws] 

[Enter Pescara] 

Delio. Sir, I have a suit to you. 

Pes. To me? 

Delio. An easy one. 

There is the citadel of St. Bennet,* 

With some demesnes, of late in the pos- 
session 30 

Of Antonio Bologna, — please you bestow 
them on me, 

Pes. You are my friend; but this is such a 
suit. 

Nor fit for me to give, nor you to take. 
Delio^ No, sir? 

Pes. I will give you ample reason for’t. 
Soon in private: here’s the Cardinal’s mis- 
tress. 

[Enter Julia] 

Julia. My lord, I am grown your poor 
petitioner, 

And should be an ill beggar, had I not 
A great man’s letter here, the Cardinal’s, 

To court you in my favor. 

^65. He entreats for you 

The citadel of St. Bennet, that belonged « 
To the banished Bologna. 

Julia. Yes. 

Pes. I could not have thought of a friend 
I could 

Rather pleasure with it: ’tis yours. 

Julia. Sir, I thank you; 

And he shall know how doubly I am en- 
gaged 

Both in your gift, and speediness of giving, 
Which makes your grant the greater. Exit 
Ant. [aside] How they fortify 

Themselves with my ruin I 
Delio. Sir, I am 

* To receive your income. 

* Benedict, 
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Little bound to you. 

Pes. Why? 

DcUo. Because you denied this suit to me, 
and gave’t 
To such a creature. 

Pcs. Do yo\i know what it was? « 

It was Antonio’s land; not forfeited 
By course of law, but ravished from his 
throat 

By the CardinaTs entreaty. It were not fit 
I should bestow so main a piece of wrong 
Upon my friend; ’tis a gratification 
Only due to a strumpet, for it is injustice. 
Shall I .sprinkle the pure blood of innocents 
To make tho.se followers I call my friends 
Look ruddier upon me? I am glad 
This land, ta’en from the owner by such 
wrong, » 

Refum.s again unto so foul an use 
As .salary for his lust. Learn, good Delio, 
To ask noble things of mo, and you shall 
find 

ril be a noble giver. 

Dclio. You instruct me well. 

Ant. [a.w/el Why, here’s a man now, 
would fright impudence 
From sauciest beggars. 

Pes. Prince Ferdinand's come to Milan, 
Sick, as they give out. of an apoplexy; 

Rut some say, 'tis a frenzy : I am going 
To visit him. Exit 

Ant. ’Tis a noble old fellow. 

Dclio. What course do you mean to take, 
Antonio? » 

Ant. This night I mean to venture all my 
fortune, 

Which is no more than a poor lingering life. 
To the Cardinal’s worst of malice: I have 
got 

Private access to his chamber; and intend 
To visit him about the mid of night. 

As once Ids brother did our noble duchess. 
It may be that tlic sudden apprehension 
Of danger, for I'll go in mine own shape. 
When he .diall see it fraught with love and 
duty, 

May draw the poison out of him, and work 
A friendlv reconcilement: if it fail. -n 
Yet it shall rid me of this infamous calling; 
For better fall once, than be ever falling. 
Dclio. I’ll second you in all danger, and, 
howe’er; 

My life keeps rank with yours. 


Ant. You are still* my loved and best 
friend. Exeunt 

SCENA II 

[A Gallery in the Cardinal's Palace} 
[Enter Pescara and Doctor] 

Pes. Now, doctor, may I visit your 
patient? 

Doc. If’t please your lordship: but he’s 
instantly 

To take the air here in the gallery 
By my direction. 

Pes. Pray thee, what’s his disease? 

Doc. A very pestilent disease, roy lord, 
They call lycanthropia. 

Pes. What's that? 

I need a dictionary to't? 

Doc. I’ll tell you. 

In those that are possessed with’t there 
o’erflows 

Such melancholy humor, they imagine 
Themselves to be transformed into wolves; 
Steal forth to churchyards in the dead of 
night, H 

And dig dead bodies up: as two nights since 
One met the duke ’bout midnight in a lane 
Behind St. Mark’s Church, with the leg of 
a man 

Upon his shoulder, and he howled fearfully; 
Said he was a wolf, only the difference 
Was, a wolf’s skin was hair>' on the outside, 
His on the inside; bade them take their 
swords. 

Rip up his flesh, and try: straight I was sent 
for, 

And having ministered to him, found his 
grace n 

Very well recovered. 

Pcs. I am glad on’t. 

Doc. Yet not without some fear 

Of a relapse. If he grow to his fit again, 
I’ll go a nearer way to work with him 
Than ever Paracelsus dreamed of; if 
They’ll give me leave. I’ll buffet his madness 
out of him. 

Stand aside; he comes. 

[Enter Ferdinand, M.m.atestb, Cardinal, 

and Bosoua] 

Fcrd. Leave me. 

Mol. Why doth your lordship love thia 
solitariness? 

‘ Ever. 
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Ferd. Eagles commonly fly alone : they » 
are crows, daws and starlings that flock to- 
gether. Look, what’s that follows me? 

Mai. Nothing, my lord. 

Ferd. Yes. 

Mai. Tis your shadow. 

Ferd. Stay it; let it not haunt me. 

Mai. Impossible, if you move, and the sun 
shine. 

Ferd. I will throttle it. 

[Throws hirnself on the ground] 
Mai. 0 my lord, you are angry with « 
nothing. 

Ferd. You are a fool: how is’t possible I 
should catch my shadow, unless I fall 
upon’t? When I go to hell, I mean to carry 
a bribe; for, look you, good gifts evermore 
make way for the worst persons. 

Pes. Rise, good my lord. 

Ferd. I am studying the art of patience. 
Pes. 'Tis a noble virtue. 

Ferd. To drive six snails before me » 
from this town to Moscow; neither use goad 
nor whip to them, but let them take their 
own time;— (the patient’s man i’ th’ world 
match me ^r an experiment) — and I’ll 
crawl after like a sheep-biter.' 

Card. Force him up. [They raise him] 
Ferd. Use me well, you were best. 

What I have done, I have done: I’ll confess 
nothing. 

Doc. Now let me come to him. — Are you 
mad, my lord? 

Are you out of your princely wits? 

Ferd. What’s he? 

pgg Your doctor. « 

Ferd. Let me have his beard sawed off, 

and his eyebrows 

Filed more civil. 

Doc. I must do mad tricks with him, 
For that’s the only way on’t.— I have 
brought 

Your grace a salamander’s skin, to keep you 
From sun-burning. 

ferd. I 

Doc. The white of a cockatrix’s’ egg is 
present ' remedy. 

Ferd. Let it be a new-laid one, you were 

best. , . . i-i 

Hide me from him: physicians are like 

kings, 

They brook no contradiction. 


Doc. Now he begins 

To fear me, now let me alone with him. « 
Card. How now? put off your gown! 

Doc. Let me have some forty urinals 
filled with rose-water: he and I’ll go pelt 
one another with them. — Now he begins to 
fear me. — Can you fetch a frisk,' sir? Let 
him go, let him go upon my peril: I find 
by his eye he stands in awe of me; I’ll make 
him as tame as a dormouse. 

Ferd. Can you fetch your frisks, sirl I 
will stamp him into a cullis,’ flay off his so 
skin, to cover one of the anatomies’ this 
rogue hath set i th’ cold yonder in Barber- 
Chiriirgeon’s' hall. Hence, hence I you are 
all of you like beasts for sacrifice: here’s 
nothing left of you, but tongue and belly, 
flattery and lechery. Exit 

Pes. Doctor, he did not fear you 
throughly. 

Doc. True; I was somewhat too forward. 
Bos. Mercy upon me, what a fatal judg- 
ment 

Hath fall’n upon this Ferdinand 1 « 

Pes. Knows your grace 
What accident hath brought unto the prince 
This strange distraction? 

Car^. [aside] I must feign somewhat: — 
Thus they say it grew. 

You have heard it rumored for these many 
years, 

None of our family dies but there is seen 
The shape of an old woman, which is given 
By tradition to us to have been murdered 
By her nephews, for her riches. Such a 
figure 

One night, as the prince sat up late at’s 
book, 100 

Appeared to him: when, crying out for help, 
The gentleman of ’s chamber, found his 
grace 

All on a cold sweat, altered much in face 
And language: since which apparition, 

He hath grown worse and worse, and I much 
fear 

He cannot live. 

Bos. Sir, I would speak with you. 

Pes. We’ll leave your grace, 

Wishing to the sick prince, our noble lord, 
All health of mind and body. 

Card. You are most welcome. 

[Exeunt. Manent Cardinal and Bosons] 


1 A sneaking thief. 

* Same as a basilisk. 


* Immediate. 


* Cut a caper. 

* Broth. 


* Skeletons. 

* Surgeon. 
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Are you come? so — This fellow 
must not know m 

By any means I had intelligence 
In our duchess’ death; for though I coun- 
selled it, 

The full of all th' engagement seemed to 
grow 

From Ferdinand. — Now, sir, how fares our 
sister? 

I do not think but sorrow makes her look 
Like to an oft-dyed garment : she shall now 
Taste comfort from roe. Why do you look 
so wildly? 

0, the fortune of your master here, the 
prince, 

Dejects you; but be you of happy comfort: 
If you’ll do one thing for me. I’ll entreat, i» 
Though he had a cold tombstone o’er his 
bones, 

I’ll make you what you would be. 

Anything, 

Give it me in a breath, and let me fly to’t: 
They that think long, small expetlition win. 
For musing much o’ th’ end, cannot begin. 

f^^n^cr Julia] 

Julia. Sir, will you come in to supper? 
Card. I am busy ; leave me. 

Julia, [nsicfc] What an excellent shape 
hath that fellow 1 Erit 

Card. ’Tis thus. Antonio lurks here in 
Milan: 

Inquire him out, and kill him. While he 
lives, 

Our sister cannot marry, and I have thought 
Of an excellent match for her. Do this, and 
style me 

Thy advancement. 

But by what means shall 

I find him out? 

Card. There is a gentleman called Delio, 
Here in the camp, that hath been long ap- 
proved 

Hi.s loyal friend. Set eye upon that fellow; 
I'ollow him to mass: maybe Antonio, 
Although he do account religion 
But a school-name, for fashion of the world 
May accompany him; or else go inquire out 
Delio 8 confessor, and see if you can bribe no 

Him to reveal it. There are a thousand 
ways 

A man miRht find to trace him; as to know 
What fellows haunt the Jews, for taking up 


Great sums of money, for sure he’s in want; 
Or else to go to th’ picture-makers, and 
learn 

Who bought' her picture’ lately:— some of 
these 

Happily may take. 

Bos. Well, I’ll not feeze i’ th’ business: 
I would see that wretched thing, Antonio, 
Above all sights i’ th’ world. 

Card. Do, and be happy. Exit 

Bos. This fellow doth breed basilisks in’s 
, eyes. 

He’s nothing else but murder; yet he seems 
Not to have notice of the duchess’ death. 
Tis his cunning: I must follow his example; 
There cannot be a surer way to trace* 
Than that of an old fox. 

[Enter Julia uith a pistol] 

Julia. So, sir, you are well met. 

How now? 

Julia. Nay, the doors are fast enough: 

Now, sir, I \vill make you confess your 
treachery. 

Bos. Treachery I 

J^i^- Yes, confess to me 

Which of my women ’twas you hired to put 
Love-powder into my drink? lo 

Bos. Love-powder 1 

Ju/m. Yes. when I was at Maifi, 

Why should I fall in love with such a face 
else? 

I ha\ e already suffered for thee so much 
pain. 

The only remedy to do me good, 

Is to kill my longing. 

Nothing but perfumes, or kissing-comfits.* 
Exeellent lady! 

You have a pretty way on’t to discover 

iour longing. Come, eomo. I’ll disarm you, 

And arm you thus: yet this is wondrous 
strange. 

Julia. Compare thy form and my eyes to- 
gether, 

'ioull find my love no such great miracle. 
Now you’ll say 

I am wanton: this nice modesty in ladies 
Is but a troublesome familiar* 

That haunts them. 


’ Q. hrotKjhi. 

* Tho Duchess's. 

* Follow. 


* Sweets for the breath. 

• Spirit. 
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Bos. Know you me, I am a blunt soldier. 
Julia. The better; 

Sure, there wants fire, where there are no 
lively sparks 
Of roughness. 

Bos. And I want* compliment. 

Julia. Why, ignorance 

In courtship cannot make you do amiss, 

If you have a heart to do well. 

Bos. You are very fair, iso 

Julia. Nay, if you lay beauty to my 
charge, 

I must plead unguilty. 

Bos. Your bright eyes 

Carry a quiver of darts in them, sharper 
Than sunbeams. 

Julia. You will mar me with com- 

mendation, 

Put yourself to the charge of courting me, 
Whereas now I woo you. 

Bos. [asidc'\ I have it; I will work upon 
this creature. — 

Let us grow most amorously familiar: 

If the great Cardinal now should see me 
thus, 

Would he not count me a villain? xw 

Julia. No, he might count me a wanton. 
Not lay a scruple of offence on you; 

For if I see and steal a diamond, 

The fault is not i’ th’ stone, but in me the 
thief 

That purloins it. I am sudden with you: 

We that are great women of pleasure, use to 
cut off 

These uncertain wishes and unquiet long- 
ings. 

And in an instant join the sweet delight 
And the pretty excuse together. Had you 
been i' th’ street, 

Under my chamber window, even there »» 
I should have courted you. 

Bos. 0, you are an excellent lady! 

Julia. Bid me to do somewhat for you 
presently. 

To express I love you. 

Qqs, I will, and if you love me. 

Fail not to effect it. 

The Cardinal is grown wondrous melan- 
choly : 

Demand the cause, let him not put you off 
With feigned excuse; discover the main 
ground on’t. 

X Wanting. 


Julia. Why would you know this? 

Bos. I have depended on him, 

And I hear that he is fall’n in some disgrace 
With the emperor; if he be, like the mice m 
That forsijke falling houses, I would shift 
To other dependence. 

Julia. You shall not need follow the wars; 
I’ll be your maintenance. 

Bos. And I your loyal servant; 

But I cannot leave my calling. 

Julia. Not leave an 

Ungrateful general, for the love of a sweet 
lady! 

You are like some cannot sleep in feather 
beds, 

But must have blocks for their pillows. 

Bos. Will you do this? 

Julia. Cunningly. z® 

Bos. To-morrow, I’ll expect th' intelli- 
gence. 

Julia. To-morrow! get you into my cabi- 
net; 

You shall have it with you. Do not delay 
me, 

No more than I do you: I am like one 
That is condemned ; I have my pardon 
premised, 

But I would see it sealed. Go, get you in: 
You shall see me wind my tongue about his 
heart. 

Like a skein of silk. [Exit Bosola] 

[Enter Cardinal and Servants] 

Card. Where are you? 

Serv. Here. 

Card. Let none upon your lives m 

Have conference with the prince Ferdinand, 
Unless I know it. [Aside] In this distraction, 

[Exeunt Servants] 
He may reveal the murder. — 

Yond’s my lingering consumption: 

I am weary of her, and by any means 
Would be quit of. 

Julia. How now, my lord, what ails you? 
Card. Nothing. 

Julia. • O, you are much altered! 

Come, I must be your secretary,' and re- 
move 

This lead from off your bosom : what’s the 
matter? 

Card. I may not tell you. 

Julia. Are you so far in love with sorrow, 

^ Sharer of your secrets* 
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You cannot part with part of it? or think 
you Ml 

I cannot love your grace when you are sad 
As well as merry? or do you suspect 
I, that have been a secret to your heart 
These many winters, cannot be the same 
Unto your tongue? 

Card. Satisfy thy longing; 

The only way to make thee keep my counsel 
Is not to tell thee. 

Julia. Tell your echo this, 

Or flatterers, that like echoes still report 
What they hear though most imperfect, and 
not me ; mo 

For, if that you be true unto yourself, 

I’ll know. 

Card. Will you rack mo?* 

Julia. No, judgment shall 

Draw it from you: it is an equal fault, 

To tell one's secrets unto all or none. 

Card. The first argues folly. 

Julia. But the last tyranny. 

Card. Very well; why, imagine I have 
committed 

Some secret deed, which I desire the world 
May never hear of. 

Julia. Therefore may not I kf^ow it? 
You have concealed for me as great a sin w 
As adultery. Sir, never was occasion 
For perfect trial of my constancy 
Till now: sir, I beseech you — 

Card. You'll repent it. 

Julia. Never. 

Card. It hurries thee to ruin: I’ll not tell 
thee. 


Be well advised, and think what danger 'tis 
To receive a prince's secrets; they that do, 
Had need have their breasts hooped with 
adamant 

To contain them. I pray thee yet be sat- 
isfied; 

Examine thine own frailty; ’tis more easy m 
To tie knots, than unloose them: ’tis a secret 
That, like a lingering poison, may chance lie 
Spread in thy veins, and kill thee seven 
years hence. 

Julia. Now you dally with me. 

Card. No more, thou shalt know it. 

By my appointment, the great Duchess of 
Malfi, 

And two of her young children, four nights 
since, 

Were strangled. 


* Torture me. 


Julia. 0 heaven I sir, what have 

you done? 

Card. How now! how settles this? think 
you your bosom 

Will be a grave dark and obscure enough 
For such a secret? 

Julia. You have undone yourself, sir. »o 
Card. Why? 

Julia. It lies not in me to conceal it. 
Card. No I 

Come, I will swear you to’t upon this book. 
Julia. Most religiously. 

Card. Kiss it. 

[She kisses the book] 
Now you shall never utter it; thy curiosity 
Hath undone thee: thou’rt poisoned with 
that book; 

Because I knew thou couldst not keep my 
counsel, 

I have bound thee to ’t by death. 


[Enter Bosola] 

Bos. For pity sake, hold! 

Card. Ha, Bosola I 

J alia. I forgive you 

This equal piece of justice you hare done; 
For I betrayed your counsel to that fellow; 
He overhead it; that was the cause I said m 
It lay not in me to conceal it. 

Bos. O foolish woman, 

Couldst not thou have poisoned him? 

d^io- Tia weakness, 

Too much to think what should have been 
done. I go, 

I know not whither. [Dies] 

Card. Wherefore com’st thou hither? 
Bos. That I might find a great man, like 
yourself, 

Not ovit of his wits, as the lord Ferdinand, 
To remember my service. 

Card. I’ll have thee hewed in pieces. 
Bos. Make not yourself such a promise of 
that life, an 

Which is not yours to dispose of. 

(dard. Who placed thee here? 

Bos. Her lust, as she intended. 

Card. Very well: 

Now you know me for your fellow-murderer. 
Bos. And wherefore should you lay fair 
marble colors * 

Upon your rotten purposes to me? 

* Paint woodwork to imitate marble. 
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Unless you imitate some that do plot great 
treasons, 

And when they have done, go hide them- 
selves i’ th’ graves 
Of those were actors in’t? 

Card. No more; 

There is a fortune attends thee. 

Bos. Shall I go sue to fortune any longer? 
’Tis the fool’s pilgrimage. an 

Card. I have honors in store for thee. 
Bos. There are a many ways that conduct 
to seeming 

Honor, and some of them very dirty ones. 

Card. Throw to the devil 
Thy melancholy. The fire burns well; 

What need we keep a stirring oft, and make 
A greater smother? thou wilt kill Antonio? 


Bos. Yes. 

Card. Take up that body. 

Bos. I think I shall 

Shortly grow the common bier for church- 
yards. a» 


Card. I will allow thee some dozen of 
attendants, 

To aid thee in the murder. 

Bos. 0, by no means. Physicians that 
apply horse-leeches to any rank swelling, 
use to cut off their tails, that the blood may 
run through them the faster. Let me have 
no train when I go to shed blood, lest it 
make me have a greater when I ride to the 
gallows. 

Card. Come to me after midnight, to help 
to remove that body »» 

To her own lodging: I’ll give out she died 
o’th’ plague; 

Twill breed the less inquiry after her death. 
Bos. Where’s Castruccio, her husband? 
Card. He’s rod[e] to Naples, to take 
possession 

Of Antonio’s citadel. 

Bos. Believe me, you have done a very 

happy turn. , 

Card. Fail not to come: there is the 

master-key 

Of our lodgings; and by that you may con- 
ceive 

What trust I plant in you. 

Dfls You shall find me ready. 

Exit [Cardinal] 


0 poor Antonio, though nothing be so need- 

r ^ j *" 

To thy estate, as pity, yet I find 


Nothing so dangerous! I must look to my 
footing: 

In such slippery ice-pavements, men had 
need 

To be frost-nailed well, they may break 
their necks else; 

The [precedent’s] ‘ here afore me. How this 
man 

Bears up in blood! seems fearless! why, ’tis 
w’ell : 

Security some men call the suburbs of hell. 

Only a dead wall between. Well, good 
Antonio, 

I’ll seek thee out; and all my care shall be 

To put thee into safety from the reach aso 

Of these most cruel biters, that have got 

Some of thy blood already. It may be. 

I’ll join with thee, in a most just revenge: 

The weakest arm is strong enough, that 
strikes 

With the sword of justice. Still methinks 
the duchess 

Haunts me: there, there! — ’tis nothing but 
my melancholy. 

O Penitence, let me truly taste thy cup. 

That throws men down, only to raise them 
npi Exit 


SCENA III 

[Milan, a Fortification] 

[Enter] Antonio and Delio. Echo from the 

Duchess^ grave 

Delio. Yond*s the Cardinal’s window. 
This fortification 

Grew from the ruins of an ancient abbey ; 
And to yond’s side o’ th’ river lies a wall, 
Piece of a cloister, which in my opinion 
Gives the best echo that you ever heard. 

So hollow and so dismal, and withal 
So plain in the distinction of our words. 
That many have supposed it is a spirit 
That answers. 

Ant. I do love these ancient ruins. 

We never tread upon them, but we set lo 
Our foot upon some reverend history; 

And, questionless, here in this open court, 
Which now lies naked to the injuries 
Of stormy weather, some men lie interred 
Loved the church so well, and gave so 
largely to’t, 

' Qq. prendentV, 
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Thoy thought it should have canopied their 
bones 

Till doomsday; but all things have their 
end : 

Churches and cities, which have diseases 
like to men, 

Must have like death that we have. 

Echo. Like death that wc have. 

Delia. Now the echo hath caught you. » 
Ant. It groaned, incthought, and gave 
A very deadly accent. 

Echo. Deadly accent. 

Delia. I told you ’twas a pretty one: you 
may make it 

A huntsman, or a falconer, a musician, 

Or a thing of sorrow. 

Echo. A thing of sorrow. 

Ant. Ay, sure, that suits it best. 

Echo. That suits it best. 

Anl. ’Tis very like my wife’s voice. 

Echo. Ay, wife's voice. 

Delta. Come, let’s walk further from’t. 
I would not have you go to th’ Cardinal’s 
to-night: 

Do not. 

Echo. Do not. » 

Delio. Wisdom doth not more riTbderato 
wasting sorrow. 

Than time: take time for’t; be mindful of 
thy safety. 

Echo. Be mindful of thy safety. 

Ant. Necessity compels me: 

Make scrutiny throughout the passfagles 
Of your own life, you’ll find it impossible 
To fly your fate. 

Echo. 0 fly your fate! 

Delio. Harkl the dead stones seem to 
have pity on you, 

And give you good counsel. 

Ant. Echo, I will not talk with thee, « 
For thou art a dead thing. 

Echo. Thou art a dead thing. 

Ant. My duchess is asleep now, 

And her little ones, I hope sweetly: 0 
heaven, 

Shall I never see her more? 

Echo. Never see her more. 

Ant. I marked not one repetition of the 
echo 

But that; and on the sud<Ien. a clear light 
Presented me a face folded in sorrow. 

Delio. Your fancy merely. 

Ant. Come, I’ll be out of this ague, 


For to live thus, is not indeed to live; 

It is a mockery and abuse of life: «> 

I will not henceforth save myself by halves; 
Lose all, or nothing. 

Delio. Your own virtue save youl 

I’ll fetch your eldest son, and second you: 
It may be that the sight of his own blood 
Spread in so sweet a figure, may beget 
The more compassion. However, fare you 
well. 

Though in our miseries fortune have a part, 
Yet in our noble sufferings she hath none; 
Contempt of pain, that* we may call our 
own. Farefunt] 

SCENA IV 

[A galleried Apartment in the Cardinal's 

Palace] 

[Enter] Cardinal, Pescaiu, M.\l.\te6TB, 
Roderigo, Grisohn 

Card. You shall not watch to-night by 
the sick prince; 

His grace is very well recovered. 

Mai. Good my lord, suffer* us. 

Card. 0 , by no means: 

The noise and change of object in his eye 
Doth more distract him: I pmy, all to bed; 
Ami though you hear him in his violent fit, 
Do not rise, I entreat you. 

Pcs. So, sir; we shall not. 

Card. Nay, I imu^t have you promise 
Upon your honors, for I was enjoined to't 
By himself; and he seemed to urge it 
sensibly. „ 

Pcs. Let our honors bind this trifle. 

Card. Nor any of your followers. 

Mai. Neither. 

Card. It may be, to make trial of your 
promise. 

When he’s asleep, myself will rise and feign 
Some of his ma<.l tricks, and cr\' out for 
help. 

And feign myself in danger. 

Mai. If your throat were cutting, 

1 d not eomo at you, now I have protested 
against it. 

Card. Why, I thank you. 

Gris. Twas a foul storm to-night.* » 
Rod. The lord Ferdinand’s chamber shook 
like an osier. 

‘ That alone. > I’ennit. » Ust night 
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Mai. ’Twas nothing but pure kindness in 
the devil, 

To rock his o\vn child. 

Exeunt {all but the Cardinal] 

Card. The reason why I would not suffer 
these 

About ray brother, is, because at midnight 
I may with better privacy convey 
Julia's body to her own lodging. 0 my 
conscience f 

I would pray now; but the devil takes away 
my heart 

For having any confidence in prayer. 

About this hour I appointed Bosola » 
To fetch the body : when he hath served my 
turn, 

He dies. Exit 

{Enter Bosola] 

Bos. Hal ’twas the Cardinal’s voice; I 
heard him name 

Bosola and my death: listen, I hear one’s 
footing. 

{Enter Ferdinand] 

Ferd. Strangling is a very quiet death. 

Bos. {aside} Nay then, I see I must 
stand upon my guard. 

Ferd. What say to that? whisper softly; 
do you agree to’t? So, it must be done 
i’ th’ dark; the Cardinal would not for a 
thousand pounds the doctor should see it. « 

Exit 

Bos. My death is plotted ; here’s the con- 
sequence of murder. 

We value not desert nor Christian breath. 
When we know black deeds must be cured 
with death. 

{Enter Antonio and Servant] 

Serv. Here stay, sir, and be confident, I 
pray : 

I’ll fetch you a dark lantern. Exit 

Ant. Could I take him at his prayers, 
There were hope of pardon. 

Bos. Fall right my sword: 

I’ll not give thee so much leisure as to 
pray. [Siahs Antonio] 

Ant. O, I am gone I Thou hast ended 
a long suit " 

In a minute. 

Bos. What art thou? 

A most wretched thing, 


That only have thy benefit in death. 

To appear myself. 

{Re-enter Servant with a light} 

Serv. Where are you, sir? 

Ant. Very near my home. — Bosola I 
Serv. 0 misfortune ! 

Bos. Smother thy pity, thou art dead 
else. — Antonio! 

The man I would have saved ’bove mine 
own life! 

We are merely the stars’ tennis-balls, struck 
and banded ' 

Which way please them. 0 good Antonio, 
I'll whisper one thing in thy dying ear, n 
Shall make thy heart break quickly I thy fair 
duchess 

And two sweet children — 

Ant. Their very names 

Kindle a little life in me. 

^os. Are murdered. 

Ant. Some men have wished to die 
At the hearing of sad tidings; I am glad 
That I shall do’t,* in sadness: ’ I would not 
now 

Wish my wounds balmed nor healed, for 
I Iflave no use 

To put my life to. In all our quest of 
greatness, 

Like wanton boys, whose pastime is their 
care, to 

We follow after bubbles blown in th’ air. 
Pleasure of life, what is’t? only the good 
hours 

Of an ague; merely a preparative to rest, 

To endure vexation. I do not ask 

The process of my death ; only commend me 

To Delio. 

Bos. Break, heart I 

Ant. And let my son fly the courts of 
princes. [Dies] 

Bos. Thou seem'st to have loved Antonio? 
Serv. I brought him hither, eo 

To have reconciled him to the Cardinal. 

Bos. I do not ask thee that: 

Take him up, if thou tender thine own life. 
And bear him where the lady Julia 
Was wont to lodge. — 0 my fate moves 
swift I 

I have this Cardinal in the forge already. 
Now I’ll bring him to th’ hammer. 0 dire- 
ful misprison I * 

* Bandied. • Die. • Verily. * Mistake. 
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I will not imitate things glorious, 

No more than base; I'll be mine own 
example. — 

On, on, and look thou represent, for silence, 
The thing thou bear’st.* Exeunt m 

SCENA V 
[The Samel 

[Enter'\ Cardinal, with a book 

Card. I am puzzled in a question about 
hell: 

He says, in hell there’s one materia! fire, 
And yet it shall not burn all men alike. 
Lay him by.’ How tedious is a guilty con- 
science! 

When I look into the fishponds in my 
garden, 

Methinks I see a thing armed with a rake, 
That seems to strike at me.— 

[Enter Bosola, and Servant bearing 
Antonio’s bodg] 

Now, art thou come? 

Thou look’st ghastly; 

There sits in thy face some great determina- 
tion, 

Mixed with some fear. ,o 

Bos. Thus it lightens into action: 

I am come to kill tliee. 

Card. Ha! help! our guard! 

Bos. Thou art deceived ; 

They arc out of thy howling. 

Card. Hold; and I will faithfully divide 
Revenues with thee. 

Bos. Thy prayers and proffers 
Are both unseasonable. 

Card. Raise the watch! we are betrayed I 
Bos. I have confined your flight: n 

ril suffer your retreat to Julia’s chamber, 
But no further. 

Card. Help! we are betrayed! 

[Enter Malateste, Pescara, Roderioo. and 

Grisolan, above] 

Mai. Listen! 

Card. My dukedom for rescue! 

Rod. Fie upon his counterfeiting! 

Mai. Why, ’tis not the Cardinal. 

Rod. Yes, yes, 'tis he: 

J IJo ns sllt-nt UR tho body you are bearing. 

I iTiiap.s tlif.se words ure u stage direction. 



But ril see him hanged ere I’ll go down to 
him. K 

Card. Here’s a plot upon me; I am 
assaulted I I am lost, 

Unless some rescue! 

Gris. He doth this pretty well; 

But it will not serve to laugh me out of 
mine honor. 

Card. The sword’s at my throat! 

Rod. You would not bawl so loud then. 

Mai. Come, come, let’s go to bed: he 
told us this much aforehand. 

Pcs. He wished you should not come at 
him; but believe’t, 

The accent of the voice sounds not in jest: 

I’ll down to him, howsoever, and with 
engines 

Force ope the doors. [Exit above] 

Rod. Let’s follow him aloof, 

And note how the Cardinal will laugh at 
him. tf, 

[Exeunt above, Malateste, 
Roderigo, and Grisolan] 

Bos. There’s for you first, 

Cause you shall not unbarricade the door 

To let in rescue. He kills the Servant 

Card. What cause hast thou to pursue my 
life? 

Bos. Look there. 

Card. Antonio! 

Bos. Slain by my hand unwittingly: 

Pray, and be sudden: when thou killed’st 
thy sister, 

Thou took’st from Justice her most equal 
balance, 

And left her nought but her sword. 

Gord. 0 mercyl 

Bos. Now it seems thy greatness w’as only 
outward ; 

For thou fall'st faster of thyself than 
calamity m 

Can drive thee: I’ll not waste longer time; 

[Stabs him] 

Card. Thou hast hurt me. 

Bos. Again I 

Card. Shall I die like a leveret,* 

Without any resistance? Help, help, helpl 

I am slain! 


[Enter Ferdinand] 

Fcrd. Th’ alarum! give me a fresh horse; 
Rally the vaunt-guard, or the day is lost I 

‘ Rrtbblt 
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Yield, yield; I give you the honors of arms, 
Shake my sword over you; will you yield? 
Card. Help me, I am your brother! 
fcrd. devil I 

My brother fight upon the adverse party ! 
He wounds the Cardinal, and, in the 
scuffle, gives Bosola his death wound 

There flies your ransom. « 

Card. 0 justice! 

I suffer now for what hath former been : 
Sorrow is held the eldest child of sin. 

Ferd. Now you’re brave fellows. Cesar’s 
fortune was harder than Pompey’s; C®sar 
died in the arms of prosperity, Pompey at 
the feet of disgrace. You both died m the 
field. The pain’s nothing: pain many times 
is taken away with the apprehension of 
greater, as the toothache with the sight « 
of a barber that comes to pull it out: there’s 
philosophy for you. 

Bos. Now my revenge is perfect. Sink, 
thou main cause 

He kills Ferdinand 

Of my undoing. The last part of my life 
Hath done me best service. 

Ferd. Give me some wet hay, I am 

broken-winded. 

I do account this world but a dog-kennel: 

I will vault credit * and affect high pleasures, 

Beyond death. 

He seems to come to himself, 

Now he’s so near the bottom. » 

Ferd. My sister, O my sister 1 there’s the 

cause on’t. 

Whether we fall by ambition, blood, or lust, 
Like diamonds, we are cut with our own 
dust. [Dies] 

Card. Thou hast thy payment too. 

Bos. Yes, I hold my weary soul in my 

teeth; t j i 

’Tis ready to part from me. I do glory 

That thou, which stood’st like a huge 
pyramid 

Begun upon a large and ample base, 

Shalt end in a little point, a kind of 

nothing. 

[Enter below Pescara and the others] 

Fes. How now, my lord I 
MnJ 0 sad disaster! 

How comes this? w 

1 Surpass belief. 


Bos. Revenge for the Duchess of Malfi, 
murdered 

By the Arragonian brethren; for Antonio, 
Slain by this hand; for lustful Julia, 
Poisoned by [t]his man; and lastly for 
myself. 

That was an actor in the main of all 
Much ’gainst mine own good nature,* yet 
i’ th’ end 
Neglected. 

Fes. How now, my lord! 

Card. Look to my brother: 

He gave us these large wounds, as we were 
struggling 

Here i’ th’ rushes.* And now, I pray, let me 
Be laid by and never thought of. [Dies] 

Fes. How fatally, it seems, he did with- 
stand 101 

His own rescue! 

Mai. Thou wretched thing of blood. 
How came Antonio by his death? 

Bos. In a mist: I know not how: 

Such a mistake as I have often seen 
In a play. 0, I am gone! 

We are only like dead walls, or vaulted 
graves. 

That ruined, yields no echo. Fare you well. 
It may be pain, but no harm to me to die, 
In so good a quarrel. 0 this gloomy world! 
In what a shadow, or deep pit of dark- 
ness, in 

Doth womanish and fearful mankind live! 
Let worthy minds ne’er stagger in distrust 
To suffer death or shame for what is just: 
Mine is another voyage. [Dies! 

Fes, The noble Delio, as I came to th’ 
palace, 

Told me of Antonio’s being here, and 
showed me 

A pretty gentleman, his son and heir. 

[Enter Delio, and Antonio’s Son] 

Mai. O sir, you come too latel 

Delio. I heard so, and 

Was armed for’t, ere I came. Let us make 
noble use ia> 

Of this great ruin; and join all our force 
To establish this young hopeful gentleman 
In’s mother’s right. These wretched eminent 
things 

^ Natural diaposition. 

’ With which the fioors were habitually strewn. 


586 


JOHN WEBSTER 


V. V. 


Leave no more fame behind 'em, than 
should one 

Fall in a frost,' and leave his print in snow: 
As soon as the sun shines, it ever melts. 
Both form and matter. I have ever thought 

^Slip on the ice. 


Nature doth nothing so great for great men, 
As when she’s pleased to make them lords 
of truth: 

Integrity of life is fame’s best friend, uo 
Which nobly, beyond death, shall crown the 
end. .Sxeunt 
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The Changeling was not printed until 1653 and a second quarto, that of 1668, appears 
to be no more than an issue of the same sheets with a new title page. This tragedy 
was on the stage at least as early as 1623. The general so\irces for the stoiy of 
Beatrice-Joanna and De Flores is to be found in the fourth history of the first book 
of John Reynold’s Triumph of God's Revenge Against Murder, 1621. and Professor 
Baker has pointed out parallels for certain details in old French story (Journal of 
Comparative Literature, I, p. 878). The underplot of The Changeling has not been 
traced. The collaboration of Middleton and Rowley in this play has resulted in a 
finer work than either apparently could have produced alone. Rowley is supposed 
to have written the whole of the underplot, together with the opening and closing 
scenes of the main plot, the rest being Middleton’s (Wiggin). 

Thomas Middleton was born about 1570 in London and educated chiefly at Gray’s 
Inn. He became a pamphleteer and writer of city pageants as well as a writer of 
plays and held latterly the post of chronologer to the city of London. Middleton is 
found earliest in drama writing for the Admiral’s men and in association with Dekker 
with whom he wrote Westward Ilo and Northward Ho, comedies of London low life, 
as well as the fine serious domestic drama in twq parts. The Honest Whore. His 
collaboration with William Rowley, who, born in 1585, was fifteen years his junior, 
appears to have arisen out of Rowley’s abilities as an actor on the stage in acting 
good humored clownish parts. Rowley wrote little alone, but in connection with 
Middleton and about 1616, after Shakespeare’s death, the two produced several 
pow’erful works. The Spanish Gipsy, A Fair Quarrel, Women Beware Women are the 
best of them after The Changeling. Rowley was alive in 1625 when the accession of 
King Charles brought a new patent to the King’s men, among whom he then figured. 
Middleton died in 1627. 

The complete Works of Middleton were reprinted by A. H. Bullen, 8 vols., 1885-1886. 
No separate edition of the plays in which William Rowley had a hand has been 
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Vermandero, [Governor of the Castle of 
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Tomaso db Piracquo, a noble Lord 
Alonzo de Piracquo, his brother, suitor to 
Beatrice 

Alsemero, a Nobleman, afterwards married 
to Beatrice 
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Alidius, a jealous Doctor 
Lollio, his Man 

Scene: 

* A changeling was the defective being left in place 
tonio, who pretends imbecility, is the changeling. 


Pedro, Friend to Antonio 
Antonio, the Changeling ' 

Franctscus, a counterfeit Madman 
Db Flores, Servant to Vermandero 
Madmen 
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Beatricb-CJoanna], Daughter to Vevmcmr 
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Diaphanta. her Waiting-woman 
Isabella, Wife to Alibius 
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of a child stolen by the fairies. In this play An* 
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Thomas Middleton and William Rowley 


ACTUS PRIMUS, [SCENA I] 

[A Street] 

Enter Alsemero 

Als. ’Twas in the temple where I first be« 
held her, 

And now again the same: what omen yet 
Follows of that? none but imaginary; 

Why should my hopes or fate be timorous? 
The place is holy, so is my intent: 

I love her beauties to the holy purpose; 
And that, methinks, admits comparison 
With man’s first creation, the place blessed,* 
And is his right home back, if he achieve it. 
The church hath first begun our interview, 
And that’s the place must join us into 
one; “ 

So there’s beginning and perfection too. 

Enter Jasperino 

Jas. 0 sir, are you here? come, the wind’s 
fair with you; 

Y’are like to have a swift and pleasant 
passage. 

A/s. Sure, y'are deceived, friend, it is con- 
trary, 

In my best judgment. 

Jas, What, for Malta? 

If you could buy a gale amongst the 
witches,* 

They could not serve you such a lucky 

pennyworth * 

As comes a’ God's name. 

Even now I observed 

The temple’s vane to turn full in my face ; » 

I know ’tis against me. 

Jas, Against you? 

Then you know not where you are. 

Not well, indeed. 

Jas. Are you not well, sir? 

jlls. Yes, Jaspenno, 


' Paradise. . „ ^ » tn 

^ A common belief. See Matbeth, 1. JiJ. 

* Lucky bargain. 


Unless there be some hidden malady 
Within me, that I understand not. 

Jas. And that 

I begin to doubt,* sir: I never knew 
Your inclination to travel at a pause, 

With any cause to hinder it, till now. 
Ashore you were wont to call your servants 
up, 

And help to trap your horses for the speed; * 
At sea I have seen you weigh the anchor 
with ’em, 

Hoist sails for fear to lose the foremost 
breath, 

Be in continual prayers for fair winds; 

And have you changed your orisons? 

Als. No, friend; 

I keep the same church, same devotion. 

Jas. Lover I’m sure y’are none; the stoic 
wa^ 

Found in you long ago; your mother 
Nor best friends, who have set snares of 
beauty, ay,’ 

And choice ones too, could never trap you 
that way: 

What might be the cause? 

Als. Lord, how violent « 

Thou art! I was but meditating of 
Somewhat I heard within the temple. 

Jas. Is this 

Violence? ’tis but idleness compared 
With your haste yesterday. 

Als. I’m all this while 

A-going, man. 

Jas. Backwards, I think, sir. Look, your 
servants. 

Enter Servants 

1 Ser. The seamen call ; shall we board 
your trunks? 

Als. No, not to-day. 

Jas. ’Tis the critical day, it seems, and m 
the sign in Aquarius.^ 

‘ Fear. 

* To hurry them. 

* Ay begins the next line in Q. 

* Hence propitious for sailing. 
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2 Ser. We must not to sea to-day; this 
smoke will brinf? forth fire. 

AL'^. Keep all on shore; I do not know 
the end. 

Which needs I must do, of an affair in hand 
Ere I can go to sea. 

1 S<r. Well, your pleasure. 

2 Scr. Let him e’en take his leisure too; 

we are safer on land. Servants exeunt 


Enter Bk-xtricb, Diai*h.\nt.\, and Servants. 
[Alsemero accoats Be.\trice and then 

kisses her] 


Jas. [aside] How now? the laws of the « 
Medes are changed sure: salute a woman 1 
lie kisses too; wonderful 1 where learnt he 
this? and does it perfectly too; in my con- 
sci(‘nce.‘ he ne’er rehear.^ed it before. Nay, 
go on; this will bo stranger and better news 
at Valencia than if he had ransomed half 
Greece from the Turk.* 


Beat. You are a scholar, sir? 

A weak one, lady. 

Beat. Which of the sciences is this love 
you speak of? 

Als. From your tongue I take ki to be 
music, TO 

Beat, You are skilful in't, can sing at first 
sight. 

Als. And I have showed you all ray skill 
at once; 

I want more words to express me further, 

And ntii.st be forced to repetition; 

I love you dearly. 

Be better advised, sir: 

Our eyes are sentinels unto our judgments, 

And should give certain judgment what 
they see; 

But they arc rash sometimes, and tell us 
womlers 

Of common things, which when our judg- 
ments lind, 

They can tlien check the eyes, and call them 
blind. 

Als. But I am further, lady; yesterday 

Was mine eyes’ employment, and hither 
now 

They brought my judgment, where are 
both agreed; 

Both houses* then consenting, ’tis agreed- 


’ To my kiiowlo'dge. 

* Tlion tlie master of (Jroocc. 
*TIk* l.onl-s uiui C'oiniiioiis. 


Only there wants the confirmation 
By the hand royal ; that’s your part, lady. 

Beat. 0, there’s one above me, sir. 

[Aside] For five days past 
To be recalled! sure mine eyes were mis- 
taken; 

This was the man was meant me: that he 
should come 

So near his time, and miss it! m 

Jas. We might have come by the carriers 
from Valencia, I see, and saved all our sea- 
provision; we are at furthest sure: methinks 
I should do something too; 

I mean to be a venturer* in this voyage: 
Yonder's another vessel. I’ll board her; 

If she be lawful prize, down goes her topsail. 

[Accosts Diaphanta] 

Enter Db Flores 

De F. Lady, your father — 

Beat. Is in health, I hope. 

Dc F. Your eye shall instantly instruct 
you, lady; 

He's coming hithenvard. 

Beat. What needed then 

Your duteous preface? I had rather m 
He had come unexpected; you must stall* 

A good presence with unnecessary blabbing; 
And how welcome for your part you are, 

Tm sure you know. 

De F. [asirfc] Will’t never mend, this 
scorn. 

One side nor otlier? must I be enjoined 
To follow still * whilst she flies from me? 
Well, 

Fates, do j’our worst, I’ll please myself with 
sight 

Of her at all opportunities, 

If but to spite her anger: I know she had i» 
Rather see me deati than living; and yet 
She knows no cause for't but a peevish will. 
Als. You seemed displeased, lady, on the 
sudden. 

Rcaf. Your pardon, sir. ’tis ray infirmity; 
Nor cftn I othor ronsoi render you, 

Than his or hors, of some particular thing 
They m\ist abandon ns a deadly poison, 
VV^hich to a thousand other tastes were 
wholesome ; 

Such to mine eyes is that same fellow there, 
The same that report speaks of the basilisk,* 

; Shnrer > Spoil. * 

A fabulous boast which it was death to behold. 
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Als. This is a frequent frailty in our 
nature ; ^ 

There’s scarce a man amongst a thousand 

found 

But hath his imperfection: one distastes' 
The scent of roses, which to infinites^ 

Most pleasing is and odoriferous; 

One oil, the enemy of poison; 

Another wine, the cheerer of the heart 
And lively refresher of the countenance: 
Indeed this fault, if so it be, is general; 
There’s scarce a thing but is both loved and 
loathed: 

Myself, I must confess, have the same 
frailty. 

Beat. And what may be your poison, sir? 
I’m bold with you. 

Als, What might be your desire, perhaps; 
a cherry. 

Beat. I am no enemy to any creature 
My memory has, but yon gentleman. 

Ah. He does ill to tempt your sight, if 
he knew it. 

Beat. He cannot be ignorant of that, sir, 
I have not spared to tell him so; and I want 
To help myself,' since he’s a gentleman 
In good respect with my father, and follows 
him. 

Als. He’s out of his place then, now. 

[They talk apart] 

Jas. I am a mad wag, wench. 

Dia. So methinks; but for your comfort, 
I can tell you, we have a doctor in the city 

that undertakes the care of such. 

Jas. Tush, I know what physic is best for 

the state of mine own body. 

Dia. ’Tis scarce a well-governed state, I 

believe. . 

Jas. I could show thee such a thing with 

an ingredience* that we two would com- 
pound together, and if it did not tame the 
maddest blood i’ th’ town for two hours 
after, I’ll ne’er profess physic again. 

Dia. A little poppy, sir, were good to 

cause you sleep. 

Jas. Poppy? I’ll give thee a pop i th 
lips for that first, and begin there: poppy 
is one simple indeed, and cuckoo-what-you- 
call’t another: I’ll discover no more now; 
another time I’ll show thee all. [Exit] i« 
Beat. My father, sir. 

•I fail to get myself out of the difficulty. 

* Mixture. 


Enter Verm.\ndero and Servants 

Ver. O Joaxina, I came to meet thee; 
Your devotion’s ended? 

Beat. For this time, sir. — 

[A^de] I shall change my saint,' I fear me; 
I find 

A giddy turning in me.— Sir, this while 
I am beholding to this gentleman, who 
Left his own way to keep me company. 

And in discourse I find him much desirous 
To see your castle; he hath deserved it, sir, 
If ye please to grant it. 

Ver. With all my heart, sir: m 

Yet there’s an article* between; I must 
know 

Your country; we use not to give survey 
Of our chief strengths to strangers; our 
citadels 

Are placed conspicuous to outward view. 

On promonts” tops, but within are secrets. 
A/s. A Valencian, sir. 

Ver. A Valencian? 

That’s native, sir: of what name, I beseech 
you? 

Als. Alsemero, sir. 

Ver. .. Alsemero? not the son 

Of John de Alsemero? 

Als. The same, sir. 

Ver. My best love bids you welcome: 
Beat, [aside] He was wont iw 

To call me so, and then * he speaks a most 
Unfeigned truth. 

Ver. 0 sir, I knew your father; 

We two were in acquaintance long ago, 
Before our chins were worth iulan down,® 
And so continued till the stamp of time 
Had coined us into silver: well, he’s gone; 

A good soldier went with him. 

Als. You went together in that, sir. 

Ver. No, by Saint Jacques, I came behind 
him; 

Yet I have done somewhat too : an unhappy 
day iw 

Swallowed him at last at Gibraltar, 

In fight with those rebellious Hollanders; 
Was it not so? 

Als. Whose death I had revenged. 

Or followed him in fate, had not the late 
league * 

' The object of my devotion^ lover. 

* Proviso. • Promontories. * When he does. 

•The first grrowth of the beard ^ncid, I, 288. 

• The armistice of 1612. 
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Prevented me. 

Vcr. Ay, ay, 'twas time to breathe. — 

0 Joanna, I should ha' told thee news; 

1 saw Piracquo lately. 

Beat. That’s ill news. 

Vcr. He's hot preparing for his' day of 
triumph : 

Thou must be a bride within this seven- 
night. 

ALs. [aside] Hal 

Beat. Nay, good sir, be not so violent; 
with speed sw 

I cannot render satisfaction 
Unto the dear companion of my soul, 
Virginity, whom I thus long have lived with, 
And part with it so rude and suddenly; 

Can such friends divide, never to meet 
again. 

Without a solemn farewell? 

Per. Tush, tush! there’s a toy.’ 

Als. [aside] I must now part, and never 
meet again 

With any joy on earth. — Sir, your pardon; 
My affairs call on me. 

How, sir? by no means: 
Not changed so soon, I hope? you must 
see my castle, tio 

And her best entertainment, e’er we part, 

I shall think myself unkindly used else. 
Come, come, let’s on; I had good hope your 
stay 

Had been a while with us in Alicnnt; 

I might have bid you to my daughter’s wed- 
ding. 

Ais. [aside] He means to feast me, and 
poisons me beforehand. — 

I should be dearly glad to bo there, sir, 

Did my occasions suit as I could wish. 

Beat. I shall be sorry if you be not there 
When it is done, sir; but not so suddenly. «> 
Vcr. 1 tell you, sir, the gentleman’s com- 
plete, 

A courtier and a gallant, enriched 
With many fair and noble ornaments; 

I would not change him for a son-in-law 
For any he in Spain, the proudest he, 

And we have great ones, that you know. 

He's much 

Bound to you, sir. 

He shall be bound to me 
As fast as this tic can hold him; I’ll want 
My will’ else. 


‘Q. tHf. 
‘Fail 


Triflp. 


in my purpose*. 


Beal, [aside] I shall want mine, if you 
do it. 

Ver. But come, by the way I’ll tell you 
more of him. m 

Als. [aside] How shall I dare to venture 
in his castle, 

When he discharges murderers* at the gate? 
But I must on, for back I cannot go. 

Beal, [aside] Not this serpent gone yet? 

[Drops a glove] * 
Ver. Look, girl, thy glove’s fallen. 

Slay, stay; De Flores, help a little. 

[Exeunt Vermandero, Alsemesio, 

and Servants] 

Be F . Here, lady. 

[Ofjers her the glove] 
Beat. Mischief on your officious forward- 
ness; 

Who bade you stoop? they touch my hand 
no more : 

There I for t’ other’s sake I part with this; 

[Takes off and throws 
down the other glove] 
Take ’em, and draw thine own skin off with 
’em!* 

Exit [with Diaphanta 
and Servants] 

De F. Here’s a favor come with a mis- 
chief now I I know sw 

She had rather wear my pelt^ tanned 
in a pair 

Of dancing pumps, than I should thrust my 
fingers 

Into her sockets here. I know she hates me, 
^ et cannot choose but love her: no matter, 
If but to vex her, I will haunt her still; 
Though I get nothing else. I’ll have my will. 

ExU 

[SCENA II] 

[A Room in the House of AUbius] 
Enter Alibius and Lollio 

Alib. Lollio, I must trust thee with a 
secret,* 

But thou must keep it. 

Lol. I was ever close to a secret, sir. 

Alib. The diligence that I have found in 
thee, 

’ Cnmion. 

> For Als**nicro to pick up or possibly only in con- 
fusion at the Rijfbt of De Flores ^ 

* Q. HPi in both cases. 

* Skin. 
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The care and industiy already past, 

Assures me of thy good continuance. 

Lollio, I have a wife. 

LoL Fie, sir, ’tis too late to keep her 
secret; she’s known to be married all the 
town and country over. lo 

Alih. Thou goest too fast, my Lollio; that 
knowledge 

I allow no man can be barred it; 

But there is a knowledge which is nearer, 
Deeper, and sweeter, Lollio. 

Lol. Well, sir, let us handle that between 
you and I. 

Alib. ’Tis that I go about, man: Lollio, 
My wife is young. 

Lol. So much the worse to be kept 
secret, sir. » 

Alib. Why, now thou meet'st the sub- 
stance of the point; 

I am old, Lollio. 

Lol. No, sir, ’tis I am old Lollio. 

Alib. Yet why may not this concord and 
sympathize? 

Old trees and young plants often grow to- 
gether, 

Well enough agreeing. 

Lol. Ay, sir, but the old trees raise them- 
selves higher and broader than the young 
plants. 

Alib. Shrewd application! there’s the fear, 
man; » 

I would wear my ring on my own finger: 
Whilst it is borrowed, it is none of mine, 

But his that useth it. 

Lol. You must keep it on still' then: if 
it but lie by, one or other will be thrusting 
into’t. 

Alib. Thou conceiv’st me, Lollio; here 
thy watchful eye 

Must have employment ; I cannot always be 
At home. 

Lol. I dare swear you cannot. «• 

Alib. I must look out. 

Lol. I know’t, you must look out, ’tis 
every man’s case. 

Alib. Here, I do say, must thx employ- 
ment be; 

To watch her treadings, and in my absence 
Supply my place. 

Lol. I’ll do my best, sir; yet surely I 
cannot see who you should have cause to be 
jealous of. 

Alib. Thy reason for that, Lollio? it is » 

* Always. 


A comfortable question. 

Lol. We have but two sorts of people in 
the house, and both under the w’hip, that’s 
fools' and madmen; the one has not wit 
enough to be knaves, and the other not 
knavery enough to be fools, 

Alib. Ay, those are all my patients, 
Lollio; 

I do profess the cure of either sort, 

My trade, my living ’tis, I thrive by it; 

But here’s the care that mi.xes with my 
thrift; eo 

The daily visitants, that come to see 
My brainsick patients, I would not have 
To see my wife: gallants I do observe 
Of quick enticing eyes, rich in habits. 

Of stature and proportion very comely: 
These are most shrewd temptations, Lollio. 

Lol. They may be easily answered, sir; 
if they come to see the fools and madmen, 
you and I may serve the turn, and let my 
mistress alone, she’s of neither sort, 70 
Alib. ’Tis a good ward;' indeed, come 
they to see 

Our madmen or our fools, let ’em* see no 
more 

Than what they come for; by that conse- 
quent 

They must not see her, I’m sure she’s no 
fool. 

Lol. And I’m sure she’s no madman. 

Alib. Hold that buckler fast; Lollio, my 
trust 

Is on thee, and I account it firm and strong. 
What hour is’t, Lollio? 

Lol. Towards belly-hour, sir. 

Alib. Dinner-time? thou mean’st twelve 
o’clock? 80 

Lol. Yes, sir, for every part has his hour: 
we wake at six and look about us, that’s 
eye-hour; at seven we should pray, that’s 
knee-hour; at eight walk, that’s leg-hour; 
at nine gather flowers and pluck a rose,* 
that’s nose-hour; at ten we drink, that’s 
mouth-hour; at eleven lay about us for 
victuals, that’s hand-hour; at twelve go to 
dinner, that’s belly-hour. 

Alib. Profoundly, Lollio ! it will be long » 
Ere all thy scholars learn this lesson, and 
I did look to have a new one entered; — stay, 

I think my expectation is come home. 

» Idiots. 

* Defence. 
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Enter Pedro, and Antonio as an idiot 

Fed. Save yon. sir; my business speaks 
itself, 

This sight takes off the labor of my tongue. 
Alib. Ay, ay, sir, it is plain enough, you 
mean him for niy patient. 

Fed. And if your pain.s prove but com- 
modious,* to give but some little strength 
to the sick and weak part of nature in him, 
these are [r/iec.s /i^n monr y] but pat- loo 
terns to show you of the whole pieces that 
will follow to you, bo.sido the charge of diet, 
washing, and other nccos.'^aries, fully de- 
frayed. 

Alib. Believe it, sir, there shall no care 
be wanting. 

LoL Sir, an officer in this place may de- 
serve something, the trouble will pass 
through my hands. loo 

Fed. Tis fit something should come to 
your hands then, sir. [Gives him money] 
Lot. Yes, sir, 'tis I must keep him sweet,* 
and read to him: what is his name? 

Fed. His name is Antonio; marry, we use 
but half to him. only Tony. 

Lot. Tony, Tony, 'tis enough, ar\^I a very 
good name for a fool. — What’s your name 
Tony? 

Ant. He, he, he I well, I thank you, 
cousin; he, ho. he! 

LoL Good boy! hold up your head. — He 
can laugh; 

I perceive by that he is no beast.* 

Fed. Well, sir. 

If you can raise him out to any height, 
Any degree of wit, might lie attain. 

As I might say, to creep but on all four 
Towards the chair of wit, or walk on 
crutches, 

'Twould add an lionor to your worthy pains, 
And a great family might pray for you, 

To which he should be heir, had he discre- 
tion 

To claim and guide his own: assure you, sir. 
He is a gentleman. 

LoL Nay, there’s nobody doubted that; 
at first sight I know him for a gentleman, lie 
looks no other yet. 

Fed. Let him have good attendance and 
sweet lodging. 

Lot. As good as my mistress lies in, sir; 
and as you allow us time and means, we 
•Beneficial. » Clean. »A classical belief. 


can raise him to the higher degree of 
discretion. m 

Fed. Nay, there shall no cost want, sir. 

Lot. He will hardly be stretched up to 
the wit of a magnifico. 

Fed. O no. that’s not to be expected; far 
shorter will be enough. 

Lot. I’ll warrant you I’ll make him fit 
to bear office in five weeks; I’ll undertake 
to wind him up to the wit of a con- 
stable.* IM 

Fed. If it be lower than that, it might 
serve turn. 

LoL No, fie; to level him with a head- 
borough,* beadle, or watchman, were but 
little better than he is: constable I'll able 
him;* if he do come to be a justice after- 
wards, let him thank the keeper: or I’ll go 
further with you; say I do bring him up to 
my own pitch, say I make him as wise as 
myself. 

Fed. Why, there I would have it, 

LoL Well, go to; either I’ll be as arrant 
a fool as he, or he shall be as wise as I, 
and then I think ’twill serve his turn. 

Fed. Nay, I do like thy wit passing well. 

LoL Yes. you may; yet if I had not been 
a fool, I had had more wit than I have too; 
remember what state * you find me in. 

Fed. I will, and so leave you: your best 
cares, I beseech you. [Exit Pedro] »» 

Alib. Take home none with you, leave 
'em all with us. 

0, iny cousin’s gonel cousin, cousin, 

LoL Peace, peace. Tony; you must not 
cry, child, you must be whipped if you do; 

your cousin is here still; I am your cousin, 
Tony. 

Ant. He, he! then I’ll not cry, if thou 
be’st my cousin; he, he, ho I i» 

Lot. I were best tr\' his wit a little, that 
I may know what form to place him in. 

Alib. Ay, do, Lollio, do. 

LoL I must ask him easy questions at 
first. — Toijy, how many true* fingers has a 
tailor on his right hand? 

Ant. As many as on his left, cousin. 

LoL Good: and how many on both? 

Ant. TSvo less than a deuce, cousin. 

* Coiisldprod proverbially stupid. 

* Constable of a small town. 

* Ml give him the wit of a constable 

* Position of trust. 

* llom-st. 
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Lol. Very well answered: I come to i» 
you again, cousin Tony; how many fools 
goes to^ a wise man? 

Ant. Forty in a day sometimes, cousin. 

Lol. Forty in a day? how prove you that? 

Ant. All that fall out amongst themselves, 
and go to a lawyer to be made friends. 

Lol. A parlous* fool! he must sit in the 
fourth form at least, I perceive that. — I 
come again, Tony; how many knaves make 
an honest man? soo 

Ant. I know not that, cousin. 

Lol. No, the question is too hard for you: 
I’ll tell you, cousin; there’s three knaves 
may make an honest man, a sergeant, a 
jailor, and a beadle; the sergeant catches 
him, the jailor holds him, and the beadle 
lashes him; and if he be not honest then, 
the hangman must cure him. 

Ant. Ha, ha, ha! that's fine sport, cousin. 

Alib. This w’as too deep a question for aio 
the fool, Lollio. 

Lol. Yes, this might have sensed yourself, 
though I say’t. — Once more and you shall 
go play, Tony. 

Ant. Ay, play at push-pin,* cousin; ha, 
he ! 

Lol. So thou shalt: say how many fools 
are here — 

Ant. Two, cousin; thou and I. 

Lol. Nay, y’are too fonvard there, 2 » 
Tony: mark my question; how many fools 
and knaves are here : a fool before a knave, 
a fool behind a knave, between every two 
fools a knave; how many fools, how many 
knaves? 

Ant. I never learnt so far, cousin. 

Alib. Thou puttest too hard questions to 
him, Lollio. 

Lol. I’ll make him understand it easily. — 
Cousin, stand there. 

Ant. Ay, cousin. 

Lol. Master, stand you next the fool. 

Alib. Well, Lollio. 

Lol. Here’s my place: mark now, Tony, 
there's a fool before a knave. 

Ant. That’s I, cousin. 

Lol. Here’s a fool behind a knave, that’s 
I; and between us two fools there is a 
knave, that’s my master, ’tis but we three, 
that’s all. 

Ant. We three, we three, cousin. 

Madmen nithin 

1 Make. * Dangerous. * A child’s game. 


1 Mad. Within. Put’s head i’ th’ piilor>', 
he breeds too little. 

2 Mad. Within. Fly, fly, and he catches 
the swallow. 

3 Mad. Within. Give her more onion, or 
the devil put the rope about her crag.* 

Lol. You may hear what time of day it 
is, the chimes of Bedlam goes. 

Alib. Peace, peace, or the wire* comes! =» 

3 Mad. Within. Cat whore, cat whore! 
her parmasant,* her parmasant! 

Alib. Peace, I say! — Their hour’s come, 
they must be fed, Lollio. 

Lol. There’s no hope of recovery of that 
Welsh madman; was undone by a mouse 
that spoiled him a parmasant; lost his wits 
for’t. 

Alib. Go to your charge, Lollio; I’ll to 

IDill6» 260 

Lol. Go you to your madman’s ward, let 
me alone with your fools. 

Alib. And remember my last charge 
Lollio. Exit 

Lol. Of which your patients do you think 
I am? — Come, Tony, you must amongst 
your schoolfellows now; there’s pretty 
scholars amongst ’em, I can tell you; there’s 
some opera at stultus, stulta, stultum. 

Ant. I would see the madmen, cousin, no 
if they would not bite me. 

Lol. No, they shall not bite thee, Tony. 

Ant. They bite when they are at dinner, 
do they not, coz? 

Lol. They bite at dinner indeed, Tony. 
Well, I hope to get credit by thee; I like 
thee the best of ail the scholars that ever I 
brought up, and thou shalt prove a wise 
man, or I’ll prove a fool myself. 

Exeunt 


ACTUS SECUNDUS, [SCENA I] 

[An Apartment in the Castlel 

Enter Beatrice and Jasperino severally 

Beat. 0 sir, I'm ready now for that fair 
service 

Which makes the name of friend sit glorious 
on you I 

Good angels and this conduct be your 
guide! [Giving a paper] 

* Neck. * Whip. * Parmesan cheese. 
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Fitness of time and place L tl»cre set down, 
sir. 

/as*. The joy I shall return rewards my 
service. Exit 

Beat. How wise is Alseinero in his friend! 
It is a sign he makes his choice with judg- 
ment ; 

Then I appear in nothing more approved 
Than making choice of him; for ’tis a prin- 
ciple, 

He that can choose lo 

That bosom well who of his thoughts par- 
takes, 

Proves most discreet in every choice he 
makes. 

Methinks I love now with the eyes of judg- 
ment. 

And see the way to merit, clearly see it. 

A true deserver like a diamond sparkles; 

In darkness you may see him, that’s in 
absence, 

Which is the greatest darkness* falls on 
love; 

Yet is he best discerned then 
With intellectual eyesight. What’s Pirac- 
quo, 

My father spends his breath for?^and his 
blessing «■ 

I.s only mine as I regard his name. 

Else it goes from me, and turns head against 
me, 

Transformed into a curse: some speedy way 
Must be remembered,* he’.s .><0 forwani too. 
So urgent that way, scarce allows me breath 
To speak to my new comforts. 

Enter De Flores 

De F. [a,ii(/el Yonder’s she; 

Whatever ail.s mo, now a-late o.speeially, 

I can as well be hanged as refrain seeing 
her; 

Some twenty times a day, nay, not so little, 
Do I force errands, frame ways and ex- 
cuses, *0 

To come into her sight; and I’ve small 
reason for’t, 

And less encouragement, for she baits me 
still 

Every time worse than other; docs profess 
herself 

The cruelest enemy to my face in town; 

At no hand can abide (he sight of me, 

' .Supply that. 3 TIuuiglit of. 



As if danger or ill-luck hung in my looks. 

I must confess my face is bad enough, 

But I know far worse has better fortune, 
And yet endured alone, but doted on; 
And yet such pick-haired* faces, chins like 
witches’, M 

Here and there five hairs whispering in a 
comer. 

As if they grew in fear one of another, 
Wrinkles like troughs, where swine-de- 
formity swills 

The tears of perjury, that lie there like wash 
Fallen from the slimy and dishonest eye, — 
Yet such a one plucks sweets without re- 
straint. 

And has the grace of beauty to his sweet.* 
Though my hard fate has thrust me out to 
servitude, 

I tumbled into th’ world n gentleman. 

She turns her blessed eye upon me now, m 
A nd I’ll endure all storms before I part 
with’t. 

Beat, [aside] Again? 

This ominous ill-faced fellow more disturbs 


me 

Than all my other passions* 

Dc F. [asj'dc] Now ’t begins again; 

I'll stand this storm of hail, though the 
stones pelt me. 

Beat. Tliy business? what’s thy business? 

De F. [aside] Soft and fairl 

I cannot part so soon now. 

Beat. [ovSit/c] The villain’s fixed. — 

Thou .standing toad-pool — 

Dc F. [aside] The shower falls amain now. 

Beat. Who sent thee? what’s thy errand? 
leave my sight! « 

Dc F. My lord, your father, charged me 
to deliver 


A message to you. 

Deal. What, another since? 

Dot, and be hanged then; let me be rid of 
thee. 

Dc F. True sendee merits mercy. 

Ecat. What’s thy message? 

Dc F. Let beauty settle but in patience, 
You shall hear all. 

Eeat. A dallying, trifling torment 1 

Dc F . Signor .Alonzo de Piracquo, lady, 
Sole brotlier to Tomaso de Piracquo — 

Beat. Slave, when wilt make an end? 


' Tliin, boarded. 

^ For hi?; beiovt'tl. 

* Troubles. 
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De F. Too soon I shall. 

Beat. What all this while of him? 

De F. The said Alonzo, 70 

With the foresaid Tomaso— 

Beat. Yet again? 

De F. Is new alighted. 

Beat. Vengeance strike the news! 

Thou thing most loathed, what cause was 
there in this 

To bring thee to my sight? 

De F. My lord, your father. 

Charged me to seek you out. 

Beat. Is there no other 

To send his errand by? 

De F. It seems ’tis my luck 

To be i' th’ way still. 

Beat. Get thee from me I 

De F. So.— 

[oswfc] Why, am not I an ass to devise 
ways 

Thus to be railed at? I must see her still! 
I shall have a mad qualm within this hour 
again, » 

I know’t; and, like a common Garden-bull,^ 
I do but take breath to be lugged^ again. 
What this may bode I know not; I’ll despair 
the less, 

Because there’s daily precedents of bad faces 
Beloved beyond all reason; these foul chops 
May come into favor one day ’mongst his 
fellows: 

Wrangling has proved the mistress of good 
pastime; 

As children cry themselves asleep, I ha’ seen 
Women have chid themselves a-bed to men. 

Exit 

Beat. I never see this fellow but I think « 
Of some harm towards me, danger’s in my 
mind still; 

I scarce leave trembling of an hour after: 
The next good mood I find my father in, 
I’ll get him quite discarded. O, I was 
Lost in this small disturbance, and forgot 
Affliction’s fiercer torrent that now comes 
To bear down all my comforts! 

Enter Vermandero, Alonzo, [and] Tomaso 


Ver. You’re both welcome, 

But an especial one® belongs to you, sir. 

To whose most noble name our love presents 
Th’ addition * of a son, our son Alonzo. «» 

1 Bull at Paris Garden on the Bankside where bulls 

were baited. ^ 

* Bragged. * Welcome. * Title. 


Alon. The treasury' of honor cannot bring 
forth 

A title I should more rejoice in, sir. 

Ver. You have improved it well. — Daugh- 
ter, prepare; 

The day will steal upon thee suddenly. 

Beat, [aside] Howe’er, I will be sure to 
keep the night,* 

If it should come so near me. 

[Be.atricb and Verm.andero talk apart] 

Tom. Alonzo! 

Alon. Brother? 

Tom. In troth I see small welcome in her 
eye. 

Alon. Fie, you are too severe a censurer ® 
Of love in all points, there’s no bringing on 
you ; * 

If lovers should mark everything a fault, no 
Affection would be like an ill-set* book. 
Whose faults^ might prove as big as half the 
volume. 

Beat. That's all I do entreat. 

Ver. It is but reasonable; 

I’ll see what my son says to't. — Son Alonzo, 
Here is a motion made but to reprieve 
A maidenhead three days longer; the re- 
quest 

Is not far out of reason, for indeed 
The former time is pinching. 

Alon. Though my joys 

Be set back so much time as I could wish 
They had been fonvard, yet since she desires 

it, L'D 

The time is set as pleasing as before, 

I find no gladness wanting. 

Ver. May I ever 

Meet it in that point still! you’re nobly wel- 
come, sirs. 

Exeunt Ver. and Beat. 

Tom. So; did you mark the dullness of 
her parting now? 

Alon. What dullness? thou art so excep- 
tions* still! 

Tom. Why, let it go then; I am but a 
fool 

To mark your harms so heedfully. 

Alon. Where’s the oversight? 

Tom. Come, your faith’s cozened* in her, 
strongly cozened: 

Unsettle your affection with all speed uo 

’ Watch. 

s Judge. 

* Getting you to concede anything. 

* III printed. • Captious. 

» Errata. ' Cheated. 
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Wisdom can bring it to; your peace is 
ruined else. 

Tliink what a torment 'tis to marry one 
Whose heart is leaped into another's bosom: 
If ever pleasure she receive from thee, 

It comes not in thy name, or of thy gift; 
She lies but witli another in thine arms, 
Ho the half-father unto all th\' children 

to 

In the conception: if lie get ’em not. 

She helps to get ’em for him ; * and how 
dangerous 

And shameful her restraint may go in time 

to, 140 

It is not to be thought on without sufferings. 

Alon. You speak as if she loved some 
other, then. 

Tom. Do you apprehend so slowly? 

Alon. Nay. and that 

Be your fear only, I am safe enough: 
Preserve your friendship and your counsel, 
brother. 

For times of more distress; I should depart 
An enemy, a dangerous, deadly one, 

To any but thyself, (hat should but think 
She knew the meaning of inconstancy, 
Much less the use and practice; yet we’re 
friends; wo 

Pray, let no more be urged ; I can endure 
Much, till I meet an injury to her. 

Then I am not myself. Farewell, sweet 
brother; 

How much w’o’re bound to heaven to depart 
lovingly I Exit 

Tom. Why. here is love’s tame madness; 
thus a man 

Quickly steals into his vexation. Exit 


fSCENA II] 

[Another Apartment in the Castle] 

Enter Diaphanta and Alsemero 

Dia. The place is my charge; you have 
kept your hour. 

And the reward of a just meeting bless youl 
I hear my lady coming: complete’ gentle- 
man, 

I dare not be too busy with my praises, 
They're dangerous things to deal with. Exit 

This goes well ; 

‘ Q. .iflds »n his jxissions. 

* rerfpct. 


These women are the ladies’ cabinets. 

Things of most precious trust are lock’d into 
’em. 

Enter Beatrice 

Beat. I have within mine eye all my de- 
sires: 

Requests that holy prayers ascend heaven 
for, 

And brings ’em down to furnish our defects,' 
Come not more sweet to our necessities u 
Than thou unto my wishes. 

Ah. Ware so like 

In our expressions, lady, that unless I 
borrow 

The same words, I shall never find their 
equals. 

Beat. How happy were (his meeting, this 
embrace. 

If it were free from envy! this poor kiss 
It has an enemy, a hateful one. 

That wishes poison to’t; how well were I 
now, 

If there were none such name known as 
Piracquol 

Nor no such tie as the command of parental 
I should be but too much blessed. 

Aff. One good sendee « 

Would strike off both your fears, and I’ll go 
near it too. 

Since you are so distressed; remove the 
cause, 

The command ceases; so there's two fears 
blown out 

With one and the same blast. 

Beat. Pray, let me find you,* sir: 

What might that sendee be, so strangely 
happy? 

Ah. The honorablest piece about man, 
valor: 

111 send a challenge to Piracquo instantly. 

Beat. How? call you that extinguishing 
of fear, ,0 

When tis the only way to keep it fiaming? 
Are not you ventured in the action, 

That’s all my joys and comforts? pray, no 
more, sir: 

Say you prevailed, you’re danger’s and not 
mine then; 

The law' would claim you from me, or ob- 
scurity 

Be made the grave to bury you olive. 

* Fulfil oar Rhortcomings. 

* Understand you. 
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I’m glad these thoughts come forth; 0 , keep 
not one 

Of this condition, sir! here was a course 
Found to bring sorrow on her way to death; 
The tears would ne’er ha’ dried, till dust 
had choked ’em. « 

Blood-guiltiness becomes a fouler visage; — 
[a«de] And now I think on one; I was to 
blame, 

I ha’ marred so good a market with my 
scorn; 

'T had been done questionless: the ugliest 
creature 

Creation framed for some use: yet to see 
I could not mark so much where it should 
be! 

Als. Lady — 

Beat. [aside'\ Why, men of art make 
much of poison, 

Keep one to expel another; where was my 
art? ' 

Als. Lady, you hear not me. 

Beat. I do especially, sir: 

The present times are not so sure of our 
side « 

As those hereafter may be; we must use ’em 
then 

As thrifty folks their wealth, sparingly now. 
Till the time opens. 

Ah. You teach wisdom, lady. 

Beat. Within there 1 Diaphantal 

[Re-lenter Diaphanta 

Dia. Do you call, madam? 

Beat. Perfect your service, and conduct 
this gentleman 

The private way you brought him. 

Dia. I shall, madam. 

Als. My love’s as firm as love’s e’er built 
upon. 

ExUunt] Dia. and Als. 

Enter De Flores 

De F. {aside^ I’ve watched this meeting, 
and do wonder much 

What shall become of t’other; I’m sure both 
Cannot be served unless she transgress; 

happily * " 

Then I’ll put in for one; for if a woman 
Fly from one point, from him she makes a 
husband, 

* Cunning. 


She spreads and mounts then like arith- 
metic; 

One. ten. a hundred, a thousand, ten thou- 
sand. 

Proves in time sutler to an army royal. 
Now do I look to be most richly railed at. 
Yet I must see her. 

Beat, [aside} Why, put case I loathed him 
As much as youth and beauty hates a 
sepulcher. 

Must I needs show it? cannot I keep that 
secret, 

And serve my turn upon him? See, he’s 
here. — 70 

De Flores. 

De F. [as?'de] Ha, I shall run mad with joy! 
She called me fairly by my name De Flores, 
And neither rogue nor rascal. 

Beat. What ha’ you done 

To your face a’ late? you’ve met with some 
good physician; 

You’ve pruned* yourself, methinks: you 
were not wont 
To look so amorously.^ 

De F. Not I;^ 

[aside} ’Tis the same physnomy, to a hair 
and pimple, 

Which ^e called scurvy scarce an hour ago: 
How is this? 

Beat. Come hither, nearer, man. 

De F. [aside} I’m up to the chin in 
heaven 1 

Beat. Turn, let me see; » 

Faugh, ’tis but the heat of the liver, I per- 
ceiv’t; 

I thought it had been worse. 

De F. [aside} Her fingers touched me! 
She smells all amber.* 

Beat. I’ll make a water ^ for you shall 
cleanse this 
Within a fortnight. 

De F. With your own hands, lady? 

Beat. Yes, mine own, sir; in a work of 
cure 

I’ll trust no other. 

De F. [aside] ’Tis half an act of pleasure 
To hear her talk thus to me. 

Beat. When w’are used 

To a hard face, it is not so unpleasing; 

It mends still in opinion, hourly mends; » 

I see it by experience. 

De F. [aside} I was blessed 

' Preened, plumed. * Ambergris. 

* Like a lover. * Lotion, 


* Hapl}'. 
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To light upon this minute; I’ll make use 
on’t. 

Beat. Hardness becomes the visage of a 
man well ; 

It argues spr\-ice, resolution, manhood, 

If cause were of employment. 

De F. Twould be soon seen 

If e’er your ladyship had caused to use it; 
I would but wish the honor of a service. 

So happy as that mounts to. 

Beat. We shall try you: 

0 my De Flores! 

De F. [a,«(/c] How’s that? she calls me 
hers! „ 

Already, ‘my De Flores 1’ — You were about 
To sigh out somewhat, madam? 

Beat. jsJo, was I? 

1 forgot,— 0 1— 

De F . There 'tis again, the very fellow 
on’t. 

Bent. You are too quick, sir. 

De F. There’s no excuse for’t now; I 
heard it twice, madam; 

That sigh would fain have utterance: take 
pity on’t. 

And lend it a free word; 'las, how it labors 
For liberty! I hear the murmur yet 
Beat at your bosom. 

Beat. Would creation — 

Dc F. Ay, well said, that is it. 

Beat. Had formed me man! no 

De F. Nay, that’s not it. 

Beat. 0, 'tis the soul of freedom! 

I should not then be forced to marry one 
I hate beyond all depths; I should have 
power 

Then to oppose my loathings, nay, remove 
’em 

For ever from my sight. 

W 7 ^t ^ blessed occasion ! 

Without change to your sex you have your 
wishes ; 

Claim so much man in me. 

In thee. De Flores? 
There is small cause for that, 

But it not from mo, 
It js a service that I kneel for to you. 

[Kneels] 

Beat. You are too violent to mean faith- 

There’s horror in my service, blood, and 
danger; 

Can those be things to sue for? 

^ • If you knew 


How sweet it were to me to be employed 
In any act of yours, you would say then 
I failed, and use not reverence enough 
When I receive the charge on’t. 

Beat, [o-fidr} This is much, methinks; 
Belike his wants are greedy; and to such 
Gold tastes like angel’s food. — Rise. 

De F. I’ll have the work first. 

Beal, [aside] Possible his need wo 

Is strong upon him. — There’s to encourage 
thee; [Gives money] 

As thou art forward, and thy service dan- 
gerous. 

Thy reward shall be precious. 

De F. That I’ve thought on; 

I have assured myself of that beforehand, 
And know it will be precious; the thought 
ravishes! 

Beat. Then take him to thy fury! 

De F. I thirst for him. 

Beat. Alonzo de Piracquo. 

De F. His end’s upon him; 

He shall be seen no more. 

Beat. How lovely now 

Dost thou appear to me! never was man 
Dearlier rewarded. 

Be F. I do think of that. i*o 

Beal. Be wondrous careful in the execu- 
tion. 

De F. Why, are not both our lives upon 
the cast? * 

Beat. Then I throw all my fears upon thy 
service. 

De F. They ne’er shall rise to hurt you. 

^ Beat. When the deed’s done, 

1 11 furnish thee with all things for thy 
flight ; 

Tho\i may’st live bravely in another 
country. 

Dc F. Ay, ay; 

We'll talk of that hereafter. 

Beat, [o^ide] I shall rid myself 

Of two inveterate loathings at one time, 
Pinicquo, and his dog-face. Exit 

Dc F. 0 njy blood 1 i» 

Methinks I feel her in mine arms already; 
Her wanton fingers combing out this beard, 
And, being pleased, praising this bad face. 
Hunger and pleasure,* they’ll commend 
sometimes 

Slovenly dishes, and feed heartily on ’em. 

Nay, which is stranger, refuse daintier for 
’em: 


‘ As a throw of dice. 
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Some women are odd feeders. — I’m too loud. 
Here comes the man goes supperless to bed, 
Yet shall not rise to-morrow to his dinner. 

Enter Alonzo 

Alon. De Flores. 

De F. My kind, honorable lord? i«o 

Alon. I’m glad I ha’ met with thee. 

De F. Sir? 

Alon. Thou can’st show me 

The full strength of the castle? 

De F. That I can, sir. 

Alon. I much desire it. 

De F. And if the ways and straits 

Of some of the passages be not too tedious 
for you, 

I’ll assure you, worth your time and sight, 
my lord. 

Alon. Fuoh, that shall be no hindrance. 
De F. I’m your ser\^ant, then: 

’Tis now near dinner-time; ’gainst your lord- 
ship’s rising' 

I’ll have the keys about me. 

Alon. Thanks, kind De Flores. 

De F. [aside} He’s safely thrust upon me 
beyond hopes. Exeunt 

ACTUS TERTIUS. [SCENA I] 

[A Narrow Passage in the Castle} 
Enter Alonzo and De Flores. In the act- 
lime ' De Flores hides a naked rapier 

[behind a door} 

De F. Yes, here are all the keys; I was 
afraid, my lord. 

I’d wanted ’ for the postern, this is it : 

I’ve all. I've all, my lord: this for the 
sconce.* 

Alon. ’Tis a most spacious and impreg- 
nable fort. 

De F. You will tell me more, my lord: 
this descent 

Is somewhat narrow, we shall never pass 
Well with our weapons, they’ll but trouble 

us. 

Alon. Thou sayest true. 

De F. Pray, let me help your lordship. 
Alon. 'Tis done: thanks, kind De Flores. 
De F. Here are hooks, my lord, « 

»By the time of your rising. 

» During the action. 

* Lacked the key. 

* An outlying fortification. 


To hang such things on purpose. 

[Hanging up his oum sword 
and that oj Alonzo] 
Alon. Lead, I’ll follow thee. 

Ex[euni} at one door and enter at the other 

[SCENA II] 

[A Vault} 

[Enter Alonzo and De Flores] 

De F. All this is nothing; you shall see 
anon 

A place you little dream on. 

Alon. I am glad 

I have this leisure; all your master’s house 
Imagine I ha’ taken a gondola. 

De F. All but myself, sir, — [aside] which 
makes up my safety. — 

My lord, I’ll place you at a casement here 
Will show you the full strength of all the 
castle. 

Look, spend your eye awhile upon that 
object. 

Alon. Here’s rich variety, De Flores. 

De Fy. Yes, sir. 

Alon. Goodly munition. 

De F. Ay, there’s ordnance, sir, lo 

No bastard metal,* will ring you a peal like 
bells 

At great men’s funerals : keep your eye 
straight, my lord; 

Take special notice of that sconce before 
you. 

There you may dwell awhile. 

[Takes the rapier which he 
had hid behind the door} 
Alon. I am upon’t. 

De F. And so am I. [Sfabs him} 

Alon. De Flores! O De Flores! 

Whose malice hast thou put on? 

De F. Do you question 

A work of secrecy? I must silence you. 

him} 

Alon. 0, O, 01 

De F. I must silence you. 

[/Stabs him} 

So here’s an undertaking well accomplished: 
This vault ser\’es to good use now: ha, 
what’s that » 

Threw sparkles in my eye? 0, 'tis a dia- 
mond 

» False, 
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Ho wears upon his fmger; 'twas well found, 
This will approve * the work. What, so fast 
on? 

Not part in death? I'll take a speedy course 
then. 

Finger and all shall off. [Cu^s off the finger] 
So, now I’ll clear 

The passages from all suspect or fear. 

Exit with body 

[SCENA III] 

[An Apartment in the Iloustc of Alibins] 
Enter IsABELM and Loluo 

ha. Why, sirrah, whence have you com- 
mission 

To fetter the doors against me? 

If you keep me in a cage, pray, whistle to 
me, 

Ix't me be doing something. 

Lot. ^ ou shall be doing, if it please you; 
I’ll whi.stle to you, if you’ll pipe after. 
ha. Is it your master’s pleasure, or your 
own. 

To keep me in this pinfold?* ^ 

Lol. ’Tis for my ma.stcr’s pleasure, lest 
being taken in another man’s corn, you lo 
might be pounded’ in another place. 

ha. Tis very well, and he’ll prove very 
wise. 

Lol. Ho .vays you have company enough 
in the house, if you please to bo sociable, 
of all sorts of people. 

Isa. Of all sorts? why, here’s none but 
fools and madmen. 

Lol. Very well: and where will you find 
any other, if you should go abroad? =o 
there’s my master, and I to boot too. 

Isa. Of either sort one, a madman and a 
fool. 

Lol. I would even participate of both 
then if I were as you; I know you’re half 
mad already, be half foolish too. 

ha. \ on ’re a bravo saucy rascal 1 come on, 
sir, 

AfToRl me then the pleasure of your 
bedlam ; 

You were commending once to-day to me 
^ our last-come lunatic; what a proper* 
Body there was without brains to guide it, 

] Witness. » Pom, tv, 1 up. 

bhcop-peii. or pound. * Ilaiidst.me. 


And what a pitiful delight appeared 
In that defect, as if your wisdom had found 
A mirth in madness; pray, sir, let me par- 
take, 

If there be such a pleasure. 

Lol. If I do not show you the hand- 
somest, discreetest madman, one that I may 
call the understanding madman, then say I 
am a fool. 

ha. Well, a match,* I will say so. « 

Lol. When you have a taste of the mad- 
man, you shall, if you please, see Fool’s 
College, o’ th’ [other] side. I seldom lock 
there; ’tis but shooting a bolt or two, and 
you are amongst 'em. 

Exit. Enter presently 
— Come on, sir; let me see how handsomely 
you’ll behave yourself now. 

Enter Franciscus 

Fran. How sweetly she looks! 0, but 
there’s a wrinkle in her brow as deep as 
philosophy. Anacreon, drink to my mis- » 
tress’ health. I’ll pledge it; stay, stay, there's 
a spider in the cup! no. ’tis but a grape- 
stone; swallow it, fear nothing, poet; so, 
so, lift higher. 

ha. Alack, alack, it is too full of pity 
To be laughed at! How fell he mad? canst 
thou tell? 

Lol. For love, mistress: he was a pretty 
poet too, and that set him fonvards first: 
the muses then forsook him; he ran mad 
for a chambermaid, yet she was but a • 
dwarf neither. 

Fran. Hail, bright Titanial 

hy stand'st thou idle on these flowery 
banks? 

Oberon is dancing with his Diyades; 
ril gather daisies, primrose, violets, 

And bind them in a verse of poesy. 

Lol. [holding up a whip] Not too near! 
you sec your danger. 

Fran, 0, hold thy hand, great Diomedel 
Thou feed’st thy horses well, they shall 
obey thee: ,o 

Get up, Bucephalus kneels. [KnecU] 

Lol. ^ ou see how I awe my flock; a shep- 
herd has not his <log at more obedience. 

ha. His conscience is unquiet: sure that 
was 

The cause of this: a proper* gentleman! 

Fran. Come hither, .Esculapius ; hide the 
poison. 

* It is agreed. 


* nandsome. 
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Lol. Well, ’tis hid, [Hides the u-Ztip] 
Fran. Didst thou ne’er hear of one 
Tiresias, 

A famous poet? 

Lol. Yes, that kept tame wild geese. » 
Fran. That's he; I am the man, 

Lol No? 

Fran. Yes; but make no words on’t: I 
was a man 
Seven years ago, 

Lol. A stripling, I think, you might. 

Fran. Now I’m a woman, all feminine, 
Lol. I would I might see that! 

Fran. Juno struck me blind, 

Lol. I’ll ne’er believe that: for a woman, 
they say, has an eye more than a man, «o 
Fran. I say she struck me blind, 

Lol. And Luna made you mad: you have 
two trades to beg with.* 

Fran. Luna is now big-bellied, and there’s 
room 

For both of us to ride with Hecate; 

I’ll drag thee up into her silver sphere, 
And there we’ll kick the dog — and beat the 
bush — 

That barks against the witches of the night; 
The swift lycanthropi * that walks the round, 
We’ll tear their wolvish skins, and save the 
sheep, 

[Attem-pls to seize Lollio] 
Lol. Is’t come to this? nay, then, my poi- 
son comes forth again [showing the whipl : 
mad slave, indeed, abuse your keeper! 

Isa. I prithee, hence with him, now he 
grows dangerous. 

Fran. [sm( 7 s] Sweet love, pity me, 

Give me leave to lie with 
thee. 

Lol. No, I’ll see you wiser first: to your 
own kennel I 

Fran. No noise, she sleeps; draw all the 
curtains round, 

Let no soft sound molest the pretty soul, no 
But love, and love creeps in at a mouse- 
hole, 

Lol. I would you would get into your 
hole! Exit Fr.anciscus, Now, mistress, I 
will bring you another sort; you shall be 
fooled another while. [Exit, and brings in 
Antonio]— Tony, come hither, Tony: look 

who’s yonder, Tony. 

Ant. Cousin, is it not my aunt? 

Lol. Yes, ’tis one of ’em, Tony. 

* Blindness and madness. ‘Werwolves. 


Ant. He, he! how do you, uncle? 120 
Lol. Fear him not, mistress, ’tis a gentle 
nigget.* you may play with him, as safely 
with him as with his bauble. 

Isa. How long hast thou been a fool? 

Ant. Ever since I came hither, cousin. 
Isa. Cousin? I’m none of thy cousins, fool. 
Lol. 0, mistress, fools have always so 
much wit as to claim their kindred. 

Madman, within. Bounce, bounce! he 
falls, he falls I 

Isa. Hark you, your scholars in the upper 
i*oon^ 

Are out of order. 

Lol. Must I come amongst you there? — 
Keep you the fool, mistress; I’ll go up and 
play left-handed Orlando* amongst the 
madmen. Exit 

Isa. Well, sir. 

Ant. ’Tis opportuneful now, sweet lady! 
nay, 

Cast no amazing eye upon this change. 

Isa. Hal 

Ant. This shape of folly shrouds your 
dearest love, ko 

The truest sen^ant to your powerful 
beauties, 

Whose fnagic had this force thus to trans- 
form me. ' 

Isa. You are a fine fool indeed! 

Ant. O, ’tis not strange! 

Love has an intellect that runs through all 
The scrutinous* sciences, and, like a cunning 
poet. 

Catches a quantity of every knowledge, 

Yet brings all home into one mystery, 

Into one secret, that he proceeds in. 

Isa. Y’are a parlous* fool. 

Ant. No danger in me; I bring nought 
but love ISO 

And his soft-wounding shafts to strike you 
with : 

Try but one arrow; if it hurt you, I 
Will stand you twenty back in recompense. 

[Offers to kiss her] 
Isa. A fonvard fool too! 

Ant. This was love’s teaching: 

A thousand ways he fashioned out my way, 
way, 

And this I found the safest and the nearest. 
To tread the galaxia ® to my star. 

‘ Idiot. * Perilous. 

* Strike terror. ® The inilky-way, 

’ Scrutinizing. 
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Isa. Profound withal I certain you 
dreamed of this, 

Love never taught it waking. 

Ant. Take no acquaintance 

Of these outward follies, there’s within i«o 
A gentleman that loves you. 

Isa. When I see him, 

I’ll speak with him; so, in the meantime, 
keep 

Your habit, it becomes you well enough: 
As you are a gentleman, I’ll not discover 
you; 

That’s all the favor that you must expect : 
When you are weary, you may leave the 
school, 

For all this while you have but played the 
fool. 

[Re-^enter Loluo 

Ant. And must again. — He, he I I thank 
you, cousin; 

I’ll be your valentine to-morrow morning. 
Lot. How do you like the fool, mistress? 
Isa. Passing well, sir. m 

Lot. Is he not witty, pretty well, fora fool? 
Isa. If he hold on as he begins, he is like 
To come to something. 

Lot. Ay, thank a good tutor: ^ou may 
put him to't; he begins to answer pretty 
hard questions. — Tony, how many is five 
times six? 

Ant. Five times six is six times five. 

Lot. What arithmetician could have «» 
answered better? How many is one hun- 
dred and seven? 

Ant. One hundred and seven is seven 
hundred and one, cousin. 

Lot. This is no w'it to speak on! — Will 
you be rid of the fool now? 

Isa. By no means; let him stay a little. 
Madman, within. Catch there, catch the 
last couple in hell.* 

Lot. Again! must I come amongst >«> 
you? Would tny master were come home! 
1 am not able to govern both these wards 
together. ^ 

Ant. Why should a minute of lox'c’s hour 
be lost? 

Isa. Fie, out again! I had rather j’ou 
kept 

Your other posture; you become not your 
tongue 

‘ In tile (cnme barley-break the point was to catch 
the lust couple in a place culU^l “hell.** 


When you speak from* your clothes. 

Ant. How can he freeze 

Lives near so sweet a warmth? shall I 
alone 

W'^alk through the orchard of the Hesperides, 
And, cowardly, not dare to pull an apple? a» 

Enter Loluo above 

This with the red cheeks I must venture 
for. 

[Attempts to kiss her] 
Isa. Take heed, there’s giants keep ’em. 
Lot. [a.si'de] How now, fool, are you good 
at that? have you read Lipsius?* he’s past 
Ars Amandi;^ I believe I must put harder 
questions to him, I perceive that. 

Isa. You’re bolt! without fear, too. 

Ant. What should I fear, 

Having all joys about me? Do you but 
smile, 

And love shall play the wanton on your 
lip, 

Meet and retire, retire and meet again; *»o 
Look you but cheerfully, and in your eyes 
I shall behold mine own deformity, 

And dross n^yself up fairer; I know this 
shape 

Becomes me not. but in those bright mirrors 
I shall array me handsomely. 

[Cries of Madmen are heard witk~ 
m,] .some as birds, others as beasts 
Lot. Cuckoo, cuckoo! Exit [aboue] 
Ant. WHiat are these? 

Of fear enough to part us; 
Yet are they but our schools of lunatics, » 
That act their fantasies in any shapes, 
Suiting their present thoughts: if sad, they 
cry; 

If mirth be their conceit, they laugh 
again. 

Sometimes they imitate the beasts and 
birds, m 

Singing or howling, braying, barking; all 
As their wild fancies prompt ’em. 

Enter Loluo 

Anf. These are no fears. 

ha. But here’s a large one, my man, 

’ Out of keeping with. 

^ An obvious pun, 

• Such simple .lutlu.rs ns Ovid (Sampson). 
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Ant. Ha, hel that’s fine sport indeed, 
cousin. 

Lot. 1 would my master were come home ! 
’tis too much for one shepherd to govern 
two of these flocks; nor can I believe that 
one churchman can instnict two benefices at 
once; there will be some incurable mad of 
the one side, and very fools on the other. — 
Come, Tony. 

Ant. Prithee, cousin, let me stay here still. 
Lol. No, you must to your book now; 
you have played sufliciently. 

Isa. Your fool has grown wondrous witty. 
Lol. Well, I’ll say nothing: but I do not 
think but he will put you down one of 
these days. 

Exit Lol. and Ant. 
Isa. Here the restrained current might 
make breach, 

Spite of the watchful bankers:* would a 
woman stray. 

She need not gad abroad to seek her sin, 

It would be brought home one ways or 
other: 

The needle’s point will to the fixM north; 
Such drawing arctics * women’s beauties are. 

enter Lollio 

Lol. How dost thou, sweet rogue? 

Isa. How now? 

Lol. Come, there are degrees; one fool 
may be better than another. ^ 

Isa. What’s the matter? 

Lol. Nay, if thou givest thy mind to 
fool’s flesh, have at thee! 

[Attempts to kiss her] 

Isa. You bold slave, you ! 

Lol. I could follow now as t’other fool 

did: 

‘What should I fear, 

Having all joys about me? Do you but 
smile, 

And love shall play the wanton on your lip. 
Meet and retire, retire and meet again; 
Look you but cheerfully, and in your eyes aw 
I shall behold my own deformity. 

And dress myself up fairer; I know this 

shape 

Becomes me not — ’ ^ . u 

And so as it follows: but is not this the 

more foolish way? Come, sweet rogue; kiss 
me, my little Lacedaemonian; let me feel 

* Dikes. * Poles. 


how thy pulses beat; thou hast a thing 
about thee would do a man pleasure. I’ll 
lay my hand on’t. 

Isa. Sirrah, no more! I see you have 
discovered s7o 

This love’s knight errant, who hath made 
adventure 

For purchase of my love: be silent, mute, 
Mute as a statue, or his injunction 
For me enjoying, shall be to cut thy throat; 
I’ll do it, though for no other purpose; and 
Be sure he’ll not refuse it. 

Lol. My share, that’s all; 

I’ll have my fool’s part wth you. 

Isa. No morel your master. 

Enter Aubius 

AHb. Sweet, how dost thou? 

Isa. Your bounden servant, sir. 

Alib. Fie, fie, sweetheart. 

No more of that. 

Isa. You were best lock me up. sw 

Alib. In my arms and bosom, my sweet 
Isabella, 

I’ll lock thee up most nearly. — Lollio, 

We have employment, we have task in 
hand: 

At noble Vermandero’s, our castle’s captain, 
There is a nuptial to be solemnized — 
Beatrice-Joanna, his fair daughter, bride — 
For which the gentleman hath bespoke our 
pains, 

A mixture of our madmen and our fools. 

To finish, as it were, and make the fag* 

Of all the revels, the third night from the 
first ; 

Only an unexpected passage over,* 

To make a frightful pleasure, that is all. 

But not the all I aim at ; could we so act it, 
To teach it in a wild distracted measure. 
Though out of form and figure, breaking 
time’s head. 

It were no matter, ’twould be healed again 
In one age or other, if not in this: 

This, this, Lollio, there’s a good reward be- 
gun, 

And will beget a bounty, be it known. w 
Lol. This is easy, sir, I’ll warrant you: 
you have about you fools and madmen 
that can dance very well; and ’tis no won- 

* Fag-end. 

* An unexpected ruah of madmen and fools acroM 
the stage. 
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dcr, your best rlancers are not the wisest 
men; the reason is. with often jumping they 
jolt their brains down into their feet, that 
tlu'ir wits lie more in their heels tlian in 
their heads. 

Alib. Honest Lollio, thou giv’st me a good 
reason, 

And a comfort in it. 

I.sn. You’ve a fine trade on’t ; 

Madmen and fools arc a staple commodity. 
Alib. 0 wife, we must cat, wear clothes, 
and li\e: on 

Just at the lawyer's haven we arrive. 

By madmen and by fools we both do thrive. 

Exeunt 

[SCEXA IV 1 


\Ati Afuirtmenl in the Castle] 

Enter VtfiM.VNDEUO, Ai.semeko, Jasperino, 

and BE.\TEtic'B 


Ter. Valencia speaks so nobly of you, sir, 

I wish I had a daughter now for you. 

Als. The fellow of this creature were a 
partner 

For a king’s love. 

Vcr. I had her fellow once, sir, 

But heaven has married her to joys eternal; 

'Tworc sin to wish her in this vale again. 

Come, sir, your friend and you shall sec the 
pleasures 

Which my health chiefly joys in. 

Als. I hear 

The beauty of this seat largely [com- 
mended.] * 

Vcr. It falls much short of that. 

Exeunt. Manet Be.atrice 

Beat. So, here’s one step lo 

Into my father’s favor; time will fix him; 

I’ve got him now the liberty of the house; 

So wisdom, by degrees, works out her 
freedom ; 

And if that eye be darkened that offends 
me,— 

I w’ait but that eclipse, — this gentleman 

Shall soon shine glorious in my father’s 
liking. 

Through the refulgent virtue of my love. 

Enter De Flores 

De F . [fl5w/e] My thoughts are at a ban- 
quet; for tho deed, 

* Q. omits. 


I feel no weight in't; ’tis but light and cheap 
For the sweet recompense that I set down 
for’t. to 

Beat. De Flores? 

Dc F. Lady? 

Beat. Thy looks promise cheerfully. 

De F. All things are answerable, time, 
circumstance. 

Your wishes, and my service. 

Beat. It is done, then? 

De F. Piracquo is no more. 

Beat. My joys start at mine eyes: our 
sweet’st delights 
Arc evermore born weeping. 

De F. I’ve a token for you. 

Beat. For me? 

Dc F. But it wTis sent somewhat unwil- 
lingly; » 

I could not get the ring without the finger. 

[Producing thern] 

Beat. Bless me, what hast thou done? 

Dc F. Why, is that more 

Than killing the whole man? I cut his 
heart-strings; 

A greedy hand thrust in a dish at court, 

In a mistake hath had as much ns this. 

Beat. ’Tis the first token my father made 
me send him. 

Dc F. And I made him send it back again 
For his last token; I was loath to leave it. 
And I’m sure dead men have no use of 
jewels; 

He was ns loath to part with’t, for it stuck 
As if the flesh and it were both one sub- 
stance. 40 

Beat. At the stag’s fall, the keeper has his 
fees; 

’Tis soon applied, all dead men’s fees arc 
yours, sir: 

I pray, bury the finger, but the stone 
\on may make use on shortly; the true 

value. 

0 

Tak't of my truth, is near three hundred 
ducats. 

Dc F. Twill hardly buy a capease' for 

one’s conscience though. 

To keep it from the worm, ns fine as ’tis: 
Well, being my fees. I’ll take it; 

Great men have taught me that, or else my 
merit 

Woidd scorn the way on’t. 

Beat. It might justly, sir; » 

* Band-box. 
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Why, thou mistak'st, De Flores, ’tis not 
given 

In state' of recompense. 

De F. No, I hope so, lady; 

You should soon witness my contempt to’t 
then. 

Beat. Prithee, — thou look’st as if thou 
wert offended. 

De F. That were strange, lady; ’tis not 
possible 

My service should draw such a cause from 
you: 

Offended! could you think so? that were 
much 

For one of my performance, and so warm 

Yet in my service. 

Beat. Twere misery in me to give you 
cause, sir. “ 

De F. I know so much, it were so; misery 

In her most sharp condition. 

Beat. Tis resolv’d* then; 

I.ook you, sir, here’s three thousand golden 
florins; 

I have not meanly thought upon thy merit. 

De F. What! salary? now you move me. 

Beat. How, De Flores? 

De F. Do you place me in the rank of 
verminous fellows, 

To destroy things for wages? offer gold 

For the life-blood of man? is anything 

Valued too precious for my recompense? 

Beat. I understand thee not. 

I could ha’ hired to 

A journeyman in murder at this rate, 

And mine own conscience might have [slept 
at ease,] * 

And have had the work brought home. 

Beat, [aside] I’m in a labyrinth; 

What mil content him? I’d fain be rid of 
him. — 

I’ll double the sum, sir. 

Dq You take a course. 

To double my vexation, that's the good you 


do. 

Beat, [aside] Bless me, I’m now in worse 
plight than I was; 

I know not what will please him.— For my 

fear’s sake, . , ,i j 

I prithee, make away with all speea 

possible ; 

And if thou be’st so modest not to name » 
The sum that will content thee, paper 

blushes not, 

1 » Decided. » Not in Q. 


Send thy demand in miting, it shall follow 
thee ; 

But, prithee, take thy flight. 

Dc F. You must fly too then. 

Beat. I? 

De F. I’ll not stir a foot else. 

Beat. What’s your meaning? 

De F, Why, are not j'ou as guilty? in, I’m 
sure, 

As deep as I; and we should stick together: 
Come, 5 mur fears counsel you but ill; my 
absence 

Would draw suspect* upon you instantly; 
There were no rescue for you. 

Beat, [aside] He speaks home ! 

De F. Nor is it fit we two, engaged so 
jointly, » 

Should part and live asunder. 

Beat. How now, sir? 

This shows not well. 

De F. What makes your lip so strange? 
This must not be betwixt us. 

Beat. The man talks wildly ! 

De F. Come, kiss me with a seal now. 
Beat, [aside] Heaven, I doubt* him! 
De F. I will not stand so long to beg ’em 
shortly. 

Beat. Take heed, De Flores, of forget- 
fulness, 

’Twill soon betray us. 

De F. Take you heed first; 

Faith, y’are grown much forgetful, y’are to 
blame in’t. 

Beat, [aside] He’s bold, and I am blamed 
for’t. 

De F. I have eased you 
Of your trouble, think on’t; I’m in pain, i» 
And must be eased of’ you; ’tis a charity. 
Justice invites your blood to understand me. 
Beat. I dare not. 

De F. Quickly! 

Beat. O, I never shall! 

Speak it yet furthe. off, that I may lose 
What has been spoken, and no sound re- 
main on’t; 

I would not hear so much offence again 

For such another deed. 

De p. Soft, lady, soft! 

The last is not yet paid for: 0, this act 
Has put me into spirit; I was as greedy on’t 
As the parched earth of moisture, when the 
clouds weep: 

' Suspicion* * Distrust. * 
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Did you not mark, I wrought myself into’t, 

Nay, sued and kneeled for’t? why was all 
that pains took? 

You see I’ve thrown contempt upon your 
gold ; 

Not that I want it [not],* for I do piteously; 

In order I’ll come unto't, and make use 
on’t; 

But 'twas not held so precious to begin with. 

For I place wealth after the heels of 
pleasure; 

And were not I resolved in my belief 

That thy virginity were perfect in thee, 

I should but take my recompense with 
grudging. 

As if I had but half my hopes I agreed for. 

Beat. Why, 'tis impossible tliou canst I'C 
so wicked, 

Or shelter such a cunning cruelty, 

To make his death the murderer of ray 
honor 1 


Thy language is so bold and vicious, 

I cannot see which way I can forgive .t 
With any modesty, 

Pishl you forget yourself; 
A woman dipped in blood, and talk of 
modesty ! 

Beat. O misery of sin! would I'd been 
bound 

Perpetually unto my living hate »» 

In that Piracquo, than to hear these words I 
Think but upon the distance that creation 
Set 'twixt thy blood and mine, and keep 
thee there. 

De F . Look but into your conscience, 
read me there; 

'Tis a true book, you’ll find me there your 
equal: 

Pishl fly not to your birth, but settle you 
In what the act has made you; 3’ ’arc no 
more now. 

You imust forget your parentage’ to me; 
Y’are the deed’s creature; by that name 
You lost your first condition, and I chal- 
lenge you, 

As peace and innocency has turned you out. 
And made 3*011 one with me. 

With thee, foul villain! 

De F. Yes, my fair murderess; tlo you 
urge me. 

Though thou writ’st maid, thou whore iu 
thy affection? 


^ Omitted In Q. 


Relutiunship. 


’Twas changed from thy first love, and that’s 
a kind 

Of whoredom in thy heart; and he's changed 
now 

To bring thy second on, thy Alsemero, 

Whom by all sweets that ever darkness 
tasted, 

If I enjo3' thee not, thou ne’er enjoyestl 

I’ll blast the hopes and joys of marriage, i» 

I'll confess all; my life I rate at nothing. 

Beat. De Flores I 

Dc F. I shall rest from all lovers’ 
plagues then; 

I live in pain now; that shooting eye 

Will burn my heart to cinders. 

Beat. 0 sir, hear mel 

De F. She that in life and love refuses 
me, 

In death and shame my partner she shall 
be. 


Beat, [kneeling] Stay, hear me once for 
all ; I make thee master 
Of all the wealth I have in gold and jewels; 
Let me go poor unto my bed with honor, 
And I am rich in all things 1 
Dc F. Let this silence thee: »« 

The wealth of all Valencia shall not buy 
My pleasure from me; 

Can 3’ou weep fate from its determined 
purpose? 

So soon may you weep me. 

Beal. Vengeance begins; 

^Iurder, I see, is followed by more sins: 

Was m3' creation in the womb so cursed, 

It must engender with a viper first? 

Dc F. [rnlinn{f her] Come, rise and 
shroud 3'our bhishcs in m3' bosom; 
Silence is one of pleasure’s best receipts: 
Th3' peace is wrought for ever in this yield- 


Tas! how the turtle pants! thou'lt love anon 
What thou so fcar’st and faint ’st to venture 


on. 


Exeunt 


ACTUS QUARTUS 

Dumb Show 

Enter Gentlemen, Vermandero mccfmff 
t/um with action of u^ndcrmenl at the 
fngnt of PiR.\cQiro. Enter Alsemero unth 
Jaspehino and Gallants; Vermandero 
points to him, the Gentlemen seeming to 
applaud the choice. Alsemero, J,\s- 
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PEJiiNO, and Gentlemen; Be.atrice, the 
bride following in great state, accompanied 
with Diaphanta, Isabelua, atid other 
Gentlewomen; De Flores after all, smiling 
at the accident: Alonzo’s ghost appears 
to De Flores in the midst of his smile, 
startles him, showing him the hand whose 
finger he had cut off. They pass over in 
great solemnity 


[SCENA I] 

[Alsemero's Apartment in the Castle] 

Enter Be.\trice 

Beat. This fellow has undone me end- 
lessly ; 

Never was bride so fearfully distressed* 

The more I think upon th' ensuing night, 
And whom I am to cope with in embraces, 
One [who’s] * ennobled both in blood and 
mind. 

So clear in understanding, — that’s my plague 
now — 

Before whose judgment will my fault ap- 
pear 

Like malefactors’ crimes before tnbunals, 
There is no hiding on’t, the more I dive 
Into my own distress : how a wise man i* 
Stands for" a great calamity! there’s no 
venturing 

Into his bed, what course soe’er I light upon, 
Without my shame, which may grow up to 
danger; 

He cannot but in justice strangle me 
As I lie by him, as a cheater use me; 

’Tis a precious craft to play with a false die 
Before a cunning gamester. Here’s his 
closet; 

The key left in’t, and he abroad i th park! 

Sure 'twas forgot; I’ll be so bold as look in’t. 

[Opens closet] 

Bless me! a right® physician’s closet ’tis, » 
Set round with vials; every one her mark 

tool 

Sure he does practise physic for his own use. 
Which may be safely called your great man s 
wisdom. 

What manuscript lies here? 

iQ. both. 

2 Is open to. 

» Veritable. 


[7?eadi] ‘The Book of Experiment, called 
Secrets in Nature:’^ 

So ’tis, ’tis so: 

[Reads] ‘How to know whether a woman 
be with child or no:’ 

I hope I am not yet; if he should try 
though ! 30 

Let me see [reads] ‘folio forty-five,’ here 
’tis, 

The leaf tucked down upon’t, the place sus- 
picious: 

[reads] 'If you would know whether a 
woman be with child or not, give her two 

spoonfuls of the white water in glass C ’ 

Where’s that glass C? 0 yonder, I see ’t 
now — 

[reads] ‘and if she be with child, she sleeps 
full twelve hours after; if not. not.’ 

None of that water comes into my belly; 

I’ll know you from a hundred; I could 
break you now, « 

Or turn you into milk, and so beguile 
The master of the mystery; but I’ll look to 
you. 

Ha! that which is next is ten times worse: 
[reads] ‘How to know whether a woman 
be a mpid or not:’ 

If that should be applied, what would be- 
come of me? 

Belike he has a strong faith of my purity, 
That never yet made proof ; but this he calls 
[reads] ‘A merry slight," but true experi- 
ment; the author, Antonius Mizaldus. « 
Give the party you suspect the quantity of 
a spoonful of the water in the glass M, 
which, upon her that is a maid, makes three 
several effects; ’twill make her incon- 
tinently * gape, then fall into a sudden 
sneezing, last into a violent laughing; else, 
dull, heavy, and lumpish.’ 

Where had I been? 

I fear it, yet ’tis seven hours to bedtime. 

Enter Diaphanta 

Dia. Cuds,^ madam, are you here? 

Beat, [aside] Seeing that wench now, *> 
A trick comes in my mind ; ’tis a nice piece * 

> The de Arcanis Nature of Mizaldus contains no 
such experiments, but similar ones are found else- 
where in his works (Sampson). 

» Trick. 

• Immediately. 

• Gods. 

• She’s a scrupulous young woman whom gold cao 
not buy. 
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Gold cannot purcliasc. — I come hither, 
wend), 

To look n)y lord. 

Din. [a.sfWe] Wouhl I had such a cause 
To look hi [11 too! — Why, he's i’ th’ park, 
madam. 

Bent. There let him be. 

Dia. Ay, madutn, lot him compass 

Whole parks and forests, as great rangers 
do, 

At roosting-time a little lodge can hold ’em: 
Earth-conquering Alexander, that thought 
the world 

Too narrow for him, in the end had but his 
pit-hole. 

Beal. I fear thou art not modest, 
Diaplianta. lo 

Dm. Your thoughts are so unwilling to be 
known, madam! 

Tis ever the bride’s fashion, towards bed- 
time, 

To set light by her joys, as if she owed * 
'cm not. 

Beat. Her joys? her fears tliou wouldst 
say. 

Dm. Fear of what ? 

Beat. Art thou a maid, and talkl^t so to 
a maid? 

You leave a blushing business behind; 
Beshrow your heart for’tl 
Dia. Do you mean good sooth, madam? 
Beat. Well, if I’d thought upon the fear 
at first, 

Man should have been unknown. 

Is't possible? 

Beat. I will give a thousand ducats to 
that woman *1 

Would try what my fear were, and tell me 
true 

To-morrow, when she gets from’t; as she 
likes, 

I might perhaps bo drawn to’t. 

Arc you in earnest? 
Beat. Do you get the woman, then chal- 
lenge me. 

And see if I’ll fly from’l ; but I must tell 
you 

Tliis by the way, she must ho a true maid, 
Else (here’s no trial, my fears arc not hcr’s 
else. 

Dia. Nay, she tliat I would put into your 
hands, madam, 

Shall be a maid. 

* Owned. 


Beat. You know I should be shamed 
else, 

Because she lies for me. 

Dia. 'Tis a strange humorl * oo 

But are you serious still? would you resign 
Your first night’s pleasure, and give money 
too? 

Beat. As willingly as live— [aside] alas, 
the gold 

Is but a by-bet^ to wedge in the honor! 

Dia. I do not know how the world goes 
abroad 

For faith or honesty; there’s both required 
in this. 

Madam, what say you to me, and stray no 
furt her? 

I’ve a good mind, in troth, to earn your 
money. 

Beat. Y'aro too quick, I fear, to be a 
maid. 

Dia. How? not a maid? nay, then you 
urge me. madam ; icn 

Your honorable self is not a truer, 

With all your fears upon you — 

Beat, [ff.'.'/de] Bad enough then. 

Dia. Than I with all my lightsome joys 
about me. 

Beat. I m glad to hear't: then you dare 
put your honesty * 

Upon an easy trial. 

_ Easy? anything. 

Beat. I'll come to you straight. 

[Goes to the c/osef] 

Dia. She will not search me, will site, 
Like the forewoman of a female jury? 

Beat. Glass M: ay. this is it. [Brings 
vial] — Look, Diaphanta, 

You take no worse than I do. [Drinks] 

And in so doing, 
I wdl not question what it is, but take it. 

[Drinks] 

Deal, [aside] Now if th’ experiment be 
tnie, 'twill praise itself, m 

And give me noble ease: begins already 

[Di.\i>h.\nta gapes] 
1 lioro s the fii'st symptom; and what haste 
it makes 

To fall info the second, there by this timel 

[Diaphant.a s^neczes] 
Most admirable secret! on the contrary, 

It stirs not me a whit, which most concerns 
it. 

Dia. Ha, ha, hal 

* Svipplcment. ’Chastity. 
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Beat, [a^rfc] Just in all things, and in 
order 

As if ’twere circumscribed; one accident’ 

Gives way unto another. 

Dia. Ha, ha, hal i» 

Beat. How now, wench? 

Dia. Ha, ha, ha! I’m so, so light 

At heart — ha, ha, ha! — so pleasurable! 

But one swig more, sweet madam. 

Beat. Ay, to-morrow, 

We shall have time to sit by’t. 

Dia. Now I’m sad again. 

Beat, [aside} It lays itself so gently tool 
— Come, wench. 

Most honest * Diaphanta I dare call thee 
now. 

Dia. Pray, tell me, madam, what trick 
call you this? 

Beat. I’ll tell thee all hereafter; we must 
study 

The carriage of this business. 

Dia. I shall carry’t well, 

Because I love the burthen. 

Beat. About midnight la# 

You must not fail to steal forth gently. 

That I may use the place. 

Dia. 0, fear not, madam, 

I shall be cool by that time: the brides 
place, 

And with a thousand ducats! I’m for a 
justice now, 

I bring a portion with me; I scorn small 
fools. Exeunt 


[SCENA II] 

[Another Apartment in the Castle] 

Enter Vermandero and Servant 

Ver. 1 tell thee, knave, mine honor is in 
question, 

A thing till now free from suspicion, 

Nor ever was there cause. Who of my 
gentlemen 
Are absent? 

Tell me, and truly, how many, and who? 
Ser. Antonio, sir, and Franciscus. 

Ver. When did they leave the castle? 

Ser. Some ten days since, sir; the one in- 
tending to Briamata, th' other for Valencia. 
Ver. The time accuses ’em; a charge ol 

murder ” 


Is brought within my castle-gate, Piracquo’s 
murder; 

I dare not answer faithfully their absence: 

A strict command of apprehension 
Shall pursue ’em suddenly, and either wipe 
The stain off clear, or openly discover it. 
Provide me winged warrants for the pur- 
pose. Exit Servant 

See, I am set on again. 

Enter Tomaso 

Tom. I claim a brother of you. 

Ver. Y’are too hot; 

Seek him not here. 

Tom. Yes, ’mongst your dearest bloods, 
If my peace find no fairer satisfaction: » 

This is the place must yield account for him, 
For here I left him; and the hasty tie 
Of this snatched marriage gives strong 
testimony 

Of his most certain ruin. 

Ver. Certain falsehood! 

This is the place indeed; his breach of faith 
Has too much marred both my abused love, 
The honprable love I reserved for him. 

And mocked my daughter’s joy; the pr^ 
pared morning 

Blushed at his infide^’ty; he left 
Contempt and scorn to throw upon those 
friends » 

Whose belief hurt ’em : 0, 'twas most 
ignoble 

To take his flight so unexpectedly. 

And throw such public wrongs on those that 
loved him! 

Tom. Then this is all your answer? 

Ver. ’Tis too fair 

For one of his alliance; * and I warn you 
That this place no more see you. Exit 

Enter De Flores 


Tom. The best is, 

There is more ground to meet a man’s re- 
venge on. — 

Honest De Flores? 

De F. That’s my name indeed. 

Saw you the bride? good sweet sir, which 
way took she? 

Tom. I’ve blessed mine eyes from seeing 
such a false one. 4o 

» station, family. 


i Symptom. 


* Chast«. 
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De F. [ojiide] I’d fain get off, this man’s 
not for my company; 

I smell his brothers blood when I come 
near him. 

Tom. Como hither, kind and true one; I 
remember 

My brother loved thee well. 

F. 0, purely, dear sir I — 

[aside] Methinks I’m now again a-killing 
on him, 

He brings it so fresh to me. 

Tom. Thou canst guess, sirrah — 

An’ honest friend has an instinct of 
jealousy — 

At some foul guilty person. 

F. 'Las I sir, 

I am so charitable. I think none 
Worse than myself I you did not see the 
bride then? go 

Tom. I prithee, name her not: is she not 
wicked? 

De F. No, no; a pretty, easy, round- 
packed ’ sinner, 

As your most ladies arc, else you micht 
think 

I flattered her; but. sir, at no hand wicked. 
Till they re so old their chins aiid noses* 
meet, 

And they salute witches, Tm called, I think, 
sir. — 

[Aside] His company even overlays my 
conscience. 

Tom. That De Flores has a wondrous 
honest heart; 

He II bring it out in time, I'm assured on’t. 
0, here’s the glorious master of the day’s 

joy I „ 

TwilD not be long till he and I do reckon. 


Sir. 


Enter Alsemero 


Als. You are most welcome. 

T .L- '"‘■'y "'“t "■“'•d back; 

1 do not think I am, nor wish to be. 

Ah. Tis strange you found the way t> 
this house, then. 

Tom. Would I'd ne’er known the cause I 
1 m none of those, sir. 

That come to give you joy, and swill your 
wine ; 

’Tis a more precious liquor that must lav 

* Q. one. 

I Thoroughly dishonest? 

^Dyce’s reading for sms and vices, at the Q. 


The fiery thirst I bring. 

Ah. Your words and you 

Appear to me great strangers. 

Tom. Time and our swords 

May make us more acquainted; this the 
business: ^ 

I should have a brother in your place; 

How treachery and malice have disposed of 
him, 

I’m bound to inquire of him which holds 
his right. 

Which never could come fairly. 

Ah. You must look 

To answer for that word, sir. 

^ Tom. Fear you not, 

I’ll have it ready drawn at our next meet- 
ing. 

Keep your day solemn; ’ farewell, I disturb 
it not; 

I’ll bear the smart with patience for a time. 

Exit 

Ah. ’Tis somewhat ominous this; a 
quarrel entered 

Upon this day ; my innocence relieves me, » 

Enter Jasperino 

I should be wondrous sad else.— Jasperino, 

I ve news to tell thee, strange news. 

I ha’ some too, 
I think as strange as yours: would I might 
keep 

Mine, so my faith and friendship might be 
kept in’tl 

Faith, sir, dispense a little with my zeal, 
And let it cool in this. 

A^^’ This puts me on. 

And blames thee for thy slowness. 

All may prove nothing. 
Only a friendly fear that leapt from me, sir. 
Ah, No question, ’t may prove nothing; 
let’s partake it though. 

Jqs. Twas Diaphanta’s chance— for to 
that wench m 

I pretend* honest love, and she deserves 
it — 

To leave me in a back part of the house, 

A place we chose for private conference; 
She was no sooner gone, but instantly 
I heard your bride’s voice in the next room 
to me; 

And lending more attention, found De Flores 

* your marriage. 

* Offer. 
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Louder than she. 

Ak. De Flores 1 thou art out now. 

Jas. You’ll tell me more anon. 

AU. Still I’ll prevent' thee, 

The very sight of him is poison to her. 

Jas. That made me stagger too; but 
Diaphanta 

At her return confirmed it. 

Als. Diaphanta! 

Jas. Then fell we both to listen, and 
words passed 

Like those that challenge interest in a 
woman. 

Als. Peace; quench thy zeal, 'tis danger- 
ous to thy bosom. 

Jas. Then truth is full of peril. 

Als. Such truths are. 

0, were she the sole glory of the earth. 

Had eyes that could shoot fire into kings’ 
breasts, 

And touched,* she sleeps not here! yet I 
have time, 

Though night be near, to be resolved hereof ; 

And, prithee, do not weigh me by my 
passions.* 

Jas. I never weighed friend so. 

Als. Done charitably! 

That key will lead thee to a pretty secret, 

[Giving key] 

By a Chaldean taught me, (and I have 

My study upon some) : * bring from my 
closet 

A glass inscribed there with the letter M, 

And question not my purpose. ^ 

Jas. It shall be done, sir. Exit 

Als. How can this hang together? not an 

hour since ^ 

Her woman came pleading her lady’s feare, 


Delivered her for the most timorous virgin 
That ever shrunk at man's name, and so 

modest, ^ 

She charged her weep out her request to me. 
That she might come obscurely to my 


bosom. 

Enter Beatbicb 


Beat, [aside] AU things go well; my 
woman’s preparing yonder 
For her sweet voyage, which grieves me to 

loss * 

Necessity compels it; I lose all else. 


‘Anticipate, ‘Tainted. 

* And I have bestowed some oi my 


• FeelinRS. 
own study on it- 


Als. [aside] Tush ! modesty’s shrine is set 
in yonder forehead: 

I cannot be too sure though. — My Joanna! 
Beat. Sir, I w'as bold to weep a message 
to you; 

Pardon my modest fears. 

Als [aside] The dove’s not meeker; 
She’s abused, questionless. — 

[Re~]enter Jasperino [with vial] 


0, are you come, sir? i» 

Beat, [aside] The glass, upon my life! I 
see the letter. 

Jas. Sir, this is M. [Giving vial] 

AU. ’Tis it. 

Beat, [aside] 1 am suspected. 

AU. How fitly our bride comes to partake 
with us! 

Beat. What is’t, my lord? 

AU. No hurt. 

Beat. Sir, pardon me, 

I seldom taste of any composition. 

AU. But this, upon my warrant, you shall 
venture on. 

Beal. I fear ’twill make me ill. 

AU. Heaven forbid that. 

Beat, [aside] I’m put now to my cun- 
ning: th’ effects I know, 

If I can now but feign ’em handsomely. 

[Drinks] 

AU. It has that secret virtue, it ne’er 
missed, sir, 

Upon a virgin. 

Jas. Treble-qualitied? 

[Beatrice gapes and sneezes] 

AU. By all that’s virtuous it takes there! 
proceeds! 

Jas. This is the strangest trick to know a 
maid by. 

Beat. Ha, ha, ha! 

You have given me joy of heart to drink, 
my lord. 

AU. No, thou hast given me such joy of 
heart. 

That never can be blasted. 

Eeat. What’s the matter, sir? 

AU. [aside] See now ’tis settled in a 
melancholy; 

Keeps both the time and method.— My 
Joanna, 

Chaste as the breath of heaven, or morn- 
ing’s womb, “0 
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That brings the day forth! thus my love en- 
closes thee. Exeunt 

[SCENA III] 

[A Room in the House of Alibius] 
Enter Is.\BELLA and Lollio 

ha. 0 heaven! is this the waning' moon? 
Does love turn fool, run mad, and all at 
once? 

Sirrah, here’s a madman, akin to the fool 
too, 

A lunatic lover. 

Lot. No, no, not he I brought the letter 
from. 

Isa. Compare his inside with his out, and 
tell me. 

Lol. The out’s mad. I’m sure of that; I 
had a taste on’t. 

Isa. [reads letter] ‘To the bright Andro- 
meda, chief chambermaid to the Knight of 
the Sun, at the sign of Scorpio, in the lo 
middle region, sent by the bellows-mender 
of /Eolus. Pay the post.’ 

Lol. This is stark madness I 

Isa. Now mark the inside. 

[/?cac/s] ‘Sweet lady, having now cast off 
this counterfeit cover of a madman, I apv- 
pear to your best judgment a true and 
faithful lover of your beauty.’ 

Lol. He is mad still. 

Isa. [reads] 'If any fault you find, » 
chide those perfections in you which have 
made me imperfect; ’tis the same sun that 
causeth to grow and cnforceth to wither—’ 

Lol. 0 rogue I 

Isa. [read.s] ‘Shapes and transhapes, de- 
stroys and builds again: I come in winter to 
you, dismantled of iny proper ornaments; 
by the sweet splendor of your cheerful 
smiles, I spring and live a lover.’ 

Lol. Mad rascal still 1 »o 

Isa. [reads] 'Tread him not under foot, 
that shall appear an honor to your boun- 
ties. I remain— mad till I speak with you, 
from whom I expect my cure, yours all, or 
one beside himself, Fil\nciscu3.’ 

Lol. You are like to have a fine time 
ont; my master and I may give over our 
professions; I do not think but you can 

' Q. u-ailiitff. 


cure fools and madmen faster than we, with 
little pains too. m 

Isa. Very likely. 

Lol. One thing I must tell you, mistress; 
you perceive that I am privy to your skill; 
if I find you minister once, and set up the 
trade, I put in for ray thirds; I shall be mad 
or fool else. 

Isa. The first place is thine, believe it, 
Lollio, 

If I do fall. 

Lol. I fall upon you. 

Isa. So. 

Lol. Well, I stand to my venture. 

Isa. But thy counsel now; how shall I 
deal with ’em? eo 

Lol. Why, do you mean to deal with ’em? 

Isa. Nay, the fair understanding,' how to 
use 'em. 

Lol. Abuse ’em!* that’s the way to mad 
the fool, and make a fool of the madman, 
and then you use ’em * kindly. 

Isa. ’Tis easy. I'll practise; do thou ob- 
scr\'c it; 

The key of thy wardrobe. 

Lol. There [gives key ] ; fit yourself for 
’em, and I’ll fit ’em both for you. 

Isa. Take thou no further notice than « 
the outside. Exit 

Lol. Not an inch; I’ll put you to the 
inside. 

Enter Alibius 

Alib. Lollio, art there? will all be perfect, 
think’st thou? 

To-morrow night, as if to close up the 
Solemnity, Vermandero expects \is. 

Lol. I mistrust the madmen most; the 
fools will do well enough; I have taken 
pains with them. 

Alib. Tush! they cannot miss; the more 
absurdity, to 

The more commends it, so* no rough be- 
haviors 

Affright tlie ladies; they’re nice* things, 
thou knowest. 

Lol. need not fear, sir; so long as we 
are there with our commanding piEzles,* 
they’ll bo ns tame as the ladies themselves. 

Abb. I’ll see them once more rehearse 
before they go. 

* Wonts in thoir modest scn.so. 

I Pi'ccive them. •Particular. 

’ y. wm. ns often. •Whips. 

* ProvidcHi. 
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Lol. I was about it, sir: look you to the 
madmen’s morris,* and let me alone with the 
other: there is one or two that I mistrust w 
their fooling; I’ll instruct them, and then 
they shall rehearse the whole measure. 

Alih. Do so; I’ll see the music prepared. 
But, Lollio, 

By the way, how does my wife brook her 
restraint? 

Does she not grudge at it? 

Lol. So, so ; she takes some pleasure in 
the house, she would abroad else; you must 
allow her a little more length, she’s kept too 
short. 

Alih. She shall along to Vermandero’s 
with us. 

That will serve her for a moneth’s liberty. 
Lol. What’s that on your face, sir? 

Alih. Where, Lollio? I see nothing. 

Lol. Cry you mercy,* sir, ’tis your nose; it 
showed like the trunk of a young elephant.’ 

Alih. Away, rascal! I’ll prepare the 
music, Lollio. 

Lol. Do, sir, and I’ll dance the whilst. 

[Exit Alibius] 

— Tony, where art thou, T )ny? 

Enter Antonio 


Ant. Here cousin; where art thou? 

Lol. Come, Tony, the footmanship I 
taught you. 

Ant. I had rather ride, cousin. 

Lol. Ay, a whip take you! but I’ll keep 
you out; vault in: look you, Tony; fa, la, 
la, la, la. [Dqjiccs] 

Ant. Fa, la, la, la, la. [Sings and dances] 
Lol. There, an honor.* 

Ant. Is this an honor, coz? 

Lol. Yes, an it please your worship, “o 
Ant. Does honor bend in the hams, coz? 
Lol. Marry does it, as low as worship, 
squireship, nay, yeomanry itself sometimes, 
from whence it first stiffened: there rise, a 
caper. 

Ant. Caper after an honor, coz? 

Lol. Very proper, for honor is but a caper, 
rises as fast and high, has a knee or two, 
and falls to th’ ground again: you can re- 
member your figure,® Tony? 


> Morris dance. 

® I beg pardon. 

• A long nose appears 
acteristic of a cuckold, 
bow (Sampson). 


to have been regarded ebar- 
B Of the dance. 


Ant. Yes, cousin; when I see thy figure, 
I can remember mine. Exit Lollio 

Re-enter Is.abella, [dressed as a madwoman] 

Isa. Hey, how he treads the air! shough, 
shough, tother way! he burns his wings else: 
here’s wax enough below, Icarus, more than 
will be cancelled these eighteen moons: he’s 
doum, he's down! what a terrible fall be 
had ! 

Stand up, thou son of Cretan Daedalus, 

And let us tread the lower labyrinth; i« 
I’ll bring thee to the clue. 

Ant. Prithee, coz, let me alone. 
ha. Art thou not drowned? 

About thy head I saw a heap of clouds 
Wrapped like a Turkish turbant; on thy 
back 

A crook’d chameleon-colored rainbow hung 
Like a tiara down unto thy hams: 

Let me suck out those billows in thy belly; 
Hark, how they roar and rumble in the 
straits! ’ 

Bless thee from the pirates ! 

Ant. Pox upon you, let me alone! no 
Isa. Why shouldst thou mount so high aa 
Mercury, 

Unless thou hadst reversion of his place? 
Stay in the moon with me, Endymion, 

And we will rule these wild rebellious 
waves. 

That would have drowmed my love. 

Ant. I’ll kick thee, if 

Again thou touch me, thou wild unshapen 
antic ; 

I am no fool, you bedlam! 

ha. But you are, as sure as I am mad : 
Have I put on this habit of a frantic, 

With love as full of fury, to beguile uo 
The nimble eye of watchful jealousy, 

And am I thus rewarded? 

Ant. Ha! dearest beauty! 

ha. No, I have no beauty now. 

Nor never had but what was in my gar- 
ments: 

You are a quick-sighted lover! come not 
near me: 

Keep your caparisons, y’are aptly clad; 

I came a feigner, to return stark mad. Exit 
Ant. Stay, or I shall change condition. 
And become as you are. 

* Q. 8treet$. 
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[Rc-]cnteT Loluo 

Lol. Why, Tony, whither now? why, 
fool >» 

Ant. Wlioj^o fool, usher of idiots? you 
coxcomb ! 

1 have fooled loo much. 

Lol. You were be.'^t be mad another while 
then. 

Ant. So I am, stark mad; I have cause 
enoufrh ; 

And I could throw the full effects on thee. 
And beat thee like a fury. 

Lol. Do not, do not; I shall not forbear 
the gentleman under the fool, if you do; 
oJasI I saw through your fox-skin* before 
nowl Come, I can give you comfort; 
my mistress loves you; and there is as 
arrant a madman i' Ih' house as you are a 
fool, your rival, whom she loves not: if 
after the masque wc can rid her of him, you 
earn her lover, she says, and the fool shall 
ride her. 

Ant. May I believe thee? 

Lol. Yes, or you may choose whether you 
will or no. 

Ant. She’s eased of him; I’va a good 
quarrel on’t. m 

Lol. Well, keep your old station yet, and 
be quiet. 

Ant. Tell her I will desert'e her love. 

[Exit] 

Lol. And you arc like to have your 
desert.* 

Enter Franciscus 

Fran, [fnng.^] 'Down, down, down a-down 
a-down,' — and then with a horse-trick* 
To kick Latona’s forehead, and break her 
bowstring. 

Lol. [as-ide] This is tothcr counterfeit; 
I’ll put him out of his humor . — [Takes i» 
out a letter and reads] ‘Sweet lady, having 
now cast this counterfeit cover of a mad- 
man, I appear to your best judgement a 
true and faithful lover of your beauty.’ 
This is pretty well for a madman. 

Fran. Pla! what’s tliat? 

Lol. [renr/.s’l ‘Chide those perfections in 
you which have made me imperfect.’ 

Fran. I am discovered to the fool. 

Lol. I hope to discover the fool in »x 
you ere I have done with you. [Reads] 

» Disguise. * Q. Desire. • Cnpcr. 


‘Yours all, or one beside himself, Fran- 
ciscus.’ This madman will mend sure. 

Fran. What do you read, sirrah? 

Lol. Your destiny, sir; you’ll be hanged 
for this trick, and another that I know. 

Fran. Art thou of counsel with thy 
mistress? 

Lol. Next her apron-strings. 

Fran. Give me thy hand. ns 

Lol. Stay, let me put yours in my pocket 
first [pulling letter into his pocket]: your 
hand is true,* is it not? it will not pick? I 
partly fear it, because I think it does lie. 

Fran. Not in a syllable. 

Lol. So if you love my mistress so well as 
you have handled the matter here, you are 
like to be cured of your madness. 

Fran. And none but she can cure it. m 

Lol. Well, ni give you over then, and she 
shall cast your water* next. 

Fran. Take for thy pains past. 

[Girrs him money] 

Lol. I shall deserve more, sir, I hope: my 
mistress loves you, but must have some 
proof of your love to her. 

Fran. There I meet my wishes. 

Lol. That will not ser\’e, you must meet 
her enemy and yours. 

Fran. He’s dead already. 

Lol. V7ill you tell me that, and I m 
parted but now with him? 

Fran. Show me the man. 

Lol. Ay, that’s a right course now; see 
him before you kill him, in any case; and 
yet it needs not go so far neither, ’tis but a 
fool that haunts the house and my mistress 
in the shape of an idiot ; bang* but his fool’s 
coat well-favoredly, and ’tis well. 

Fran. Soundly, soundly I 

Lol. Only resei^ e him till the masque »» 
be past ; and if you find him not now in the 
dance yourself. I’ll show you. In, in! my 
nif'stcrl [Dancttn;] 

Fran. He handles him like a feather. 
Hey I 

Enter Audius 

Alib. Well said: in a readiness, Lollio? 

Lol. Yes, sir. 

Ahb. Away then, and guide them in, 

Lollio : 

* Honest. 

* Miikc n diagnosis of your disease. 

’ Beat. 
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Entreat your mistress to see this sight. 
Hark, is there not one incurable fool ^ 
That might be begged?" I have friends. 

Lol I have him for you, 

One that shall deserve it too. 

The Madmen and Fools dance 
Alib. Good boy, Lollio! 

’Tis perfect: well, fit but once these strains. 
We shall have coin and credit for our pains. 

Exeunt 


ACTUS QUINTUS, [SCENA I] 

[A Gallery in the Castled 

Enter Beatrice. A clock strikes one 

Beat. One struck, and yet she lies bytl 
0 my fears! 

This strumpet serves her ovm ends, tis ap- 
parent now, 

Devours the pleasure with a greedy appetite, 
And never minds my honor or my peace, 
Makes havoc of my right; but she pays 
dearly for’t; 

No trusting of her life with such a secret, 
That cannot rule her blood to keep her 

promise; r • u ♦ 

Beside, I’ve some suspicion of her faith to 

me, 

Because I was suspected of my lord, 

And it must come from her: [Strike two\ 
hark! by my horrors, ” 

Another clock strikes two! 


Enter De Flores 

£)g PistI where are you? 

Beat. De Flores? . 

De F. Ay: is she not come from lum 

yet? 

Beat. As I’m a living soul, not! 

f Sure the devil 

Hath sowed his itch within her; who would 

trust 

A waiting-woman? , 

Beat. I niust trust sombeody. 

De F. Pushl they’re termagants; 
Especially when they fall upon their meters 
And have their ladies’ fimt fruits; they re 

mad whelps, 

>To be? a fool was to seek appointment as hla 
^ardian and thus enjoy his estate. 


You cannot stave ’em off from game royal: 
then 

You are so rash and hardy, ask no counsel; 
And I could have helped you to a ’pothe- 
cary’s daughter a 

Would have fall’n off before eleven, and 
thankft] you too. 

Beat. 0 me, not yet! this whore forgets 
herself. 

De F. The rascal fares so well: look, y’are 
undone ; 

The day-star, by this hand! see Phosphorus 
plain yonder. 

Beat. Advise me now to fall upon some 
ruin; 

There is no counsel safe else. 

De F. Peace! I ha’t now; 

For we must force a rising, there’s no 
remedy. 

Beat. How? take heed of that. 

De F. Tush! be you quiet, or else give 
over all. ao 

Beat. Prithee, I ha’ done then. 

De F. This is my reach: " I’ll set 
Some part a-fire of Diaphanta’s chamber. 

Beat. How? fire, sir? that may endanger 
the whole house. 

De F.^ You talk of danger when your 
fame's on fire? 

Beat. That’s true ; do what thou wilt now. 

De F. Pushl I aim 

At a most rich success strikes all dead sure: 
The chimney being a-fire, and some light 
parcels 

Of the least danger in her chamber only, 

If Diaphanta should be met by chance then 
Far from her lodging, which is now sus- 
picious, “ 

It would be thought her fears and affrights 

then 

Drove her to seek for succor; if not seen 
Or met at all, as that’s the likeliest. 

For her own shame she’ll hasten towards her 
lodging; 

I will be ready with a piece* high-charged. 
As ’twere to cleanse the chimney, there ’tis 
proper now, 

But she shall be the mark. 

Beat. I’m forced to love thee now, 
’Cause thou provid’st so carefully for my 
honor. “ 

» Plan. 

* Gun, fowling-piece. 
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De F. ’Slid, it concerns the safety of us 
both, 

Our pleasure and continuance. 

Beat. One word now, prithee; 

How for the servants? 

Dc F. I will despatch them, 

Some one way, some another in the hurr>-. 

For buckets, hooks, ladders; fear not you, 

The deed shall find its time; and I’ve 
thought since 

Upon a safe conveyance for the body too: 

How this fire purifies wit! watch j'ou your 
minute. 

Beat. Fear keeps my soul iipon’t, I can- 
not stray from't. ou 


Enter Alonzo's Ghost 

De F. Hal what art thou that tak’st away 
the light 

'Twi.xt that star and me? I dread thee not: 

Twas but a mist of conscience; all’s clear 
again. 

Beat. Who’s that, Do Flores? bless me, it 
slides byl Exit Ghost 

Some ill thing haunts the house; 't has left 
behind it 

A shivering sweat upon mo; I’m afmid now: 

This night hath been so tedious I 0 this 
strumpet I 

Had she a thousand lives, he should not 
leave her 

Till he had destroyed the last. List! O my 
terrors! Struck three o'clock 

Three struck by St. Scbfistian’sl 

^yithin. Fire, fire, fire! to 

Beat. Already? how rare is that man’s 
speed I 

How heartily he sen'os me ! His face 
loathes one; 

But look upon his care, who would not love 
him? 

The cast is not more beauteous than his 
serv’ice. 

Within. Fire, fire, fire! 


Re-enter De Florets. Sor\*ants pass over 

Ting a bell 

De F. Away, despatch I hooks, buckets 
ladders 1 that’s well said. 

The fire-bell rings; the chimney works, mj 
charge; 

The piece is ready. Exit 

Here’s a man worth loving! 


Enter Diaphanta 
0 y’are a jewel! 

Dia. Pardon frailty, madam; 

In troth, I was so well, I ev’n forgot myself. 
Beat. V’have made trim work! 

Dia. Wliat? 

Beat. Hie quickly to your chamber; 
Your reward follows you. 

Dia. I never made 

So sweet a bargain. Exit 


Enter Alsemero 

0, iny dear Joanna, 
Alas! art thou risen too? I was coming. 
My absolute treiLsurc! 


Beat. When I missed you, 

I could not choose but follow. 

Thou’rt all sweetness. 
The fire is not so dangerous. 

Think you so, sir? 
Ah. I pritliee, tremble not; believe me, 
'tis not. u 


Enter Vermandero [ond] Jasperino 

Ver. O bless my house and me! 

My lord j’our father. 

{Rc-'\cntcr De Flores with a piece^ 

Ver. Knave, whither goes that piece? 

To scour the chimney. 
1 cr. 0, well si\id, well said! 

, „ , De Flores 

I hat fellows good on all occasions. 

Beat. A wondrous necessary man, my 
lord. 

1 er. He hath a ready wit; he’s worth 'em 
nil, sir; 

Dog at a house of fire; I ha’ seen him 
singed ere now. — The piece goes off 

Ha, there he goes! 

Beat, [aside] ’Tis done! 

, Come, sweet, to bed now; 

Alas! thou wilt get cold. 

Beat. Alas! the fear keeps that outi 

My heart will find no quiet till I hoar i« 

IIo\v Diaphanta, my poor woman, fares; 

It IS her chamber, sir, her lodging chamber. 

Dr. How shouhl the fire come there? 

Beat. As good a soul as ever lady coun- 
tenanced, 

But in her cliambor negligent and heavy: 

‘Keen. 
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She ’scaped a mine twice. 

Ver. Twice? 

Beal. Strangely twice, sir. 

Ver. Those sleepy sluts are dangerous in a 
house, 

An they be ne’er so good. 

[Be-lenter De Flores 

De F, 0 poor virginity, 

Thou hast paid dearly for’tl 

Ver. Bless us, what’s that? 

De F. A thing you all knew once, Dia- 

phanta’s b\irnt. 

Beat. My woman! 0 my woman! 

Dq F^ Now the flames 

Are greedy of her; burnt, burnt, burnt to 
death, sir! 

Beat. 0 my presaging soul! 

Not a tear more! 

I charge you by the last embrace I gave you 
In bed, before this raised us. 

Beat. No"' y®'* 

Were it my sister, now she gets no more. 

Enter Sen'ant 


Ver. How now? 

Ser. All danger’s past ; you may now take 
Your rests, my lords; the fire is throughly* 
quenched : 

Ah, poor gentlewoman, how soon was she 
stifled! 

Beat. De Flores, what is left of her inter, 

And we as mourners all will follow her: m 

I will entreat that honor to my sen-ant 

Even of my lord himself. 

Command it, sweetness. 

Beat. Which of you spied the fire first? 
p Twas I, madam. 

Beat. And took such pains in’t too? a 

double goodness! 

’Twere well he were rewarded. 

He shall be. — 

De Flores, call upon me. 

And upon me, sir. 
Exeunt [all except De Flores] 
De F. Rewarded? precious! here’s a trick 
beyond me : 

I see in all bouts, both of sport and wit, 
Always a woman strives for the last hit. m 

1 Thoroughly. 


[SCENA II] 

[Another Apnrbncnt in the Castle] 

Enter Tom.aso 

Tom. I cannot taste the benefits of life 
With the same wish I was wont to do: 

Man I grow weary of, and hold his fellow- 
ship 

A treacherous bloody friendship; and be- 
cause 

I'm ignorant in whom my wrath should 
settle, 

I must think all men villains, and the ne.xt 
I meet, whoe'er he be, the murderer 
Of mv most worthy brother. Ha! what’s 
he? 

De Flores passes over the stage 

0, the fellow that some call honest De 
Flores; 

But methinks honesty was hard bc-sted * lo 
To come here for a lodging; as if a queen 
Should make her palace of a pest-house: 

I find a^TContrariety in nature 
Betwixt that face and me; the least occasion 
Would give me game upon him;* yet he's 
so foul 

One would scarce touch [him] with a sword 
he loved 

And made account of ; so most deadly 
venomous. 

He would go near to poison any weapon 
That should draw blood on him; one must 
resolve 

Never to use that sword again in fight » 
In way of honest manhood that strikes him; 
Some river must devour it; ’twere not fit 
That any man should find it. What, again? 

[Re~]cnteT De Flores 

He walks a’purpose by, sure, to choke me 
up, 

To infect my blood. 

Dc F. My worthy noble lord! 

Tom. Dost offer to come near and 
breathe upon me? [Strikes him] 

De F. A blow! [Drauw] 

Tom. Yea, are you so prepared? 

^ Put to it. 

* Cause nie to figiit with him. 
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I II rather like a soldier die by the sword. 
Than like a politician by thy poison. .w 

[Z)rau>5] 

De F . Hold, my lord, as you are hon* 
orable ! 

Tom. All slaves that kill by poison are 
still * cowards. 

De F. [c.f?rfe] I cannot strike; I see his 
brother's wounds 

Fresh bleeding in his eye. as in a crystal.—* 
I will not question this. I know y’are noble; 
I take my injury with thanks given, sir, 
Like a wise lawyer, and as a favor 

Will wear it for the worthy hand that gave 
it. — 

[A.siWc] Why this from him that yesterday 
appeared 

So strangely loving to me? * 4 , 

0, but instinct is of a subtler strain! 

Guilt must not walk so near his lodge again; 
He came near me now. 

Tom. All league with mankind I renounce 
for ever, 

Till I find this murderer; not so much 
As common courtesy but I'll lock up; 

For in the state of ignorance I live in 
A brother may salute his brother's murderer 

And wish good speed to the viTlain in a 
greeting. 

Enter Vermandero, Au[dius,] and Isabella 

Ver. Noble Piracquo! 

Tom Pray, keep on your way, sir; «. 
t\e nothing to say to you. 

I cr. Comforts blesr you, sir! 

Tom^ I've forsworn compliment, in troth 
i have, sir; 

A.S you are merely man, I have not left 

A Rood wish for you, nor for any here 

Ver. Unless you be so far in love with 
grief, 

You will not part from’t upon any terms. 

We brmK that noAvs will make a welcome for 

US. 

Tom. What news can that be? 

Trlfn'.k 1 T L scornful smile 

Upon the zeal I bring you, ’tis worth more 
sir; 

Two of the chiefest men I kept about me ~ 

I hide not from the law of your just ven- 
geance. 

Tom. Hal 

•Always. i Crystal glass. 


T'er. To give your peace more ample sat- 
isfaction, 

Thank these discoverers. 

'Tom. If you bring that calm, 

Name but the manner I shall ask forgive- 
ness in 

For that contemptuous smile [I threw] 
upon you, 

I II perfect it with reverence that belongs 
Unto a sacred altar. [Kneek] 

] cr. [raisiiig him] Good sir, rise; 

Why. now you overdo as much ’a this hand 
As you fell short a tother.— Speak, Alibius. n 

Ahb. 'Twas my wife’s fortune, as she is 
most lucky 

At a discover^’, to find out lately, 

^^ithin our hospital of fools and madmen, 
Two counterfeits slipped into these dis- 
guises, 

Their names Fmnciscus and Antonio. 

Vcr. Both mine, sir, and I ask no favor 
for ’em. 

Alib. Now that which draws suspicion to 
their habits, 

The time of their disgiiisings agrees justly 
With the day of the murder. 

0 blest revelation I » 

\ cr. Nay, more, nay, more, sir— I’ll not 
spare mine own 

In way of justice— they both feigned a 
journey 

To Briamata, and so wrought out* their 
leaves; 

My love was so abused* i’ it. 

_ Time's too precious 

lo run in waste now; you have brought a 
peace 

The riches of five kingdoms could not pur- 
chase: 

Be my most happy conduct; I thiret for 
em: 

Like subtle lightning will I find about 'em, 
And melt their marrow in ’em. Exeunl 


fSCENA III] 

[Afsemrro’s Aimrlment in the Castle] 

Enter Alsemero and Jasperino 

Jas. Your confidence, I’m sure, is now of 
proof; 


O&incd. 


Thus deceived* 
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The prospect from the garden has showed 
Enough for deep suspicion. 

Als. The black mask 

That so continually was worn upon’t 
Condemns the face for ugly ere’t be seen, 
Her despite to him, and so seeming bottom- 
less. 

Jos. Touch it home then; ’tis not a shal- 
low probe 

Can search this ulcer soundly; I fear you’ll 
find it 

Full of corruption: ’tis fit I leave you, • 
She meets you opportunely from that walk; 
She took the back door at his parting with 
her. Exit Jas[perino 1 

Als. Did my fate wait for this unhappy 
stroke 

At my first sight of woman? She is here. 

Enter Beatricb 


Beat. Alsemerol 

Als. How do you? 

Beat. 

Alas, how do you? you look not well. 

Als. You read me well enough, I am not 

well. 

Beat. Not well, sir? is’t in my power to 
better you? 

Als. Yes. 

Beat. Nay, then y’are cured again. 

Als. Pray, resolve* me one question, lady. 

Beat. If I can. ° 

Als. None can so sure: you are honest? 
Beat. Ha, ha, hal that’s a broad question, 
my lord. 

Als. But that’s not a modest answer, my 
lady: 

Do you laugh? my doubts are strong upon 


me. , , 

Beat. ’Tis innocence that smiles, and no 

rough brow 

Can take away the dimple in her cheek: 
Say I should strain a tear to fill the vault. 
Which would you give the better faith to? 
Als. ’Twere but hypocrisy of a sadder 

color, 

But the same stuff; neither your smiles nor 

tears , , r 

Shall move or flatter me from my belief . 

You are a whore 1 . u * 1,1 

Beat. What a horrid sound it natn I 

It blasts a beauty to deformity ; 

1 Answer. * Chaste. 


Upon what face soever that breath falls, 

It strikes it ugly: 0, you have ruined 
What you can ne’er repair again! 

Als. I’ll all 

Demolish, and seek out truth within you. 

If there be any left; let your sweet tongue 
Prevent* your heart’s rifling; there I’ll ran- 
sack *0 

And tear out my suspicion. 

Beat. You may, sir; 

It is an easy passage; yet, if you please. 
Show me the ground whereon you lost your 
love ; 

My spotless virtue may but tread on that 
Before I perish. 

Als. Unanswerable; 

A ground you cannot stand on; you fall 
down 

Beneath all grace and goodness when you 
set 

Your ticklish heel on ’t : there was a visor 
O’er that cunning face, and that became 
you; 

Now impudence in triumph rides upon’t; « 
How comes this tender reconcilement else 
’Twixt you and your despite, your rancorous 
loathing, 

De Floret? he that your eye was sore at 
sight of, 

He’s now become your arm’s supporter, your 
Lip’s saint! 

Beat. Is there the cause? 

Als. Worse, your lust's devil. 

Your adultery! 

Beat. Would any but yourself say that, 
’T would turn him to a villain! 

Als. It was witnessed 

By the counsel of your bosom, Diaphanta. 
Beat. Is your witness dead then? 

Als. ’Tis to be feared 

It was the wages of her knowledge; poor 
soul, « 

She lived not long after the discovery. 
Beat. Then hear a story of not much less 
horror 

Than this your false suspicion is beguiled 
with; 

To your bed’s scandal I stand up innocence,* 
Which even the guilt of one black other 
deed 

Will stand for proof of; your love has made 
me 

A cruel murderess. 

1 Anticipate. * I Innocent 
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Ah. Hal 

A bloody one; 

I have kissed poison for ‘t, stroked a ser- 
pent; 

That thinfr of hate, worthy in my esteem 
Of no bettor employment, and him most 
worthy 

To be so employed, I caused to murder 
That innocent Piracquo, having no 
Better means than that worst to assure 
Yourself to me. 

Ah. 0, the place it-self e’er since 

Has crA-ing been for vengeance! the temple, 
\\ hore blood and beauty first unlawfully 
Fired their devotion and quenched (he right 
one; 

'Twas in my fears at first, 'twill have it 
now: 

O, thou art all deformed! 

Forget not, sir, 

It for your sake was done: shall greater 
dangers ^ 

Make the less welcome? 

b)i thou should st have gone 
A thousand leagues about to have avoided 

This dangerous bridge of blood I here we are 
lost. 

Beat. Remember, I am true tflito your 
bed. 

Ah. The bed itself’s a charnel, the sheets 
shrouds 

For raiirdorod cnrcasscs. It must ask pause 
Uhat I must do in this; meantime vou shall 
Be my prisoner only; enter my eioset ; 

BE.vnu(T-: (m/o e/o.se/} 

I II be your keeper yet. 0. in what part 
Of this sad story shall I first begin? Ha ! w 
ihis .same fellow has put me in.‘ 

Kilter Db Fi/) 1 {m 

n. Et XT 1 1 . , Flores I 

1)0 F. Noblr Alsrniero! 

I tell you 

News, sir; my wife has Iut commended to 
you. 

F That’.s new.s indeed, my lord; I 
tiiink she would 

Commend me to the gallow.s if sl,e coiihl 
She ever loved me so well; I thank her. ’ 

Al.^ u hat s this blood upon your band’ 
Do Flores? 

Dc F. Blood I no. sure ’twas Avushed since. 

Since Avhen, man? 

' (Jiven me tlio cue. * Cuff. 


De F. Since tother day I got a knock 
In a sword-and-dagger school; I think 'tis 

Ah. Yes, ’tis almost out, but 'tis perceived 
though. 

I had forgot my message ; this it is, 

\Vhat price goes murder? 

Dc F. How, sir? 

. I ask you, sir; 

My wife’s behindhand with you,’ she tells 
me, 

For a bravo bloody blow you gave for her 
sake 

Upon Piracquo. 

Dc F. Upon? 'twas quite through him 
sure: 

Has she confessed it? 

Ah. As sure as death to both of you; 
And much more than that. 

Dc F. It could not be much more; 

Twas but one thing, and that— slie is a 
'vhore. 

Ah. It could not choose but follow: 0 
cunning devils! 

How should blind men know you from fair- 
faced saints? 

Beat, unthin He lies! the villain does 
belie mcl 

Dc F. Let me go to her, sir. 

Nay, you shall to her.— 
Peace, crying crocodile, your sounds are 
heard; 

Take your prey to you ; — get you in to her, 
sir: 

Krit De Fl[ore3 info cfosef] 
I II be your pander now; rehearse again 
^ our scene of lust, that you may be perfect 
u lien you shall come to act it to the black 
audience,* 

Uhore howls and gnashings shall be music 
to you: UP 

Clip’ your adulteress freely, 'tis the pilot 
'' ill guide you to the marc mortuum, 

A here you shall sink to fathoms bottomless, 

I'.nter A ehmandeko, Tomaso, Alidius, laA- 
ueu.a, hYANasci's, and Antonio 

Vi^' 2 I’ve a Avonder for you. 

A s. Ao, sir, ’(is I, I have a wonder for 
you, 

1 ’ ^ ^ suspicion near as proof itself 

J'or Piracquo’s murder. 

* In debt to you. »0f devils. 


' Clasp. 
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Ah. Sir, I have proof 

Beyond suspicion for Piracquo’s murder. 
Ver. Beseech you, hear me; these two 
have been disguised 
E’er since the deed was done. 

Ah. I have two other m 

That were more close disguised than your 
two could be 

E’er since the deed was done. 

Ver. You’ll hear me — these mine own 


serv’^ants — | 

Ah. Hear me — those nearer than your 
servants 

That shall acquit them, and prove them 
guiltless. 

Fran. That may be done with easy truth, 
sir. 

Tom. How is my cause bandied through ' 
your delays 1 

'Tis urgent in [my] blood and calls for 
haste; 

Give me a brother alive or dead ; 

Alive, a w’ife with him; if dead, for both 

A recompense, for murder and adultery. 

Beat, uitkin. O, 0, O! 

Ah. Hark! ’tis coming to you. 

De F. within. Nay, I’ll along for company. 

Beat, within. 0, 0! 

Ver. What horrid sounds are these? 

Ah. Come forth, you twins 

Of mischief! 

Re-enter De Flores, bringing in Beatrice 

[wounded} 


De F. Here we are; if you have any more 
To say to us, speak quickly, I shall not 
Give you the hearing else; I am so stout 

And^so^^’l think, that broken rib of mankind. 
Ver. An host of enemies entered my cita- 

del 

Could not amaze like this: Joanna! Bea- 
trice! Joanna! 

Beat. O, come not near me, sir, I shall 
defile you ! 

I am that of your blood was^ taken from 
you 

For your better health; look no more 
upon’t. 

But cast it to the ground regardlessly, 

Let the common sewer* take it from dis- 
tinction 

» That part of your blood which was, etc. 

* Q. shewer. 



Beneath the stars.* Upon yon meteor 

[Pointing to De Flores] 
Ever hung mj^ fate, ’mongst things cor- 
ruptible; 

I ne’er could pluck it from him; my loath- 
ing 

Was prophet to the rest, but ne’er believed: 
Mine honor fell with him, and now my 
life. — 161 

Alsemcro, I’m a stranger to your bed; 

Your bed was cozened on the nuptial night, 
For which your false bride died. 

Ah. Diaphanta? 

De F. Yes, and the while I coupled with 
your mate 

At barley-break; now we arc left in hell.* 
Ver. We are all there, it circumscribes us 
here. 

De F. I loved this woman in spite of her 
heart: 

Her love I earned out of Piracquo’s murder. 
Tom. Ha! my brother’s murderer? ito 
De F. Yes, and her honor’s prize 
Was my reward; I thank life for nothing 
But that pleasure; it was so sweet to me, 
That I have drunk up all, left none behind 
For any^man to pledge me. 

Ver. Horrid villain! 

Keep life in him for further tortures. 

DeF. No I 

I can prevent you; here’s my pen-knife still; 
It is but one thread more, [stabbing him- 
self] Riid now’ ’tis cut. 

Make haste, Joanna, by that token to thee, 
Canst not forget, .so lately put in mind; iso 
I would not go to leave thee far behind. 

Dies 

Beat. Forgive me, Alsemero, all forgive! 
’Tis time to die when 'tis a shame to live. 

Dies 

Ver. O, my name’s entered now in that 
record 

Where till this fatal hour ’twas never read. 
Ah. Let it be blotted out; let your heart 
lose it. 

And it can never look you in the face, 

Nor tell a tale behind the back of life 
To your dishonor; justice hath so right 
The guilty hit. that innocence is quit w 
By proclamation, and may joy again.— 

Sir, you are sensible of what truth hath 
done; 

• From any importance on earth. 

* Above III. iii. 173. 
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’Tis the best comfort that your grief can 
find. 

Tom. Sir. I am satisfied; my injuries 
Lie dead before me ; I can exact no more, 
Unless my soul were loose, and could o’er- 
take 

Those black fugitives that are fled from 
thence, 

To take a second vengeance; but there are 
wraths 

Deeper than mine, ’tis to bo feared, about 
’em. 

Als. What an opacous body had that 
moon ao 

That last changed on us I here is beauty 
changed 

To ugly whoredom; here ser\'ant-obediencc 
To a master-sin, imperious murder; 

I. a supposed husband, changed embraces 
With wantonness,— but that was paid before. 
\our change is come too, from an ignorant 
wrath 

To knowing friendship, — Are there any more 
on’s? 

Ant. Yes, sir, I was changed too from a 
little ass as I was to a great fool as I am; 
and had like to ha’ been changed jto the 210 
gallows, but that you know my innocence * 
always excuses me. 

Fran. I was changed from a little wit to 
be stark mad, 

* Idiocy. 


Almost for the same purpose. 

Isa. [to Alibius] Your change is still be- 
hind, 

But deser\’e best your transformation: 

You are a jealous coxcomb, keep schools 
of folly, 

And teach your scholars how to break your 
own head. 

Ahb. I see all apparent, wife, and will 
change now 

Into a better husband, and ne’er keep a> 

Scholars that shall be wiser than myself. 

Als. Sir, you have yet a son’s duty living, 

Please you, accept it; let that your sorrow. 

As it goes from your eye, go from your 
heart, 

Man and his sorrow at the grave must part. 


EPILOGUE 

Als. All we can do to comfort one an- 
other. 

To stay a brother’s sorrow for a brother. 

To dry a child from the kind father’s eyes, 

Is to no purpose, it rather multiplies: 

\our only smiles have power to cause re- 
live 

The dead again, or in their rooms to give 
Brother a new brother, father a child; 

If these appear, all griefs are reconciled. 

Exeunl omnes 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


[Lord] Lovell 

Sir Giles Overreach, a cruel Extortioner 
[Frank] Wellborn, a Prodigal 
[Tom] Allwortii, a young Gentleman, Page 
to Lord Lovell 

Greedy, a hungry Justice of Peace 
Order. [Steward] ^ 

Amble, [t/.s/ier] I Serj'ants to the 

Furnace, [Coo^l f Lady Allwortk 
Watchall, [Porter] J 


Marr.\ll. a Team-Driver ; a creature of Sir 
Giles Overreach * 

WiLLDo, o Parson 
Tai’well, on Alehouse Keeper 
Three Creditors, Servants, etc. 

Lady Allworth, a rich Widow 
Margaret Overreach, Sir Giles' Daughter 
Froth, Tapwcll's Wife 
Chambermaid 
Waiting Woman 


[Scene: The Country near Nottingham! 

* Majihall follows Allwortii. 
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ACT I, SCENE I 

Before Tapwell's House 

[Enter'\ Wellborn [m tattered apparel], 
Tapwell, and Froth 

Well. No bouse?* nor no tobacco? 

Tap. Not a suck, sir; 

Nor the remainder of a single can 
Left by a drunken porter, all night palled * 
too. 

Froth. Not the dropping of the tap for 
your morning’s draught, sir. 

’Tis verity, I assure you. 

Well Verity, you brach 1 

The devil turned precisian I" Rogue, what 
am I? 

Tap. Troth, durst I trust you with a look- 
ing-glass. 

To let you see your trim shape, you would 
quit me, 

And take the name yourself. 

Well How, dog I 

Tap. Even so, sir. 

And I must tell you, if you but advance w 
Your Plymouth cloak* you shall be soon 

instructed 

There dwells, and within call, if it please 
your worship, 

A potent monarch called the constable, 

That does command a citadel called the 
st/Ocl^s * 

Whose guards are certain files of rusty bill- 

Ml U I 

Such as with great dextenty will hale 

Your tattered, lousy — 

pt^ell Rascal! Slave! 

Froth. No rage. sir. 

Tap. At his own peril.— Do not put your- 
self 

In too much heat, there being no water near 
To quench your thirst; and sure, for other 

liquor, ” 


> Booze ‘Bitch. 

^ Guards baring rusty halberds. 


As mighty ale, or beer, they are things, I 
take it, 

You must no more remember; not in a 
dream, sir. 

Well Why, thou unthankful villain, dar’st 
thou talk thus! 

Is not thy house, and all thou hast, my gift? 

Tap. I find it not in chalk; * and Timothy 
Tapwell 

Does keep no other register. 

Well Am not I he 

Whose riots fed and clothed thee? Wert 
thou not 

Born on my father’s land, and proud to be 
A drudge in his house? 

Tap. What I was, sir, it skills * not; 

What you are, is apparent. Now, for a 
farewell, so 

Since you talk of father, in my hope it will 
torment you, 

I’ll briefly tell your story. Your dead father. 
My quondam master, was a man of worship. 
Old Sir John Wellborn, justice of peace and 
quorum* 

And stood fair to be cusfos rolulorum;* 
Bore the whole sway of the shire, kept a 
great house, 

Relieved the poor, and so forth; but he 
dying. 

And the twelve hundred a year coming to 
you, 

Late Master Francis, but now forlorn Well- 
born — 

Well. Slave, stop! or I shall lose myself. 

Froth. Veiy hardly; * « 

You cannot out of your way. 

Tap. But to my story. 

You were then a lord of acres, the prime 
gallant,* 

And I your under-butler. Note the change 
now. 

* In the reckoning. 

® Matters. 

* One neccs.sar>- to the sitting of the court. 

♦ Keeper of records. 

“With difBcultj. 

• Leader in a fast life. 
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You harl a mcrr>' time oft; hawks and 
hounds. 

With choM-o of nmning horsos; mistresses 
Of all sorts and all sizes, yet so hot. 

As* their embraces made your lordship 
melt ; 

W hich >’oiir uncle, Sir Giles Overreach, ob- 
serving — 

Resolviiitr not to lose a drop of them— 

On foolish iiiortKaKes, statutes, and bonds, «> 
For a while supplied your looseness, and 
then left yon. 

Wrll. Some curate hath penned this in- 
vective, monprel, 

And you have studied it. 

T ^P- I have not done yet. 

A our land Rone. and your credit not worth 
a token. 

You prow the common borrower; no man 
’scaped 

Your paper-pellets,* from the pentieman 
To the beppars on hiphways, tliat sold you 
switclies 

In your gallantry. 

HV//. I .shall switch your brains out. 

Tap. Where poor Tim Tapwell, with a 
little stock, 

Some forty pounds or so, boupKt a small 
cottage; „ 

Humbled my.sclf to marriage with my Froth 
here, 

Gave entertainment — 

whores and cantera, 

CltJODors by nijrht.® 

in profit, 

And had a gift to pay for what they called 
for. 

And stuck* not like your nmstership. The 
poor income 

I gleaned from them hath made me in my 
parish 

Thought worthy to be scavenger, and in 
time 

I may ri.se to be overseer of the poor; 
Which if I do. on your petition. Wellborn. 

I may allow you thirteen-pence a quarter* to 
And you shall thank my worship. 

Thus, you dog-holt.*’ 
And thus— Beats and kicks him 

* That. 

* Promissory notes. 

* Ih-fUfars iiiul footpads. 

* IIlIKKlOfl. 

® I)<iic nf a penny a work. 

® Dunilcriinad. 


Tap. [to Froth] Cr>' out for help I 
^\cll. Stir, and thou diesti 

Your potent prince, the constable, shall not 
save you. 

Hear me. ungrateful hell-hound! Did not I 
Make purses* for you? Then you licked 
my boots, 

And thought your holiday cloak too coarse 
to clean them. 

’Twas I that, when I hoard thee swear if 
ever 

Thou couldst arrive at forty pounds, thou 
wouldst 

Live like an emperor, — ’twas I that gave it 
In ready gold. Deny this, wretch 1 
Tap. I must, sir; » 

For, from the tavern to the taphouse, all, 
On forfeiture of their licenses, stand bound 
Ne’er to remember who their best guests 
were. 

If they grew poor like you. 

n’vU. They are well rewarded 

That beggar themselves to make such 
cuckolds rich. 

Thou viper, thankless viperl Impudent 
bawd I 

But since you arc grown forgetful, I will 
help 

^ our memory, and tread you into mortar,* 
Nor leave one bone unbroken. 

[Beats him a^ain] 

Tap. 01 

Froth. Ask mercy. 

Enter Allworth 

II cU. ’Twill not be granted. 

Hold— for my sake, hold. » 
Den}’ me, Frank I They are not worth your 
anger. 

II vll. For once thou hast redeemed them 
from this scepter.* 

But let them vanish, creeping on their 
knees. 

And, if they grumble, I revoke my pardon. 
Froth. This conies of your prating, hus- 
band; you presumed 

On your ambling wit. and must use your glib 
tongue. 

Though you are beaten lame for’t. 

, Patience, FVoth. 

I here s law to cure our bruises. 

’ Make up purses. 

J Lumps of lime were so trodden out 
• His cudgel. 
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They go off on their hands and knees 
Well. Sent to your mother? 

All. My lady, Frank, my patroness, my 
all! » 

She’s such a mourner for my father’s death. 
And, in her love to him, so favors me, 
That I cannot pay too much observance to 
her. 

There are few such stepdames. 

Well. Tis a noble widow, 

And keeps her reputation pure and clear 
From the least taint of infamy; her life, 
With the splendor of her actions, leaves no 
tongue 

To envy or detraction. Prithee tell me. 
Has she no suitors? 

All. Even the best of the shire, Frank, 
My lord excepted; such as sue and send, 
And send and sue again, but to no purpose. 
Their frequent visits have not gained her 

presence. ^ 

Yet she’s so far from sullenness and pride. 
That I dare undertake you shall meet from 
her 

A liberal entertainment. I can give you 
A catalogue of her suitors’ names. 

Well. Forbear it, 

While I give you good counsel ; I am bound 
to it. 

Thy father was my friend, and that affection 
I bore to him, in right descends to thee. 
Thou art a handsome and a hopeful youth. 
Nor will I have the least affront stick on 
thee, 

If I with any danger can prevent it. 

All. I thank your noble care. But, pray 
you, in what 
Do I run the hazard? 

Well. Art thou not in love? 

Put it not off with wonder.' 

Jill In love, at my years! 

Well. You think you walk in clouds, but 
are transparent. 

I have heard all, and the choice that you 
have made. 

And, with my finger, can point out the north 

star . ,, , 

By which the loadstone of your folly s 

guided; . 

And, to confirm this true, what think you ol 

Fair Margaret, the only child and heir »» 
Of Cormorant Overreach? Does it blush 

and start, 

» Surprise affected. ’ It. tlie child. Allwortl». 


To hear her only named? blush at your 
want 

Of w'it and reason. 

All. You are too bitter, sir. 

Well. Wounds of this nature are not to 
be cured 

With balms, but corrosives. I must be plain. 
Art thou scarce manumised ' from the por- 
ter’s lodge 

And )'et sworn servant to the pantofle,' 

And dar’st thou dream of marriage? I fear 
’Twill be concluded for impossible 
That there is now, or e’er shall be hereafter, 
A handsome page or player’s boy of four- 
teen ui 

But he either loves a wench or drabs love 
him. 

Court-waiters not exempted. 

All. This is madness. 

Howe’er you have discovered my intents, 
You know my aims are lawful; and if ever 
The queen of flowers, the glory of the spring, 
The sweetest comfort to our smell, the rose. 
Sprang from an envious’ briar, I may infer 
There’s such disparity in their conditions 
Between the goodness of my soul, the 
daughter, iw 

And the base churl her father. 

Well. Grant this true. 

As I believe it, canst thou ever hope 
To enjoy a quiet bed with her whose father 
Ruined thy state? 

All. And yours too. 

Well. I confess it; 

True; I must tell you as a friend, and freely, 
That, where impossibilities are apparent, 
’Tis indiscretion to nourish hopes. 

Canst thou imagine — let not selLlove blind 
thee — 

That Sir Giles Overreach, that, to make her 
great 

In swelling titles, without touch of con- 
science 

Will cut his neighbor’s throat, and I hope 
his own too, 

Will e’er consent to make her thine? Give 
o’er. 

And think of some course suitable to thy 
rank, 

And prosper in it. 

You have well advised me. 

> Manumitted from lodge-keeper. 

* Slipper. 
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But in the mean time you that are so 
studious 

Of iny alTairs wholly noplcct your own. 
Uornember yourself, and in what plight you 
arc. 

Well. No matter, no matter. 

\vs, ’ti.s much material.* 
You know my fortune and my means; yet 
something 

I can si);u(‘ from myself to help your wants. 
Well. How’s this? 

Nay, be not angry; 
there’s eight pieces * 

To put you in better fashion." 

, Money from thee I 

I’rom a boy! a stipomliary ! * one that lives 
•At the devotion of a .stej)motlicr, 

-And the uncertain favor of a lord! 

I'll eat my arms first. Ilowsoe’cr blind For- 
tune 

Hutli .spent the utmost of her malice on 
me — 

Though I am vomited out of an alehouse, 
-And thus aceoutre<l— know not where to eat. 

Or drink, or sleep, but undcnieath this 
canopy- 

Although I thank thee, I despise «thy offer: 
And as I in my madne.ss broke my state 
Without the assistance of another’s brain. 

In my right wits I’ll piece it; at the woret, 
tlius and be forgotten. 

A strange humor! 

ExcurU 

SCENE II 

[A Room m Lady Allworth's House] 

[Enter] OitDER, Amule, Furnace, and 

Watcii.nll 

Ord. Set all things right, or, as my name 
is Order, 

And by this .staff of oflico that commands 
you. 

Tills chain and double rufT, symbols of 
power, 

Whoever mi.'we.s in his function," 

For one whole week make.s forfeiture of his 
breakfast. 

And privilege in the wine-cellar, 

‘ ft is >ni|)r)rt.int. 

* Of some twoi.ty two siiillings each. 

■ I lothc you hotter, 

* Hir.'lint'. 

® Task. 


You are merry, 


Amb. 

Good master steward. 

Eurn. Let him; I’ll be angry. 

Amb. Wliy, fellow Furnace, ’tis not twelve 
o'clock yet, 

Nor dinner taking up;* then, ’tis allowed, 
Cooks, by their places, may be choleric. w 
Earn. Aon think you have spoke wisely, 
goodman Amble, 

My lady's go-before! 

Nay, nay, no wTangling. 
Eurn. Twit me with the authority of the 
kitchen! 

At all hours, and all places, I’ll be angry; 
And thus provoked, when I am at my 
prayers 

I will be angry. 

There w’as no hurt meant. 

Eurn. I am friends with thee; and vet I 
will be angry. 

Ord. With whom? 

E^rn. No matter w'hom. Yet, 

now I think on it, 

I am angiy with my lady. 

Heaven forbid, mani 
Ord. \\ hat cause has she given thee? 
Eurn. Cause enough, master steward. » 
I was entertained by her to please her 
palate. 

And. till she forswore eating, I performed it. 
Now, since our master, noble Aliworth, died, 
Though I crack my brains to find out 
tempting sauces, 

And raise fortifications in the pastry 
Such as might serve for models in the Low 
Countries; 

liich, if they hail been practised at Breda,’ 
opmola might have thrown his cap at it, 
and ne'er took it. 

Amb. But you had wanted matter there 
to work on, 

Eurn. Matter I With six eggs, and a 
strike’ of rye meal. » 

I had kept the town till doomsday, perhaps 
lonjicr. 

Ord. But what’s this to vour pet* against 
my lady? 

Eurn. AA hat’s this? Many', this: when I 
am three parts roasted 

And the fourth part parboiled, to prepare 
her viands 

* nishinir ijp. 

* liliiHlful'"'*’ in 1C25. 

M’ique, 
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She keeps her chamber, dines with a 
panada ‘ 

Or w'ater-gruel, my sweat never thought on, 
Ord. But your art is seen in the dining- 
room. 

Fum. By whom? 

By such as pretend love to her, but come 
To feed upon her. Yet, of all the harpies 
That do devour her, I am out of charity *« 
With none so much as the thin-gutted squire 
That’s stolen into commission.* 

Ord. Justice Greedy? 

Fum. The same, the same. Meat’s cast 
away upon him; 

It never thrives. He holds this paradox, 
Who eats not well, can ne’er do justice well. 
His stomach’s as insatiate as the grave, 

Or strumpets’ ravenous appetites. 

Knocking 

Watch. One knocks. 

Ord. Our late young master! 

Enter Allworth 

Amb. Welcome, sir. 

Fum. Your hand. 

If you have a stomach, a cold bake-meat s 
ready. 

Ord. His father’s picture in little.® 

Fum. We are all your sen-ants. «• 

Amb. In you he lives. 

All. At once, my thanks, to all. 

This is yet some comfort. Is my lady 
stirring? 

Enter Lady Allworth, Waiting Woman, 

and Chambermaid 

Ord. Her presence answers for us. 

Sort those silks well. 

I’ll take the air alone. 

Exeunt Waiting Woman 
and Chambermaid 
Fum. You air and air; 

But will you never taste but spoon-meat 
more? 

To what use serve I? 

X,. All. Prithee, be not angry ; 

I shall ere long. I’ the mean time, there is 
gold 

To buy thee aprons, and a summer suit. 

* Milk toast. .. a 

s Gained his commission by fraud. 

* In miniature. 


Fum. I am appeased, and Furnace now 
grows cool. 

L. All. And, as I gave directions, if this 
morning oo 

I am visited by any, entertain them 
As heretofore. But say, in my excuse, 

I am indisposed. 

Ord. I shall, madam. 

L. All. Do, and leave them. 

Nay, stay you. Allworth. 

Exeunt Order, Amble, 
Furnace, and Watchall 
All. I shall gladly grow here. 

To wait on your commands, 

L. All. So soon turned courtier I 

All. Style not that courtship, madam, 
which is duty 
Purchased on your part. 

L. All. Well, you shall o’ercome; 

I’ll not contend in words. How is it with 
Your noble master? 

All. Ever like himself, 

No scruple lessened in the full weight of 
honor, 70 

He did command me, pardon my presump- 
tion, 

As his unworthy deputy, to kiss 
Your ladyship’s fair hands. 

L. All. I am honored in 

His favor to me. Does he hold his purpose 
For the Low Countries? 

All. Constantly, good madam; 

But he will in person first present his service. 
L. All. And how approve you of his 
course? You are yet 
Like virgin parchment, capable of any 
Inscription, vicious or honorable. 

I will not force your will, but leave you 
free » 

To your own election.* 

All. Any form you please, 

I will put on. But, might I make my choice. 
With humble emulation I would follow 
The path my lord marks to me. 

Ij. All. Tis well answered, 

And I commend your spirit. You had a 
father — 

Blessed be his memory — that some few hours 
Before the will of heaven took him from me. 
Who did commend you, by the dearest ties 
Of perfect love between us, to my charge; 
And, therefore, what I speak, you are bound 
to hear ” 

* Selection. 
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\\ ith such respect as if ho lived in me. 

Hf' was rny husband, and liowe’er you are 
not 

.Son of iny womb, you may be of iny love, 
Provided you deserve it. 

I have found you, 
Mo.st honored madam, the best mother to 
mo. 

And. with my utmost strengths of care and 
service, 

Will labor that you never may repent 
\our bountie.s showered upon me. 

L. All. I much hope it. 

These were your fathers words: ‘If e'er my 
son 

Follow the war, tell him it is a school i-o 
Where all the principles temling to honor 
Are taught, if truly followed. Ihit for such 
As repair thitlier as a place in wliich 
They do i)resumc tliey may with license 
practise 

Their lusts and riots, they shall never merit 
The noble name of soldiers. To dare boldly. 
In a fair cause, and for their country’s 
safety, 

To run upon the cannon’s mouth un- 
daunted ; 

To obey their leaders, and shun mutinies; 

To bear with patience the winter’s cold no 
And summer’s scorching heat, and not to 
faint, 

When plenty of provision fails, with hunger; 
Are the essential parts* make up a soldier, j 
Not swearing, dice, or drinking.’ 

There's no syllable 
"Vou speak, but is to me an oracle, 

W hich but to doubt were impious. 

A/h Xo conclude: 

Beware ill company, for often men 
Arc like (o those with whom they do con- 
verse ; 

And, from one man I wam^ you, and that’s 
W’ellborn, — 

Not ’cause he’s poor, that rather claims your 

pity; 

But that he’s in his manners so debauched, 
And hath to vicious courses sold him.^clf. 

Tis true, your father loved liiin, wliilc he 
u’as 

Worthy the loving; but if lie had lived 

To have seen him a.s he is, he had cast him 
off, 

As you must do. 

‘Supply that. >Q. imrnU 


All. I shall obey in all things. 

L. All. Follow me to my chamber, you 
shall have gold 

To furnish you like my son , and still* 
supplied. 

As I liear from you. 

I am still your creature. 

Exeunt 

SCENE III 

[A Hall in the same] 

[Enter] OvKRREACH. GnEEDY, Order, Amble. 
Firnace, W.vtchall, and Marrall 

Greedy. Not to be seen! 

Oi’cr. Still cloistered up! Her reason, 
I hope, assures her, though she make herself 
Close prisoner ever for her husband’s loss, 
’Twill not recover him. 

Sir, it is her will, 
W hicli we, that are her ser\’ants, ought to 
ser\'e it. 

And not dispute. Howe’er, you are nobly 
welcome; 

And, if you please to stay, that you may 
think so, 

There came, not six days since, from Hull, 
a pipe* 

Of rich Canary, which shall spend itself 
For my lady’s lionor. 

Greedy. Is it of the right race?* 

Ord. Yes, Master Greedy. 

Amb. Haw his motith runs o’er!* 

Fum. I’ll make it run, and run. Save 
your good worship I 

Greedy. Honest Master Cook, thy hand; 
again. How I love thee! 

Are the good dishes still in being? Speak, 
boy. 

Fum. If you have a mind to feed, there 
is a chine 

Of beef, well seasoned. 

Greedy. Good! 

A pheasant, larded. 
Greedy. That I might now give thanks 
for’t 1 

Other kickshaws.* 

Besides, there came last night, from the 
forest of Sherwood, 

The fattest stag I ever cooked. 


• Ever. 

‘ vintage. 


* Waters. 

• Triflca, 


I « • • 

. 111 . 
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Greedy. A stag, man I 

Fum. A stag, sir; part of it prepared for 
dinner, « 

And baked in puff-paste. 

Greedy. Puff-paste too! Sir Giles, 

A ponderous chine of beef! a pheasant 
larded ! 

And red deer too, Sir Giles, and baked in 
puff-paste ! 

All business set aside, let us give thanks 
here.' 

Fum. How the lean skeleton's rapt! 

Over. You know we cannot. 

Mar. Your worships are to sit on a com- 
mission, 

And if you fail to come, you lose the cause. 

Greedy. Cause me no causes. I’ll prove’t, 
for such dinner. 

We may put off a commission; you shall 
find it 

Henrici decimo quarto* 

Over. Fie, Master Greedy! » 

Will you lose me a thousand pounds for a 
dinner? 

No more, for shame! We must forget the 
belly 

When we think of profit. 

Greedy. Well, you shall o’er-rule me; 

I could e’en cry now. — Do you hear, Master 
Cook, 

Send but a corner* of that immortal pasty. 

And I, in thankfulness, will, by your boy, 

Send you, — a brace of three-pences. 

Fum. Will you be so prodigal? 


Enter Wellborn 


Over. Remember me to your lady. Who 
have we here? 

Well. You know me. 

Over, I did once, but now I will not; 
Thou art no blood of mine. Avaunt, thou 
beggar! “ 

If ever thou presume to own me more. 

I’ll have thee caged and whipped. 

Greedy. I’ll grant the warrant. 

Think of Pie-corner,* Furnace! 

[Exeunt Overreach, 

Greedy, and Marrall] 

Watch. Will you out, sir? 

' Right now. . , 

* Statutes were so designated by the year. 

’ A Sp eS house with a play on the comer 
of pie. 


I wonder how you durst creep in. < 

Ord. This is rudeness. 

And saucy impudence. 

Amb. Cannot you stay 

To be served, among your fellows, from the 
basket,' 

But you must press into the hall? 

Fum. Prithee, vanish 

Into some outhouse, though it be the 
pigsty. 

My scullion shall come to thee. 

Enter Allworth 


Well. This is rare. 

O, here’s Tom Allworth. Tom! 

All. We must be strangers, » 

Nor would I have you seen here for a 
million. Exit 

Well. Better and better. He contemns 
me tool 

Enter Waiting Woman and Chambermaid 

Woman. Foh, what a smell’s here ! What 
thing’s this? 

Cham.^ A creature 

Made out of the privy. Let us hence, for 
love’s sake. 

Or I shall swoon. 

Woman. I begin to faint already. 

Exeunt Waiting Woman 
and Chambermaid 
Watch. Will you know your way? 

Amb. Or shall we teach it you. 

By the head and shoulders? 

Well. No; I will not stir; 

Do you mark, I will not. Let me see the 
wretch 

That dares attempt to force me. Why, you 
slaves. 

Created only to make legs,* and cringe; « 
To carry in a dish, and shift a trencher; 
That have not souls only to hope a blessing 
Beyond black-jacks* or flagons; you, that 
were bom 

Only to consume meat and drink, and batten 
Upon reversions! —Who advances? Who 

Shows me the way? 

Ord. My lady I 

* In which broken meat was placed for the poor. 

* Bow. 

» Leathern drinking cups. 

* Feast on kitchen remains. 
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Enter Lady Allwohth, Waiting Woman, 

and Chambermaid 

Cham. Here’s the monster. 

Woman. Sweet madam, keep your glove 
to 3 ’oiir nose. 

Cham. Or let me 

Fetch some perfumes’ may be predominant; 
You wrong yourself else. 

Well. Madam, my designs 

Bear me to you. 

L. All. To me ! 

And though I have met with 
But ragged entertainment from your grooms 
here, „ 

I liope from you to receive that noble usage 
As" may become the true friend of your 
husband, 

And then I shall forgot these. 

I ani amazed 

To see and hear this rudeness. Darest tliou 
think, 

Though sworn.* that it can ever find belief, 
That I, who to tlie Ix’st men of this countrj' 
Denied my presence since my husband’s 
death, 

Can fall so low as to change words with 
thee, * 

Thou son of infamy I Forbear my house, ro 
A nd know and keep the distance that’s be- 
tween us; 

Or, though it be against my gentler temper, 
I shall take order* you no more shall be 
An eyesore to me. 

Scorn me not, good la<ly, 
But, as in form you arc angelical, 

Imitate the heavenly natures, and vouchsafe 
At the least a while to hear me. You will 
grant 

The blood that runs in this arm is as noble 
As that which fills your veins. Those costly 
jewels. 

And those rich clothes you wear, your men’s 
observance, ^ 

And women’s flatterj-. are in you no virtues, 
Not these rags, with my poverty, in me 
vices. 

You have a fair fame, and, I know, deserve 
It; 

Yet, lady, I must say, in nothing more 
Than in the pious sorrow you have shown 

’ Supply tlint. 

“That. 

•TIuiiii'li oulli wf-rc taken 
* l*ioviili- ttiat. 


For your late noble husband. 

Ord. How she starts 1 

Fum. And hardly can keep finger from 
the eye. 

To hoar him named. 

L. All. Have you aught else to say? 

Well. That husband, madam, was once in 
his fortune 

Almost as low as I; want, debts, and 
quarrels i® 

Lay heavy on him. Let it not be thought 
A boast in me. thougli I say. I relieved him. 
Twas I that gave him fashion;* mine the 
sword, 

That did on all occasions second his. 

I brought him on and off with honor, lady; 
And when in all men’s judgments he was 
sunk. 

And, in his own hopes, not to be buoyed up. 
I stepped unto him. took him by the hand, 
And set him upright. 

P Are not we base rogues. 
That could forget this? 

I confess, you made him no 
Master of j’our estate; nor could your 
friends. 

Though he brought no wealth with him, 
blame you for it; 

I' or he had a shape, and to that shape a 
mind 

Made up of all parts, either great or noble; 
So winning a behavior, not to be 
Uesisted, madam. 

’Xis most true, he had. 

11 ell. For his sake, then, in that I was 
his friend, 

Do not contemn me. 

For what's past excuse me, 
I will redeem it. Or<lcr, give the gentleman 
A hundred pounds. 

II (Yf. Is^o, madam, on no terms. »»> 

I will nor beg nor borrow sixpence of you, 
But be supplied elsewhere, or want thus 
ever. 

Only one suit I make, which you deny not 
To strangers; and ’tis this. 

Whispers to her 
Fie I nothing else? 
Well. Nothing, unless you please to 
charge your servants 
To throw away a little iTspect upon me. 
All. \\ hat you deman<i is youra. 

I thank you, lady. 

‘Gave him social form. 
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Now what can be wrought out of such a suit 
Is yet in supposition. I have said all; 
When you please, you may retire. 

[Exit Lady All.] 
Nay, all’s forgotten; lao 
[To the Servants] 

And, for a lucky omen to project, 

Shake hands, and end all quarrels in the 
cellar. 

Ord. Agreed, agreed. 

Fum. Still merry Master Wellborn. 

Exeunt 

ACT II, SCENE I 

[A Room in Overreach's House'\ 

Enter Overreach and Marrall 

Over. He’s gone, I warrant thee; this 
commission crushed him. 

Mar. Your worships* have the way on’t, 
and ne’er miss 

To squeeze these unthrifts into air; and yet. 
The chapfallen “ justice did his part, re- 
turning 

For your advantage the certificate,* 

Against his conscience, and his knowledge 
too. 

With your good favor, to the utter ruin 
Of the poor farmer. 

Over. Twas for these good ends 

I made him a justice. He that bribes his 
belly. 

Is certain to command his soul. 

Mar. I wonder, 10 

Still with your license, why, your worship 

having 

The power to put his thin-gut in commis- 
sion. 

You are not in’t yourself? 

Over. Thou art a fool. 

In being out of office I am out of danger; 
Where, if I were a justice, besides the 

trouble, 

I might or out of wilfulness or error 
Run myself finely into a prcemunire* 

And so become a prey to the informer. 

No, I’ll have none of’t; ’tis enough I keep 
Greedy at my devotion.® So he serve » 

* Men like your worship. 

® Lean-faced. 

• Ruling out the document. 

* Encroachment on crown rights. 

• Devoted to my interests. 


My purposes, let him hang or damn, I care 
not. 

Friendship is but a word. 

Mar. You are all wisdom. 

Over. I would be worldly wise. For the 
other wisdom. 

That does prescribe us a well-governed life. 
And to do right to others as ourselves, 

I value not an atom. 

Mar. What course take you, 

With your good patience, to hedge in the 
manor 

Of your neighbor. Master Frugal? As ’tis 
said 

He will nor sell, nor borrow, nor exchange; 
And his land, lying in the midst of your 
many lordships, #o 

Is a foul blemish. 

Over. I have thought on’t, Marrall, 

And it shall take. I must have all men 
sellers, 

And I the only purchaser. 

Mar. Tis most fit, sir. 

Over. I’ll therefore buy some cottage near 
his manor. 

Which done. I’ll make ray men break ope 
his fences, 

Ride o'er his standing corn, and in the night 
Set fire on his barns, or break his cattle’s 
legs. 

These trespasses draw on suits, and suits 
expenses. 

Which I can spare, but will soon beggar him. 
When I have harried him thus two or three 
year, 

Though he sue in forma pauperis,^ in spite 
Of all his thrift and care, he’ll grow behind- 
hand. 

Mar. The best I ever heard 1 I could 
adore you. 

Over. Then, with the favor of my man of 
law, 

I will pretend some title. Want will force 
him 

To put it to arbitrament; then, if he sell 
For half the value, he shall have ready 
money. 

And I possess his land. 

Tis above wonder I 

Wellborn was apt to sell, and needed not 
These fine arts, sir, to hook him in. 

Quer. thought on. « 

* The standing of a pauper. 
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This varict, Marrall, lives too long, to up- 
braid me 

With my close cheat* put upon him. Will 
nor cold 

Nor hunger kill him? 

Mar. I know not what to think on’t. 
I have used all means; and the last night I 
caused 

Ilis host, the tapster, to turn him out of 
doors; 

And have been since with all your friends 
and tenants, 

And, on the forfeit of your favor, charged 
them, 

Though a crust of mouldy bread would keep 
him from starving, 

Yet they should not relieve him. This is 
done, sir. 

Over. That was something, Marrall; but 
thou must go further, n 

And suddenly, Marrall. 

Mar. Where, and when you please, sir. 

Oi’cr. I would have thee seek him out, 
and, if thou canst. 

Persuade him that ’ti.s better steal than beg. 
Then, if I prove he has but robbed a hen- 
roost, 

Not all the world shall save him from the 
gallows.* 

Do any thing to work him to despair, 

And ’tis thy masterpiece. 

Mar. I will do my best, sir. 

Over. I am now on my main work with 
the Lord Lovell, 

The gallant-minded, popular Lord Lovell, 
The minion of the people’s love. I hear to 
H e’s come into the country, and my aims 
are 

To insinuate myself into his knowledge. 

And then invite him to my house. 

I have you; * 

This points at my young mistress. 

Over. She must part wdth 

That humble title, and write honorable, 
Right honorable, Marrall, my right honor- 
able daughter, 

If all I have, or e’er shall get, will do it. 

I’ll have her well attended; there arc ladies 
Of errant knights decayed and brought so 
low, 


* Socrot cheating. 

\ Crimlnala were hanged for trifling crimes, 

* I iiiiucrslantl you. 


That for cast clothes and meat will gladly 
servo her. «> 

And ’tis my glor>', though I come from the 
city, 

To have their issue wliom I have undone, 

To kneel to mine as bondslaves. 

Mar. Tis fit state, sir. 

Over. And therefore, I'll not have a cham- 
bermaid 

That tics her shoes, or any meaner oflBce, 
But such whose fathers were right wor- 
shipful. 

’Tis a rich man’s pride! there having ever 
been 

More than a feud, a strange antipathy, 
Between us and true gentry. 

Enter Wellborn 


Mar. See, who’s here, sir. 

Over. Hence, monsterl prodigyl 
B e//. Sir, your wife’s nephew. » 

She and my father tumbled in one belly. 
Over. Avoid my sight! Thy breath’s in- 
fectious, rogue! 

I shun thee as a leprosy, or the plague. 
Come hither, Marrall. [Aside] This is the 
time to work him. Exit 

Mar. I warrant you, sir. 

Well. By this light I think he’s mad. 
Mar. Mad! Had j'ou ta’en compassion 
on yourself, 

Aou long since had been mad. 

Well. You have ta’cn a course, 

Between you and my venerable uncle, 

To make me so. 

Mar. The more pale-spirited you. 

That would not be instructed, I swear 
deeply— ,« 

Well. By what? 

By my religion. 

Thy religion 1 

The devil’s creed. But what would you 
have done? 

Mar. Had there been but one tree in all 
the shire, 

Nor any hope to compass a penny halter, 
Before, like you, I had outlived my fortunes, 
A withe had sened my turn to hang myself. 
I am zealous in your cause; pray you hang 
yourself, 

And presently,* as you love your credit. 

I thank you. 

* .\t once. 
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Mar. Will you stay till you die in a ditch, 
or lice devour you? 

Or, if you dare not do the feat yourself, n* 
But that you’ll put the state to charge and 
trouble, 

Is there no purse to be cut, house to be 
broken, 

Or market-woman with eggs, that you may 
murder. 

And so dispatch the business? 

Well. Here’s variety, 

I must confess. But I’ll accept of none 
Of all your gentle offers, I assure you. 

Mar. Why, have you hope ever to eat 
again. 

Or drink, or be the master of three farth- 

ings? . , ... 

If you like not hanging, dro^vn yourseli ! 

Take some course 
For your reputation. 

Well. Twill not do, dear tempter, 120 

With all the rhetoric the fiend hath taught 
you. 

I am as far as thou art from despair. 

Nay, I have confidence, which is more than 
hope. 

To live, and suddenly, better than ^ver-— 
Mar. Ha! hal These castles you build in 

the air 

. Will not persuade me or to give or lend 

A token to you. , 

Well. I’ll be more kind to thee. 

Come, thou shalt dine with me. 

Mar. With you! 

Well. Nay more, dine gratis. 

Mar.* Under what hedge, I pray you? or 
at whose cost? 

Are they padders' or abram-men that are 

your consorts? i_ ^ *u ^ 

Well. Thou art incredulous; but tnou 

shalt dine . 

Not alone at her house, but with a gallant 

lady ; 

With me, and with a lady. t x 1 j ■? 

Mar. Lady! what lady? 

With the Lady of the Lake, or queen of 

fairies? , ^ , j- 

For I know it must be an enchanted dinner. 

Well. With the Lady Aliworth, knave. 
Mar. Nay, now there s hope 

Thy brain is cracked. 

Well. Mark there, with what respect 

' Foot-pads. . , 

^ Beggars pretending insanity. 


I am entertained. 

Mar. With choice, no doubt, of dog- 
whips. 

Why, dost thou ever hope to pass her 
porter? 

Well. ’Tis not far off, go with me; trust 
thine ovm eyes. 

Mar. Troth, in my hope, or my assurance 
rather, 

To see thee curvet,' and mount like a dog 
in a blanket, 

If ever thou presume to pass her threshold, 
I will endure thy company. 

Well. Come along then. 

Exeunt 

SCENE II 

iA Room in Lady Allworth's House} 

[Enter} Allworth, Waiting Woman, Cham- 
bermaid, Order, Amble, Furnace, and 

Watchall 

Woman. Could you not command your 
leisure one hour longer? 

Cham.. Or half an hour? 

All. I have told you what my haste is: 
Besides, being now another’s, not mine own. 
Howe’er I much desire to enjoy you longer. 
My duty suffers, if, to please myself, 

I should neglect my lord. 

Woman. Pray you do me the favor 

To put these few quince-cakes into your 
pocket; 

They are of mine own preserving. 

Cham. And this marmalade; 

Tis comfortable for your stomach. 

Woman. And, at parting. 

Excuse me if I beg a farewell from you. 10 
Cham. You are still before me. I move 

the same suit, sir. 

[Allworth] kisses them severally 

Fum. How greedy these chamberers are 
of a beardless chin 1 
I think the tits' will ravish him. 

My service 

To both. 

Woman. Ours waits on you. 

Cham. And shall do ever. 

Ord. You are my lady’s charge, be there- 
fore careful 

That you sustain your parts. 

1 Toss. * Wenches. 


642 


PHILIP MASSINGER 


11. ii. 


TI Oman. We can bear, I warrant you. 

Exeunt Waiting Woman 
and Chambermaid 
Furn. Here, drink it off; the ingredients 
are cordial, 

And this the true elixir.’ It hath boiled 
Since midnight for you. Tis the quin- 
tessence 

Of five coek.s of the game,* ten dozen of 
sparrows, ^ 

Knuckles of veal, potato-roots and marrow. 
Coial and ambergris. Were you two years 
older. 

And I liad a wife, or gamesome mistress, 

I duist trust you with neither. You need 
not bait 

After tliis, I warrant you, though your 
joiirncy’.s long; 

You may ride on the strength of this till 
to-morrow inoniing. 

All. "iour courtesies ovenvhelm me. I 
much grieve 

To part from such true friends, and yet find 
comfort. 

My attendance on my honorable lord 
Uhose resolution holds to visit my lady « 
Will speedily bring me back. 

JKnockinr/ at the gale. Exit Watch.all] 

Mar. [wiihm] Dar'st thou venture 
further? 

II ell. [within] Yes, yes, and knock again. 

/ p . 'Tis lie; disperse I 

Amb. Perform it bravely. 

Fum. I know my cue. ne’er doubt me. 

Exeunt [all but Allwouth] 

lRe-]cnter Watciiall, ceremoniously intro- 
ducing Wellbohn and Marball 

Watch Beast that I was, to make you 
stay I Most welcome. 

You were long since expected. 

Well. * Q , 

^ c ■ IT so much 

i o my frieod, I pray you 

lt%or his sake^ 

Well. jg nothing. 

T t More than ever 

I would have believed, though I had found 
Jt m my primer. 

All. When I have given you reasons for 
my late harshness, 

' I’n.lonp.T Ot life. 

® OaiMf-cocks. 


You’ll pardon and excuse me; for, believe 

40 

Though now I part abruptly, in my service 
I will desen e it. 

Mar Service! with a vengeancel 

Well. I am satisfied. Farewell, Tom. 

All joy stay with you I 

Exit 

Re-enter Amble 

Amb. You are happily encountered; I 
yet never 

Presented one so welcome as I know 
^ oil will be to iny lady. 

Mar. Xhis is some vision, 

Ur, sure, these men are mad, to worship a 
dunghill; 

It cannot be a truth. 

. Bo still a pagan, 

An unbelieving infidel. Be so, miscreant, 

And meditate on ‘blankets, and on dog- 
whipsl’ „ 

Re-enter FuRaNacd 

Furn. I am glad you are come; until I 
know your pleasure 

I knew not liow to serve up my lady’s 
dinner. 

Mar. His pleasure I Is it possible? 

What’s thy will? 
rum. Marr>’, sir, I liave some grouse, and 
turkey chicken, 

Some rails ’ and quails, and my lady willed 
me ask you, 

What kind of sauces best affect your palate. 
1 hat I may use my utmost skill to please it. 
ilar. [n,siV/c] The devil’s entered this 
cook. Sauce for his palate I 
That, on my knowledge, for almost this 

twelvemonth, 

Durst wish but cheese-parings and brown 
bread on Sundnj’s. «, 

HV//. That way I like them best. 

done, sir. Exit 
n i ll. \Miat think you of ‘the hedge we 
shall dine untler?’ 

Shall we feed gratis? 

^I/ar. I know not what to think; 

Pray you make me not mad. 

Re-enter Ordek 

Ord. This place becomes you not; 

ra> >ou walk, sir, to the dining-room. 

‘ A water bird. 
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Well. I am well here, 

Till her ladyship quits her chamber. 

Mar. Well here, say you? 

Tis a rare change! But yesterday you 
thought 

Yourself well in a barn, wrapped up in 
pease-straw. 

Re-enter Waiting Woman and Chambermaid 

Woman. 0 sir, you are wished for. 

Cham. My lady dreamt, sir, of you. 

Woman. And the first command she gave, 
after she rose, w 

Was — her devotions done — to give her 
notice 

When you approached here. 

Cham. Which is done, on my virtue. 

Mar. I shall be converted. I begin to 
grow 

Into a new belief, which saints nor angels 

Could have won me to have faith in. 

Woman. Sir, my lady! 

Enter Lady Allworth 

L. All. I come to meet you, and 
languished till I saw you. 

This first kiss is for form ; I allow a second 

To such a friend. Kisses Wellborn 

Mar. To such a friend! Heaven bless 
met 

Well. I am wholly yours. Yet, madam, 
if you please 

To grace this gentleman with a salute — » 

Afar. Salute me at his bidding! 

Well. I shall receive it 

As a most high favor. 

L. All. Sir, you may command me. 

[Advances to kiss 
Marrall, u'ho retires] 

Well. Run backward from a lady ! and 
such a lady! 

Mar. To kiss her foot is, to poor me, a 
favor 

I am unworthy of. Offers to kiss her foot 

L. All. Nay, pray you rise; 

And since you are so humble. I’ll exalt you. 

You shall dine with me to-day, at mine own 

table. 

Mar. Your ladyship’s table! I am not 
good enough 

To sit at your steward’s board. 

L, You are too modest. 

I will not be denied. 


Re-enter Furnace 

Fum. Will you still be babbling » 

Till your meat freeze on the table? The old 
trick still; 

My art ne’er thought on! 

L. All. Your arm. Master Wellborn, — 
Nay, keep us company. [ To Marrall] 
Mar. I was ne’er so graced. 

Exeunt Wellborn, Lady Allworth, 
Amble, Marrall, Waiting Woman, 
[a7id Chambermaid] 

Ord. So! We have played our parts, and 
are come off well; 

But if I know the mystery, why my lady 
Consented to it, or why Master Wellborn 
Desired it, may I perish ! 

Fum. Would I had 

The roasting of his heart that cheated him, 
And forces the poor gentleman to these 
shifts! 

By fire! — for cooks are Persians,’ and swear 
by it — 100 

Of all the griping and extorting tyrants 
I ever heard or read of, I ne’er met 
A match to Sir Giles Overreach. 

Watch. What will you take 

To tell him so, fellow Furnace? 

Fum. Just as much 

As my throat is worth, for that would be the 
price on’t. 

To have a usurer that star\-es himself. 

And wears a cloak of one and twenty years 
On a suit of fourteen groats,’ bought of the 
hangman. 

To grow rich, and then purchase, is too 
common. 

But this Sir Giles feeds high, keeps many 
sen’ants, »“> 

Who must at his command do any outrage; 
Rich in his habit, vast in his expenses; 

Yet he to admiration ’ still increases 
In wealth and lordships. 

Ord. He frights men out of their estates, 
And breaks through all law-nets, made to 
curb ill men. 

As they were cobwebs. No man dares re- 
prove him. 

Such a spirit to dare and power to do were 
never 

Lodged so unluckily. 

» Worshippers of fire. 

• A trivial sum. 

* Wonder. 
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Re-enter Amble [laughing} 

Amb. Ha! hii! I shall burst. 

Ord. Contain thyself, man. 

Fum. Or make us partakers 

Of your sudden mirth. 

Amb. Ha! ha! My lady has got 

Such a guest at her table — this term-driver' 
Marrall, 

This snip of an attorney — 

Furn. What of him, man? 

Amb. The knave thinks still he’s at the 
cook’s shop in Ram Alley,* 

Where the clerks divide, and the elder is to 
choose ; 

And feeds so slovenly! 

Fum. Is this all? 

Amb. My huly 

Drank to him for fashion sake, or to please 
Master Wellborn; 

As I live, he rises, and takes up a di.di 
In which there were some remnants of a 
boiled capon, 

And pledges her in white broth! 

Furn. Nay, ’tis like 

The rest of his tribe. 

Amb. And when I brought him^wine, 

He leaves his stool, and, after a leg’ or two. 
Most humbly thanks my wor.diip. 

Ord. Risen already I 

Amb. I shall be chid.* 

Re-enter Lady Allworth, Wellborn, and 

Marrall 

Fum. My lady frowns 

Voii wait well! 
[To Amble] 

Let me have no more of this; I obsen-ed 
you jeering. 

Sirrah, I’ll have you know, whom I think 
worthy 

To sit at my table, be he ne’er so mean, 
When I am present, is not your eompanion,’ 

Ord. Nay, she’ll presence what’s due to 
her. 

Fum. This refreshing 
Follows your flux of laughter. 

L. AIL [to Wellborn] You are master 
Of your own w’ill. I know so much of man- 
ners, 


140 


* Petti fo(r(for. 

»A low street abounding In cook-shops. 

Bow. • Scolded. « Copesmatc. 


As not to inquire your purposes. In a word, 
To me you are ever welcome, as to a house 
That is your own. 

Well, [aside to Marrall] Mark that. 
Mar. With reverence, sir, 

An it like' your worship. 

]J'c//. Trouble yourself no further, 

Dear madam; my heart's full of zeal and 
service. 

However in my language I am sparing. 
Come, Master Marrall. 

Mar. I attend j’our worship. 

Exeunt Wellborn and Marrall 
L. All. I see in your looks you arc sorry, 
and you know me 

An en.-^y mistress. Be merry; I have forgot 
all. 

Order and Furnace, come with me. I must 
give you uo 

Further directions. 

Ord. What you please. 

Fum. We are ready. 

Exeunt 

SCENE III 

[The Country near Lady Allworth's House] 

[Enter] AVellborn, and Marr.all [bare- 

headed] 

]] ell. I think I am in a good way. 

Mar. Good! sir; the best way, 

The certain best way. 

There arc casualties 
That men arc subject to. 

You arc above them; 
And as you are already worshipfid, 

I hope ere long you will increase in worship, 
And be right worshiphd. 

Prithee do not flout me: 
What I shall bo, I shall be. Is’t for your 
ease. 

You keep your hat off? 

Mar. Easel an it like your worship I 
I hope Jack Marrall shall not live so long, • 
To prove himself such an unmannerly beast 
Though it hail hazel-nuts, as to be covered 
When your worship's present. 

]] ell. [aside] Is not this a true rogue, 

That, out of mere hope of a future cozen- 
age,* 

Can turn thus suddenly? Tis rank already. 

‘If it please. * Cheating. 
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Mar. I know your worship’s wise, and 
needs no counsel, 

Yet if, in my desire to do you service, 

I humbly offer my udvdce — but still 
Under correction — I hope I shall not 
Incur your high displeasure. 

Well. No; speak freely. 

Afar. Then, in my judgment, sir, my 
simple judgment — 

Still with your worship’s favor — I could wish 
you 

A better habit, for this cannot be 
But much distasteful to the noble lady — 

I say no more — that loves you; for, this 
morning. 

To me, and I am but a swine to her, 

Before the assurance of her wealth per- 
fumed you. 

You savored not of amber.* 

Well. I do now then! 

Afar. This your batoon* hath got a touch 
of it. 

Kisses the end of his cudgel 
Yet, if you please, for change,® I have 
twenty pounds here, 

Which, out of my true love. I’ll presently » 
Lay down at your worship’s feet; ’twill 
serve to buy you 
A riding-suit. 

Well. But where’s the horse? 

Mar. My gelding 

Is at your service. Nay, you shall ride me, 
Before your worship shall be put to the 
trouble 

To walk afoot. Alas ! when you are lord 
Of this lady’s manor, as I know you will be. 
You may with the lease of glebe land, 
called Knave’s-acre, 

A place I would manure, requite your vassal. 

Well. I thank thy love, but must make 
no use of it. 

What’s twenty pounds? 

Mar. ’Tis all that I can make,® sir. « 

Well. Dost thou think, though I want 
clothes, I could not have them. 

For one word to my lady? 

J^ar. As I know not thatl 

Well. Come, I will tell thee a secret, and 
so leave thee. 

I will not give her the advantage, though 
she be 


> Ambergris. 
» Stick. 

• Of dress. 


‘ Field. 
»Do. 


A gallant-minded lady, after we are 
married — 

There being no woman but is sometimes 
froward — 

To hit me in the teeth, and say, she was 
forced 

To buy my wedding-clothes, and took me on 
With a plain riding-suit, and an ambling nag. 
No, I’ll be furnished something like myself. 
And so farewell. For thy suit touching 
Knave’s-acre, • « 

When it is mine, ’tis thine. 

Mar. I thank your worship. 

Exit Wellborn 

How was I cozened in the calculation 
Of this man’s fortune 1 My master cozened 
too. 

Whose pupil I am in the art of undoing 
men; 

For that is our profession! Well, well, 
Master Wellborn, 

You are of a sweet nature, and fit again to 
be cheated; 

Which, if the Fates please, when you are 
possessed 

Of the land and lady, you, sans question, 
shall be. 

I’ll presently think of the means. 

Walks by, musinj 

Enter Overreach, [speaking to a Servant 

withml 

Over. Sirrah, take my horse. » 

i’ll walk to get me an appetite. ’Tis but a 
mile. 

And exercise will keep me from being pursy.* 
Ha! Marrall! Is he conjuring? Perhaps 
T'he knave has wrought the prodigal to do 
Some outrage on himself, and now he feels 
Compunction in his conscience for’t. No 
matter, 

So it be done. — Marrall! 

Afar. Sir. 

Over. How succeed we 

In our plot on Wellborn? 

Mar. Never better, sir. 

Over. Has he hanged or drowned himself? 

Mar. No, sir, he lives; 

Lives once more to be made a prey to 
you, ™ 

A greater prey than ever. 

Over. Art thou in thy wits? 

^ Short winded. 
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If (liou ar(, reveal this miracle, and briefly 

Mar. A lady, sir, is fallen in love with 
hjm. 

Over. With him. Wliat lady? 

Lady Allworth. 
Over. Thou dolt I How darst thou speak 
this? 

Mar. I speak truth. 

And I do so but once a year, unless 

It be to you, sir. We dined with her lady- 
ship. 

I thank his worship. 

R'5 worship! 

1 dined with him, at the trreat lady's table 

bimple as I stand here; ‘ and .saw' when she 
kissed him, 

And would, at his request, have kissed me 
too. 

But I was not so audacious as some youths 
are, 

TInit ,l..ro do anythins, bo it ne'er so absurd, 
And sad after performance. 

lo tell me fhe.se impossibilities 
Dine at her table I and kiss liinVl or thee I 
Impudent varlet, liave not I nivsell 

to whom Brcat countesses’ doors have oft 
flew open, 

Ten times attempted, since her husband's 
death, 

In vain to see her, thouph I eame, ,a suitor? 

WellbZ: -1 ^h’ue 

ere brougiit into lier presence, feasted with 

ilcrl 

This most incredible lie would call up one 
On thy buttermilk clieeks. 

o ^ eves sir 

Or fa.sto? I fori hor good cheer in inv beUy’ 

Ov(r. -iou shall feel me, if you give not 
over, sirrah. 

^"Kullod"'"’ 

With a bewar's plot, assisted bv the aids 
Of scriinK-men and chambermaids, for be- 
yond these 

Thou never saw’st a wo.nan, or I'll quit you 
I roin my employments. 

you credit this yet? 


On my confidence of their marriage, I offered 
cllbom — 

{Aside) I would give a crown now I duret 
say liis worship — 

My nag, and twenty pounds. 

Did you so, idiotl 
Strikes him down. 

Was this the way to work him to despair 

Or raflier to cros.< me? ' 

Mar. Will your worship kill me? 

Ui’cr. ^o, no; but drive the lying spirit 
out of you. 

Mar. He’s gone. 

Oi’cr. I have done then. Now, for- 
getting 

Vour late imaginary feast and lady, uo 

Know, my Lord Lovell dines with me to- 
morrow. 

Bo careful nought be wanting to receive him, 
And bid my daughter’s women trim her up 
Tliougli (hey paint lier, so she catch the 
lord, 111 thank them. 

Tlierc’s a piece for my late blows. 

ifar fa,s-«/c] I must yet suffer; 

Jfiit (here may be a time— 

Ho you grumble? 

Mar. •VT^ . 

No, sir. 

[Exeunt] 

ACT in, SCENE I 

[The Country near Overreach's House] 

[Enter Lord] Lovell, Allwouth, and 

Servants 


‘ Dro.csof} a.s I nrn. 
All reniaiii soriuus. 


lov. Walk file horses down Uie hill, 
oomedung m private 
I must impart to AlKvorth 

ill Exeunt Sen'ants 

Wh,.f T /■ H mv lord, 

Altho.r't^'^J^^^ M t*'>ty. watching. 

Although I could put off the use of sleep, 

And ever wait on your commands to seWe 
0 , 

M’hnt ih.nRors, Ihough in ne'er so horrid 
shapes, 

Nay dead, itself, though I should run to 
meet it, 

^‘'“sulicrT“* 

But still the retribution will fall short 
Of jour bounties showered upon me. 

l^OV* r 

Loving youth, x« 
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Till what I purpose be put into act, 

Do not o’erprize it. Since you have trusted 
me 

With your soul’s nearest, nay, her dearest 
secret. 

Rest confident 'tis in a cabinet locked* 
Treachery shall never open. I have found 
you — 

For so much to your face I must profess, 
Howe’er you guard your modesty with a 
blush for’t — 

More zealous in your love and service to 
me 

Than I have been in my rewards. 

All. Still great ones, 

Above my merit. 

Lov. Such your gratitude calls 'em, » 
Nor am I of that harsh and rugged temper 
As* some great men are taxed with, who 
imagine 

They part from the respect due to their 
honors 

If they use not all such as follow 'em, 
Without distinction of their births, like 
slaves. 

I am not so conditioned.® I can make 
A fitting difference between my footboy 
And a gentleman by want compelled to 
serve me. 

All. Tis thankfully acknowledged; you 
have been 

More like a father to me than a master. » 
Pray you, pardon the comparison. 

Lov. I allow it. 

And, to give you assurance I am pleased 
in’t. 

My carriage and demeanor to your mistress. 
Fair Margaret, shall truly witness for me 
I can command my passions. 

All. ’Tis a conquest 

Few lords can boast of when they are 
tempted — O ! 

Lov. Why do you sigh? Can you be 
doubtful of me? 

By that fair name I in the wars have pur- 
chased. 

And all my actions, hitherto untainted, 3 » 

I will not be more true to mine own honor, 
Than to my Allworth! 

All. As you are the brave Lord Lovell, 
Your bare word only given is an assurance 

' Supply which. 

* Which. 

■ I am not of such a nature. 


Of more validity and weight to me 
Than all the oatlis, bound up with impreca- 
tions. 

Which, when they would deceive, most 
courtiers practise; 

Yet being a man — for, sure, to style you 
more 

Would relish of gross flattery— I am forced. 
Against my confidence of your worth and 
virtues, 

To doubt, nay more, to fear. 

Lov. So young, and jealous! 

All. Were you to encounter with a single 
foe, 60 

The victory were certain; but to stand 
The charge of two such potent enemies. 

At once assaulting you, as wealth and 
beauty, 

And those too seconded with power, is odds 
Too great for Hercules. 

Lov. Speak your doubts and fears. 

Since you will nourish them, in plainer lan- 
guage, 

That I may understand them. 

All What’s your will, 

Though I lend arms against myself — pro- 
vided 

They may advantage you— must be obeyed. 
My much-loved lord, were Margaret only 
fair, 60 

The cannon of her more than earthly form. 
Though mounted high, commanding all be- 
neath it. 

And rammed with bullets of her sparkling 
eyes. 

Of all the bulwarks that defend your senses 
Could batter none, but that which guards 
your sight. 

But when the well-tuned accents of her 
tongue 

Make music to you, and with numerous* 
sounds 

Assault your hearing — such as Ulysses, if he 
Now lived again, howe’er he stood the 
Sirens, 

Could not resist — the combat must grow 
doubtful TO 

Between your reason and rebellious passions. 
Add this too ; when you feel her touch, and 
breath 

Like a soft w’estem wind when it glides o'er 
Arabia, creating gums and spices; 

And, in the van, the nectar of her lips, 

1 Rliythmical. 
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Wliich you must taste, bring the battalia on 
Well anried, and strongly lined * with her 
discourse, 

And knowing manners, to give entertain- 
ment ; — 

Hippolyfus himself would leave Diana, 

To follow suclj a Venus. 

Love hath made you so 

Poetical, Allworth. 

Grant all these beat off, 
Which if it be in man to do, you'll do it, 
Mammon, in Sir Giles Overreach, steps in 
With heaps of ill-got gold, and so much 
land, 

To make her more remarkable, as would tire 
A falcon’s wings in one day to fly over. 

0 my good lord! These powerful aids, 
which would 

Make a mis-shapen negro beautiful 

Vet are but ornaments to give her luster, 
Tliat in herself is all perfection — must » 

1 re\’ail for her. I hero release your trust. 
’Tis happiness enough for me to sen-c you 

And sometimes, with chaste eyes, to look 
upon her. 

Lov. Why, shall I swear? 

0, by no means, ipy lord ; 
And wrong not so your judgment to the 
world 

As from your fond indulgence to a boy 

"iour page, your servant, to refuse a bless- 
ing 

Divers great men arc rivals for. 

, ’ Suspend 

^our judgment till the trial. How far is it 
i'o Overreach’s liouse? 

At the most, some 

half hours riding; 

Vou'll soon be (here. 

,, And you the sooner freed 

J’rom your jealous f«>ars. 

lliiit I <lurst but liope it I 

Eivunt 

SCENE II 

[A Room in OcerreacA's //oiwe] 

[Enter] Oveurf-acii, Greedy, and Marrau. 

Over. Spare f„r no cost ; let iny .Iressera 
craek wiib the weight 
Of curious viand.s. 

Orcedy. 'Store indeed’s no sore,’ sir. 

' Ki'iriforccd. 




Over. That proverb fits your stomach, 
Master Greedy. ’ 

And let no plate be seen but what’s pure 
gold, 

Or such whose workmanship exceeds the 
matter 

That it is made of. Let ray choicest linen 
Perfume the room, and, when we wash, the 
water. 

With precious powders mixed, so please my 
lord, 

That he may with envy wish to bathe so 
ever. 

Mar. 'Twill be very chargeable.* 

Avaunt, you drudge 1 w 
i^ow all my labored ends are at the stake, 
Is’t a time to think of thrift? Cal! in my 
daughter. 

[Exit Marrall] 
And, Master Justice, since you love choice 
dishes, 

And plenty of ’em — 

Greedy. As I do, indeed, sir, 

Almost as much as to give thanks for ’em. 

Oi’tT. I do confer that providence,* with 
iny power 

Of absolute command to have abundance, 
To your best care. 

Greedy. I’ll punctually discharge it, 

And gnve the best directions. Now am I, 

In mine own conccat, a monarch: at the 
least, ^ 

Areh-president of the boiled, the roast, the 
baked; 

I'or which I will eat often, and give thanks 
When my belly's braced up like a drum: 
and that’s pure justice. Exit 

Over. It must be so. Should the foolish 
girl prove modest, 

She may spoil all. She hail it not from me. 

u from her mother. I was ever forward, 

As she must be. and therefore I’ll prepare 
her. 

[A’nter] Margaret 


Alone.— and U t your women wait without. 
Mary. ^ our pleasure, sir? 

Oi’cr. Hal this is a neat dressing! 

lliose orient pearls and diamonds well 
placed tool ^ 

The gown affects me not,* it should have 
been 

' Expensive. * Foresight. • I do not like. 
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Embroidered o’er aad o’er with flowers of 
gold; 

But these rich jewels and quaint fashion 
help it. 

And how below? since oft the wanton eye, 
The face observed, descends unto the foot, 
Which being well proportioned, as yours is, 
Invites as much as perfect white and red. 
Though without art. How like you your 
new woman, 

The Lady Downfallen? 

Marg. Well, for a companion; 

Not as a servant. 

Over. Is she humble, Meg? «<) 

And careful too, her ladyship forgotten? 

Marg. I pity her fortune. 

Over. Pity her! Trample on her. 

I took her up in an old tamin' gown — 
Even starved for want of twopenny chops — 
to serve thee, 

And if I understand she but repines 
To do thee any duty, though ne’er so ser\'ile. 
I’ll pack her to her knight, where I have 
lodged him, 

Into the counter,* and there let them howl 
together. 

Marg. You know your own ways; but for 
me, I blush 

When I command her, that was once at- 
tended “ 

With persons not inferior to myself 
In birth. 

Over. In birth I Why, art thou not my 
daughter. 

The blest child of my industry and wealth? 
Why, foolish girl, was’t not to make thee 
great 

That I have run, and still pursue, those ways 
That hail down curses on me, which I mind 
not? ^ 

Part with these humble thoughts, and apt* 

thyself 

To the noble state I labor to advance thee; 
Or, by my hopes to see thee honorable, 

I will adopt a stranger to * my heir, “ 

And throw thee from my care. Do not pro- 
voke me. 

Marg. I will not, sir; mould me which 
way you please. 

* Linaey wolsey. 

* Prison. 

■ Fit. 

*For. 


Re-enter Greedy 


Over. How! interrupted! 

Greedy. Tis matter of importance. 

The cook, sir, is self-willed, and will not 
learn 

From my experience. There’s a fawn 
brought in, sir. 

And, for my life, I cannot make him roast it 
With a Norfolk dumpling in the belly of it; 
And, sir, we wise men know, without the 
dumpling 

’Tis not worth three-pence. 

Over. Would it were whole in thy belly. 
To stuff it out! Cook it any way. Prithee, 
leave me. to 

Greedy. Without order for the dumpling? 
Over. Let it be dumpled 

Which way thou wilt; or tell him, I will 
scald him 

In his own cauldron. 

Greedy. I had lost my stomach * 

Had I lost my mistress dumpling. I’ll give 
thanks for’t. [Exii^ 

Over. But to our business, Meg. You 
have heard who dines here? 

Marg. I have, sir. 

Over.* ’Tis an honorable man; 

A lord, Meg, and commands a regiment 
Of soldiers, and, what’s rare, is one himself, 
A bold and understanding one. And to be 
A lord, and a good leader, in one volume, «o 
Is granted unto few but such as rise up 
The kingdom’s glory. 

Re-enter Greedy 


Greedy. I’ll resign my office. 

If I be not better obeyed. 

Over. ’Slight, art thou frantic? 

Greedy. Frantic ! 'twould make me frantic, 
and stark mad. 

Were I not a justice of peace and quorum 


too, 

bich this rebellious cook cares not a straw 
for. 

lere are a dozen of woodcocks * — 

')DeT. Make thyself 

lirteen, the baker’s dozen. 
jreedy. I contented, 

they may be dressed to my mind. He 


» Courage as well as appetite, 
a Regarded a foolish bird. 
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A new device for sauce, and will not dish 
them ^ 

With toasts and butter. My father was a 
tailor, 

And rny name, tliongh a justice, Greedy 
Woodcock ; 

And, ere Hi see my lineage so abused, 

I II give up my commission. 

Over, [loudly] Cook! — liogue, obey him I 
I ha\ c gi\ en the word, pray j’ou now re- 
move youi>elf 

To a collar of brawn,' and trouble me no 
further. 

Greedy. I will, and meditate what to eat 
at dinner. 

Over. And as I said, Meg, when this gull “ 
disturbed us. 

This honorable lord, this colonel, 

I would have tliy husband. 

Mary. There’s too much disparity 
Between his quality’ and mine, to hope it 

Over. I more than hope, and doubt not 
to cfTcct it. 

Be thou no enemy to thyself. My weailli 
Shall weigh his titles down, and make you 
equals. 

Now for the means to assure him thine 
obsen-e me; * ' 

Remember he’s a courtier, and a soldier, 

And not to bo trifled with; and, therefore 
when ' 

Ho comes to woo you, sec you do not coy it 
Ihis mincing modesty has spoiled many a 
match 

By a first refusal, in vain after hoped for. no 

Marg. You’ll have me, sir, presen'e the 
distance that 

Confines a virgin? 

, Virgin me no virgins! 

1 must have you lose that name, or you lose 
me. 

I will have you private— start not— I sav 
private. 

If thou art my true daughter, not a bastard. 
Ihou wilt venture alone with one man 
though he came 

Tike Jiiiutcr to Semele. and come ofT* too- 

And therefore, when he kisses vou, ki4 
close, 

Marg I l,avo heard this is the strumpet’s 
lashjon, sir, 

“•Nock of a boar." Ncilson. 

* 1 * 001 . 

• Position, station. 

•And succeed. 


Which I must never learn. 

Learn any thing i» 
And from any creature that may make thee 
great ; 

From the devil himself. 

Marg. [a^ide] This is but devilish 

doctrine. 

Over. Or, if his blood grow hot, suppose 
he offer 

Beyond this, do not you stay till it cool, 
But meet his ardor. If a couch be near 
Sit down on’t, and invite him. 

Marg. house, 

^ our own house, sir; for heaven’s sake 
what arc you then? 

Or what shall I be, sir? 

Stand not on form; 
Words are no substances. 

il/nrp. Though you could dispense 

ttuh your o;vn lionor, cast aside religion, .» 

The hopes of heaven, or fear of hell, excuse 
me, 

L» worldly policy, this is not the way 

lo make me his wife; his whore, I grant it 
may do. 

My maiden honor so soon yielded up, 

Na.y, prostitutcil. cannot but assure him 
I. tiiat am light to him. will not hold weight 
lion tomptr<l by others; so. in judgment. 
\Wien to his lust I have given up my honor, 
He luust nnd will forsnkc me. 

How! Forsake thee! 

Ho I wear a sword for fashion? or is this 
arm 

Slmink up or withered? Does there live 'a 
man 

Of that largo list I have encountered with’ 

Gan truly say I e’er gave inch of ground 

Not purchased with his blood that did op- 
pose mo? 

Foi^akc time when tiie thing is done! He 
dares not. 

Give me but proof he has enjoyed thy 
person, 

Though all his captains, echoes to his will, 

Stood armed by his side to justify the 
wrong. 

And lie himself in the head of his bold 
troop, 

Spite of hi^ lordship, and his colonelship, »» 
r t le judges favor, I will make him render 

’ Q. roads: uhcii he is 
* SuDckv ir/m. 
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A bloody and a strict account, and force 
him, 

By marrying thee, to cure thy wounded 
honor! 

I have said it. 

Re-enter M.\rrall 

Mar. Sir, the man of honor’s come, 

Newly alighted. 

Over. In, without reply; 

And do as I command, or thou art lost. 

Exit Margaret 

Is the loud music I gave order for 
Ready to receive him? 

Mar. Tis, sir. 

Over. Let them sound 

A princely welcome. [Exit Marrall] 
Roughness awhile leave me; 

For fa^vning now, a stranger to my nature, i«o 
Must make way for me. 

Loud music. Enter Lord Lovell, Greedy, 
Allworth, and Marrall 

Lov. Sir, you meet your trouble. 

Over. What you are pleased to style so 
is an honor 

Above my worth and fortunes. 

All. [aside^ Strange, so humble. 

Over. A justice of peace, my lord. 

Presents Greedy to him 
Lov. Your hand, good sir. 

Greedy. [aside'\ This is a lord, and some 
think this a favor; 

But I had rather have my hand in my 
dumpling. 

Over. Room for my lord. 

Lov. I miss, sir, your fair daughter 

To crown my welcome. 

Over. May it please my lord 

To taste a glass of Greek wine first, and 
suddenly ' 

She shall attend my lord. 

Lov. You’ll be obeyed, sir. 

Exeunt all but Overreach 
Over. ’Tis to my wish. As soon as come, 
ask for her! 

Why, Meg! Meg Overreach. — 

[Re-enter Margaret] 

Howl tears in your eyes! 
Hah! dry them quickly or I’ll dig ’em out. 

^ At once. 


Is this a time to whimper? Meet that great- 
ness 

That flics into thy bosom, think what ’tis 
For me to say, ‘My honorable daughter;’ 
And thou, when I stand bare, to say, ‘Put 
on,’ 

Or, ‘Father, you forget yourself.’ No more; 
But be instructed, or expect — he comes. 

Re-enter Lord Lovell, Greedy, Allworth, 

and Marr.all 

A black-browed girl,* my lord. 

Lov. As I live, a rare one. iso 

They salute 

All. [aside] He’s ta’en already. I am lost. 
Over. That kiss 

Came twanging off, I like it. Quit the room. 

[Exeunt all but Overreach, 
Lovell, and Margaret] 
A little bashful, my good lord, but you, 

I hope, will teach her boldness. 

Lov. I am happy 

In such a scholar; but — 

Over. I am past learning, 

And therefore leave you to yourselves. — Re- 
member. [Aside to Margaret, and exit] 
Lov. You see, fair lady, your father is 
solicitous, 

To have you change the barren name of 
virgin 

Into a hopeful wife. 

Marg. His haste, my lord, 

Holds no power o’er my will. 

Lov. But o’er your duty. i» 

Marg. Which forced too much, may break. 
Lov. Bend rather, sweetest. 

Think of your years. 

Marg. Too few to match with yours; 
And choicest fruits too soon plucked, rot 
and w’ither. 

Lov. Do you think I am old? 

Marg. I am sure I am too young. 

Lov. I can advance you. 

Marg. To a hill of sorrow. 

Where every hour I may expect to fall. 

But never hope firm footing. You are 
noble, 

I of a low descent, however rich; 

And tissues matched with scarlet suit but ill.’ 

O, my good lord, I could say more, but that 

* A deprecatory remark. 

» Silks matched with woolens. 


052 


PHILIP MASSINGER 


III. ii. 


I <Iare not trust these walls. 

Lot>. Pray you, trust n>y car thcn.ix>i 

He-cntcr Ovekreach [behind}, lislcning 

Over. Close at it! Whispering! This is 
excellent ! 

And, by their postures, a consent on both 
parts. 

Rc-enlcr Greedy behind 

Greedy. Sir Giles, Sir Giles! 

Over. The great fiend stop that clapper! 
Greedy. It must ring out, sir, when luy 
belly rings noon. 

Tlie baked-mcats are run out, the roast 
turned powder. 

Over. I shall powder you. 

Greedy. Boat me to dust, I care not. 
In such a cause as this. I'll die a martyr. 
Over. Marry, and shall, you barathnim* 
of the shambles! Strikes him 

Greedy. How! strike a justice of peace 1 
Tis petty treason, ,io 

Eduardi quinlo.' But that you are my 
friend, 

I would commit you without bail br main- 
prize.^ 

Over. Leave your bawling, sir, or I shall 
commit you 

Where you shall not dine to-day. Disturb 
my lord, 

When he is in discourse! 

Is’t a time to talk 
When we should be munching? 

Hah! I heard some noise. 
Over. Mum, villain; vanish! Shull we 
break a bargain 

Almost made up? Thriists Greedy of} 

Lady, I understand you, 
And rest most happy in your choice, believe 
it. 

I’ll be a careful pilot to direct 
Your yet uncertain bark to a port of safety. 

Mary. So .shall your honor save two lives 
and bind us 
Your slaves for ever. 

Lot; , J in the act rewarded, 

bmcc It IS good. Howe’er, you must put on 
An amorous carriage towards me to delude 

‘ Glutton. 

* Tho year of the statute. 

Writ comiiiaridiiiK the Bherlff to take ball. 


Your subtle father. 

Morg. I am prone * to that. 

Lov. Now break we off our conference 

Sir Giles! 

Where is Sir Giles? 

[Overreach comes jorward} 

Rc-enlcr Allworth, Marrall, and Greedy 

Over. My noble lord; and how 

Docs your lordship find her? 

Eov. Apt, Sir Giles, and coming; 

And I like her the better. 

Over. So do I too. »o 

Lov. Yet should we take forts at the first 
assault, 

'Twerc poor in the defendant. I must con- 
firm her 

With a love-letter or two, which I must have 
Delivered by my page, and you give way 
to’t. 

Oi»cr. With all my soul — a towardly gen- 
tleman 1 

^our hand, good Master Allworth. Know 
my house 

Is ever open to you. 

All. [asu/c] ’Twas shut till now. 

OiTr. Well done, well done, my honor- 
able daughterl 

Thou rt so already. Know this gentle youth, 
And cherish him, my honorable daughter, i*o 
Marg, I shall, with my best care. 

Noise within, as of a coach 
Over. A coach! 

Greedy. More stops 

Before we go to dinnerl 0 my guts! 

Enter Lady Allworth and Wellbmin 

L. All. If I ^ welcome, 

^ou share in it; if not, I’ll back again, 

Now I know your ends; for I come armed 
for all * 

Can be objected. 

Loy. How! the Lady Allworthl 

Over. And thus attended I 

Lovell salutes Lady Allw(»th; 

Lady Allworth salutes M.\RQ.^RET 

. No, T am a dolt I 

1 he spirit of lies hath entered me I’ 

Peace, patch,* 

• Ready to do that 

• Suj>piy that . 

• Kool. 
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’Tis more than wonder! an astonishment 
That does possess me wholly! 

l^ov. Noble lady, 

This is a favor, to prevent ‘ my visit. ao.. 
The service of my life can never equal. 

L. All. My lord, I laid wait for you, and 
much hoped 

You would have made my poor house your 
first inn ; 

And therefore doubting that you might for- 
get me, 

Or too long dwell here, having such ample 
cause. 

In this unequalled beauty, for your stay, 
And fearing to trust any but. myself 
With the relation* of my service to you, 

I borrowed so much from my long restraint 
And took the air in person to invite you. 200 
Lov. Your bounties are so great, they rob 
me, madam. 

Of words to give you thanks. 

L. All. Good Sir Giles Overreach. — 

[Salutes Aim] 

How dost thou, Marrall? Liked you my 
meat so ill, 

You'll dine no more with me? 

Greedy. I will, when you please, 

An it like’ your ladyship. 

L. All. When you please, Master Greedy. 
If meat can do it, you shall be satisfied. 

And now, my lord, pray take into your 
knowledge 

This gentleman; howe’er his outside’s coarse, 

Presents Wellborn 

His inward linings are as fine and fair 
As any man’s. Wonder not I speak at 
large; ^ 

And howsoe’er his humor carries him 
To be thus accoutred, or what taint soever, 
For his wild life, hath stuck upon his fame, 
He may, ere long, with boldness, rank him- 
self 

With some that have contemned him. Sir 
Giles Overreach, 

If I am welcome, bid him so. 

Over. My nephew! 

He has been too long a stranger. Faith you 
have, 

Pray let it be mended. 

Lovell confers aside with Wellborn 
Mar. Why, sir, what do you mean? 

This is 'rogue Wellborn, monster, prodigy, 

» Anticipate. • If yo“ please. 

■* Expression. * Freely. 



That should hang or drown himself;’ no 
man of worship, 

Much less your nephew. 

Over. Well, sirrah, we shall reckon 

For this hereafter. 

Mar. I’ll not lose my jeer. 

Though I be beaten dead for’t. 

IFc//. Let my silence plead 

In my excuse, ray lord, till better leisure 
Offer itself to hear a full relation 
Of my poor fortunes. 

Lov. I would hear, and help ’em. 

Over. Your dinner waits you. 

Lov. Pray you lead, we follow. 

L. All. Nay, you are my guest. Come, 
dear Master Wellborn. 

Exeunt all hut Greedy 

Greedy. ‘Dear Master Wellborn I’ So 
she said. Heaven! heaven! 

If my belly would give me leave, I could 
ruminate 200 

AH day on this. I have granted twenty 
warrants 

To have him committed, from all prisons 
in the shire. 

To Nottingham jail; and now, ‘Dear 
Master Wellborn!’ 

And ‘My good nephew!’ But I play the 
fool 

To stand here prating, and forget my 
dinner. — 

Re-enter Marrall 


Are they set, Marrall? 

Mar. Long since. Pray you a word, sir. 
Greedy. No wording now. 

Mar. In troth, I must. My master, 

Knowing you are his good friend, makes 
bold with you. 

And does entreat you, more guests being 
come in 

Than he expected, especially his nephew, 300 
The table being full too, you would excuse 


him. 

And sup with him on the cold meat. 

Greedy. How! No dinner, 

After all my care? 

Tis but a penance for 
A meal; besides, you broke your fast. 

Greedy. That was 

But a bit to stay my stomach. A man in 
commission 

Give place to a tatterdemalion! 
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No bug words/ sir. 
Should his worship hear you — 

Greedy. Lose my dumpling too, 

And buttered toasts, and woodcocks! 

Come, ha\'c patience. 
If you will di.'jpense a little with your wor- 
ship,* 

And sit with the waiting women, you’ll have 
dumpling, sio 

Woodcock, and buttered toasts too. 

Greedy. This revives me. 

I will gorge there sufTiciently, 

This is the way, sir. 

Exeunt 

SCENE III 

[Another Room in Orcrreach'f! Rouse] 
[Enter] OvE^RE.^CII, as from dinner 

Over. She’s cauglit! 0 women! She ne- 
glects my lord. 

And all her compliments applied to Well- 
born I 

The garments of her widowhood laid by, 
She now appears ns glorious a.s the spring, 

Her eyes fixed on him, in the wine she 
drinks, 

He being her pledge, she sends him'burning 
kisses. 

And sits on thorns, til! she be private with 
him. 

Slie leaves my meat * to feed upon hi.s looks. 
And if in our di.scourse he he but named, 
Prom her a deep sigh follows. And why 
grieve I 

All that IS hers is mine, as I will work him. 

Enter M.\rtiiALL 

Mnr. Sir, the whole board is troubled at 
your rising. 

Over. No matter, I’ll excuse it. Prithee 
Marrall, ’ 

Watch an occasion to invite my nephew 
10 speak with mo in privafo, 

Tlf/T I Ih)? ‘The rogue 

ihe lady scorned to look on?’ 

are a wag. 

Enter Lady Allwortii and Wellborn 

Mar See, sir, she’s come, and cannot be 
without him. 


’ Tlircats. 


’ Importance. * Food. 


L. All. With your favor, sir, after a plen- 
teous dinner, 

I shall make bold to walk a turn or two, » 
In your rare garden. 

Over. There’s an arbor too, 

If your ladyship please to use it. 

All. Come, Master Wellborn. 

Exeunt Lady Allworth and Wellborn 

Over. Grosser and grosser! Now I believe 
the poet 

Feigned not, but was historical, when he 
wrot e 

Pasiphae was enamored of a bull. 

This lady s lust’s more monstrous. — My 
good lord, 

Enter Lord Lovell, Marg.\ret, and ihe re&i 
Excuse my manners. 

Lou, There needs none, Sir Giles, 

I may ere long say father, when it pleases 
My dearest mistress to give warrant to it. 
Over. She shall seal to it, my lord, and 
make me happy. „ 

Re-enter TVelujorn and Lady Allworth 

Marg. My lady is returned. 

, Provide my coach, 

ril instantly away. My thanks. Sir Giles, 
lor my entertainment. 

’Tis your nobleness 

To think it such. 

E. All. I must do you a further wrong 
In taking away your honorable guest. 

Lov. I wait on you, madam. Farewell, 
good Sir Giles. 

L. All. Good Mistress Margaret! Nay, 
come, Master Wellborn, 

I must not leave you behind; in sooth, I 
miLst not. 

Over. Rob me not, madam, of all joys at 
once 

Let my nephew stay behind. He shall have 
my coach, *o 

Anti, after some small conference between 
us, 

Soon overtake your ladyship. 

, Stay not long, sir. 

Eov. Tliis parting kiss. [ATsscs M.\rg.\R£t 1 
lou shall every day licar from me, 

By my faithful page. 

'Tis a sendee I am proud of. 
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Exeunt Lord Lovell, Lady All- 
worth, Allworth, and Marrall 

Over. Daughter, to your chamber. — Exit 
Margaret] You may wonder, nephew, 
After so long an enmity between us, 

I should desire your friendship. 

Well. So I do, sir. 

Tis strange to me. 

Over. But I’ll make it no wonder; 

And what is more, unfold my nature to you. 
We worldly men, when we see friends and 
kinsmen » 

Past hope sunk in their fortunes, lend no 
hand 

To lift them up, but rather set our feet 
Upon their heads, to press them to the 
bottom. 

As, I must yield,' with you I practised it. 
But, now I see in you a way to rise, 

I can and will assist you. This rich lady — 
And I am glad of’t — is enamored of you. 

’Tis too apparent, nephew. 

Well. No such thing. 

Compassion rather, sir. 

Over. Well, in a word, 

Because your stay is short. I’ll have you 
seen “ 

No more in this base shape; nor shall she 
say, 

She married you like a beggar, or in debt. 

Well, [aside^ He’ll run into the noose, 
and save my labor. 

Over. You have a trunk of rich clothes, 
not far hence, 

In pawn. I will redeem ’em; and that no 
clamor 

May taint your credit for your petty debts, 
You shall have a thousand pounds to cut 
’em off. 

And go a free man to the wealthy lady. 

Well. This done, sir, out of love, and no 
ends else — 

Over. As it is, nephew' — 

Well. Binds me still your servant, to 

Over. No compliments, you are staid for. 
Ere you have supped 

You shall hear from me. My coach, knaves, 
for my nephew. 

To-morrow I will visit you. 

Well. Here’s an uncle 

In a man’s extremes 1 * How much they do 
belie you. 

That say you are hard-hearted! 

^ Admit. * Extremities. 


Over. My deeds, nephew, 

Shall speak my love. What men report I 
weigh not. Exeunt 


ACT IV, SCENE I 
{A Room in Lady Allworth’s Housel 
{Enter Lord] Lovell and Allworth 

Lov. ’Tis well; give me my cloak. I now 
discharge you 

From further service. Mind your own 
affairs, 

I hope they w'ill prove successful. 

All, What is blest 

With your good wish, my lord, cannot but 
prosper. 

Let aftertimes report, and to your honor, 
How much I stand engaged, for I want 
language 

To speak my debt. Yet if a tear or two 
Of joy, for 5 'our much goodness, can supply 
My tongue’s defects, I could — 

Lov. Nay, do not melt. 

This ceremonial thanks to me’s super- 
fluous. lO 

Over, [within'] Is my lord stirring? 

Lov. ’Tis he! O, here’s your letter. Let 
him in. 

Enter Overreach, Greedy, and Marrall 

Over. A good day to my lord! 

Lov. You are an early riser, 

Sir Giles. 

Over. And reason, to attend your lord- 
ship. 

Lov. And you, too, Master Greedy, up so 
soon ! 

Greedy. In troth, my lord, after the sun 

I cannot^eep, for I have a foolish stomach 
That croaks for breakfast. With your lord- 
ship’s favor, 

I have a serious question to demand 
Of my w’orthy friend Sir Giles. 

Lov. Pray you use your pleasure. » 

Greedy. How far, Sir Giles, and pray you 
answ'er me 

Upon your credit, hold you it to be 
From your manor-house, to this of my 
Lady’s Allworth’s? 
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Over. Why, some four mile. 

Greedy. Howl four luilo. frooil Sir Giles — 
Upon your reputation, think better. 

For if you do abate but one half-quarter 
t)f live, you do yourself the greatest wrong 
1 hat can be in the world; for four miles 
riding 

Could not have raised so huge an appetite 
As I feel gnawing on me. 

Whether you ride, 30 
Or go afoot, you arc that way still* pro- 
vided, 

An it please your worship. 

Over. How now, sirrah? Prating 

Before my lord I No difference ! Go to my 
nephew, 

.Sec all his debts discharged, and help his 
worship 

To fit on his rich suit. 

Mar. [n.s/c/c] I may fit you too. 

To.sscd like a dog still! Kxit 

i'Ov. I have writ this morning 

A few lines to iny inMre.ss, your fair 
daughter. 

Over. 'Twill fire her, for she’s wholly 
yours already. 

Sweet Master Allworth, take n^y ring. 
’Twill carry you 

To her presence, I dare warrant you; and 
there plead to 

For my good lord, if you shall find occasion. 
That done, pray ride to Nottingham, get a 
license, 

Still by this token. I'll have it dispatched. 
And suddenly, my lord, that I may say. 

My honorable, nay, riglit honorable 
daughter. 

Greedy. Take my advice, young gentle- 
man, get your breakfa.st. 

'Tis unwholesome to ride fasting. I’ll eat 
with you. 

And oat to purpose. 

Over. Some Fury’s in that gut. 

Hungry again! Did you not devour, this 
morning, 

A shield of brawn,’ and a barrel of Col- 
chester oysters? 

Greedy. Why, that was, sir, only to scour 
my stomach, 

A kind of a preparative. Come, gentleman, 

I will not have you feed like the hangman 
of Flushing,’ 

‘Ahvays. nerk. 

No one would cat witli a liaugman. 


Alone, wliile I am here. 

L>ov. Haste your return. 

All. I will not fail, my lord. 

Greedy. Nor I, to line 

My Cliristmas coffer. 

Exeunt Greedy and Allworth 
Oi'cr. To my wish. We are private. 
I come not to make offer with my daughter 
A certain portion, that were poor and trivial. 
In one word. I pronounce all that is mine, 
In lands or leases, ready coin or goods, » 
With her, my lord, conics to you; nor shall 
you have 

One motive to induce you to believe 
I live too long, since every year I’ll add 
Something unto the heap, which shall be 
yours too. 

Lov. You are a right kind father. 

Over. You shall have reason 

To think me such. How do you like this 
seal ? ‘ 

It is well wooded, and well W’atered, the 
acres 

Fertile and rich. Would it not serve for 
change 

To entertain your friends in a summer 
progress? 

What thinks my noble lord? 

^ov. 'Tis a wholesome air, » 

And well-built pile; and she that’s mistress 
of it. 

Uorthy the large revenue. 

Over. She the mistressi 

It may be so for a time. But let my lord 
Say only that he likes it, and would have it, 
I say, ore long ’tis liis. 

Impossible. 

Over. You do conclude too fast, not 
knowing me. 

Nor the engines’ that I work by. ’Tis not 
alone 

The Lady Allworth’s lands, for those once 
Wellborn ’.«? — 

As by Iier dotage on him I know they will 
bc^— 

Shall soon be mine; but point out any 
man’s k 

In all the shire, and say they lie convenient, 
And useful for yo\jr lordship, and once more 
I say aloiul. they are youi?!. 

>Miat s by unjust and cniel moans extorted. 
My fame and credit are more dear to me, 

* riuie of n-sidcnct*. * Devievs. 
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Than so to expose ’em to be censured by 
The public voice. 

Over. You run, my lord, no hazard. 

Y'our reputation shall stand as fair, 

In all good men’s opinions, as now; 

Nor can my actions, though condemned for 

ill, 00 

Cast any foul aspersion upon yours. 

For, though I do contemn report myself 
As a mere sound, I still will be so tender 
Of what concerns you, in all points of honor. 
That the immaculate whiteness of your 
fame, 

Nor your unquestioned integrity. 

Shall e’er be sullied with one taint or spot 
That may take from your innocence and 
candor.* 

All my ambition is to have my daughter 
Right honorable, which my lord can make 
her. 

And might I live to dance upon my knee 
A young Lord Lovell, born by her unto you, 
I write nil ultra * to my proudest hopes. 

As for possessions and annual rents. 
Equivalent to maintain you in the port * 
Your noble birth and present state requires, 
I do remove that burthen from your 
shoulders, 

And take it on mine own. For, though I 
ruin 

The country to supply your riotous waste. 
The scourge of prodigals, want, shall never 

find you. . 

Lov. Are you not frighted with the im- 

precations 

And curses of whole families, made wretched 

By your sinister practices? 

Over. Yes, as rocks are. 

When foamy billows split themselves against 
Their flinty ribs; or as the moon is moved 
When wolves, with hunger pined, ^ liowl at 
her brightness. 

I am of a solid temper, and, like these, 
Steer on a constant course. With mine o\\n 

sword, , . 

If called into the field, I can make that 

right, 

Which fearful enemies murmured at as 

120 

wrong. 

Now, for these other piddling complaints 
Breathed out in bitterness; as when they 

call me 


Extortioner, tyrant, cormorant, or intruder 
On my poor neighbor’s right, or grand in- 
closer 

Of what was common,’ to my private use; 
Nay, when my ears are pierced with widows’ 
cries, 

And undone orphans wash with tears my 
threshold, 

I only think what ’tis to have my daughter 
Right honorable; and 'tis a powerful charm 
Makes me insensible of remorse, or pity, iso 
Or the least sting of conscience. 

Lov. I admire * 

The toughness of your nature. 

Over. Tis for you, 

My lord, and for my daughter, I am marble. 
Nav more, if vou will have mv character 
In little, I enjoy more true delight 
In my arrival to my wealth those dark 
.And crooked ways than you shall e’er take 
pleasure 

In spending what my industry hath com- 
passed. 

My haste commands me hence. In one 
word, therefore, 

Is it a match? 

Lov. I hope, that is past doubt now. uo 
Over. Then rest secure. Not the hate of 
all mankind here. 

Nor fear of what can fall on me hereafter, 
Shall make me study aught but your ad- 
vancement 

One story higher, — an earl, if gold can do it. 
Dispute not my religion, nor my faith. 
Though I am borne thus headlong by my 
will, 

You may make choice of what belief you 
please, 

To me they are equal; so, my lord, good 
morrow. Exit 

Lov. He’s gone. I wonder how the earth 
can bear 

Such a portent I I, that have lived a soldier, 
And stood the enemy’s violent charge un- 
daunted, un 

To hear this blasphemous beast am bathed 
all over 

In a cold sweat. Yet, like a mountain, he — 
Confirmed in atheistical assertions — 

Is no more shaken than Olympus* is 
When angry Boreas loads his double head 
With sudden drifts of snow. 


* Stainlessness. 

• Nothing beyond. 


* Dignity. 

♦ Famished. 


’ \ frequent offense. 

- Wonder. • Probably a slip for Parnassus. 
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Enter Lady Allwortii, Waiting Woman, 

and Amble 

L. All. Save you, my lord I 

Difitiirb I not your privacy? 

Lov. No. good madam. 

For your own sake I am glad you came no 
.sooner, 

Since this bold bad man, Sir Giles Over- 
reach. 100 

Made such a plain di.scovery of himself. 
And read this morning such a devilish 
matin.'!.* 

That I .should think it a sin next to his 
But to repeat it. 

A//. I ne’er pressed, my lord. 

On others’ privacies; yet, against my will, 
Walking, for health’ sake, in the gallcr>' 
Adjoining to your lodgings, I w:is made — 
So ^•ehement and loud he was — partaker 
Of his tempting offens. 

^^ov. Please you to command 

Your .servants hence, and I shall gladly 
hear no 

Your wiser counsel. 

A/f. 'Tis, my lord, a woman’s, 

But true and hearty.— Wait in the next 
room, 

But be within call ; yet not so near* to force 
me 

To whi.sper my intents. 

We are taught better 

By you, good madam. 

M'oman. And well know our distance. 
L. All. Do so, and talk not. Twill be- 
come your breeding. 

Exeunt Amble and Woman 
Now, my good lord. If I may use my free- 
dom. 

As to an honored friend — 

You lessen else 

Your favor to me. 

I'- A/f. I dare then say thus: 

A.s you are noble — howe’er common men I'w 
Make sordid wealth the object and sole end 
Of their industrious aim.s — ’twill not agree 
With tho.se of eminent blood, who are en- 
gaged 

More to prefer their honors than to in- 
crease 

The state left, to ’em by their ancestors, 

To study large additions to their fortunes, 

‘Morning .sonjcc. » Supply as. ‘Promote. 


And quite neglect their births; though I 
must grant, 

Riches, well got, to be a useful servant, 

But a bad master. 

Eov. Madam, 'tis confessed; 

But what infer you from it? 

L. All. This, my lord, m 

That as all wrongs, though thrust into one 
scale, 

Slide of themselves off when right fills the 
other, 

And cannot bide the trial; so all wealth, 

I mean if ill-acquired, cemented to honor 
By virtuous ways achieved, and bravely 
purchased, 

Ls but as rubbish poured into a river— 

Howe'er intended to make good the bank 

Rendering the water, that was pure before, 
Polluted and unwholesome. I allow iw 
The heir of Sir Giles Overreach, Margaret, 
A maid well qualified and the richest match 
Our north part can make boast of. Yet she 
cannot, 

With all that she brings with her, fill their 
mouths,* 

That never will forget who was her father; 
Or that my husband Allworth’s lands, and 
Wellborn’s — 

How wrung from both needs now no repeti- 
tion — 

Were real motives that more worked your 
lordship 

To join your families, than her form and 
virtues. 

You may conceive the rest. 

I do, sweet madam, 
And long since have considered it. I know, 
The sum of all that makes a just man 
happy 

Consists in the well choosing of his wife; 
And there, well to discharge * it, docs require 
Lquality of years, of birth, of fortune; 

For beauty being poor, and not cried up 
By birtli or wealth, can truly mix with 
neither; 

And wealtli, where there’s such difference in 
years, 

And fair descent, nnist make the yoke un- 
easy. 

But I come nearer. 

Pray you do, my lord. 

Loik Were Overreach’s states thrice 
centupled, his daughter 

‘ stop U»e go&sip. » Properly to accoropliBh it. 
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Millions of degrees much fairer than she is, 
Howe’er I might urge precedents to e.xcuse 
me, 

I would not so adulterate my blood 
By marrying Margaret, and so leave my 
issue 

Made up of several pieces, one part scarlet, 
And the other London blue.* In my own 
tomb • 

I will inter my name first. 

L. All. [aside] I am glad to hear this. 
Why then, my lord, pretend your marriage 
to her? 

Dissimulation but ties false knots 
On that straight line by which you, hitherto, 
Have measured all your actions. 

Lov. I make answer, ai 

And aptly, with a question. Wherefore have 
you, 

That, since your husband’s death, have lived 
a strict 

And chaste nun’s life, on the sudden given 
yourself 

To visits and entertainments? Think you, 
madam, 

’Tis not grown public conference,* or the 
favors 

Which you too prodigally have thrown on 
Wellborn, 

Being too reserved before, incur not censure? 
L. All. I am innocent here; and, on my 
life, I swear 
My ends are good. 

Lov. On my soul, so are mine 2*0 

To Margaret; but leave both to the event. 
And since this friendly privacy docs ser\’e 
But as an offered means unto ourseh-es, 

To search each other farther, you having 
shown 

Your care of me, I my respect to you, 

Deny me not, but still in chaste words, 
madam, 

An afternoon’s discourse. 

L. All. So ’ I shall hear you. 

[Exeunt] 

SCENE II 

[Before TapwelVs House] 

[Enter] Tapwell and Froth 

Tap. Undone, undone! This was your 
counsel. Froth. 


Froth. Mine! I defy thee. Did not 
Master Marrall — 

He has marred all, I am sure— strictly com- 
mand us. 

On pain of Sir Giles Overreach’s displeasure, 
To turn the gentleman out of doors? 

'Tis true. 

But now he’s his uncle’s darling, and has got 
Master Justice Greedy, since he filled his 
belly 

At his commandment, to do anything. 

Woe, woe to us! 

Froth. He may prove merciful. 

Tap. Troth, we do not desen'e it at his 
hands. ,0 

Though he knew all the passages* of our 
house, 

As the receiving of stolen goods, and 
bawdry, 

When he was rogue Wellborn no man would 
believe him. 

And then his information could not hurt us. 
But now he is right worshipful again. 

Who dares but doubt his testimony? Me- 
thinks, 

I see thee. Froth, already in a cart, 

For a close* bawd, thine e3’es even pelted 
out ‘ 

With dirt and rotten eggs; and my hand 
hissing. 

If I scape the halter, with the letter R * ™ 

Printed upon it. 

Froth. Would that were the worst! 
That were but nine days wonder. As for 
credit, 

We have none to lose, but we shall lose the 
money 

He owes us, and his custom; there’s the hell 
on’t. 

Tap. He has summoned all his creditors 
by the drum 

And they swarm about him like so many 
soldiers 

On the pay day; and has found out such 

A NEW WAY 

To PAY HIS OLD DEBTS, as ’tis very likely 
He shall be chronicled for it ! 

Froth. He deserves it 

More than ten pageants. But are you sure 
his worship » 

Comes this way, to my lady’s? 

A cry uithin: Brave master Wellborn! 

» Doings. * Secret 

* The branded R for rogue. 


^ Blue was the serv'ant’s color. 

^ Talk. * On these conditions. 
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Tap. Vos; I liear luin. 

Froth. Bo ready with your petition, and 
present it 
To his good grace. 

Enl<r WKLumifN in a rich habit, [M,\«r.\ll.] 
(luKKDY. (Jkdkk, Fiu.nac'E. aiul Creditors; 
1 Ai’WEi.L knediny, (Ulivcr.'i his bill uj debt 

^Vell. Plow’s this! petitioned too? 

But note what iniraeies the pa\!iient of 
A little (rash, and a rich suit of elothe.s, 
Can work upon these rascals! I shall be, 

I think, Prince Wellborn. 

Mar. When your worships married, 

You may be— I know what I liope to .'oe 
you. 

Well. Then look thou for advancement. 

Po i>p kitown 

Your worship’s bailiff, is tlic mark I shoot 
at. 40 

Well. And thou shalt hit it. 

Pray you sir, dispatch 
These needy followers, and for my admit- 
tance,* 

Provided you’ll <lefend me from Sir Giles, 
Whose service I am weary of. I’ll :jay some- 
thing 

You shall give thanks for. 

Well. Pear me not ’ Sir Giles 

This interim, T.\i*wkll and Pkotii flat- 
tering and bribing Jw'iticc Greedy 
Greedy. Who, Tapwell? I remember tliy 
wife brought me. 

Last new-year’s tide, a couple of fat ttirkeys. 
Tap. And shall do every Christinas, let 
your worship 

But stand iny friend now. 

Greedy. Howl Witli Master Wellborn? 
I can do anything with him on sucli terms, w 
Sec you this honest couple, they are good 
souls 

As ever drew out fosset. Have they not 
A pair of honest faces? 

I o’erheard you, 

And the bribe ho promised. You are 
cozened in them; 

For, of’ all the scum that grew rich by my 
riots. 

This, for a most unthankful knave, and this. 
For a base bawd and whore, have worst de- 
served me, 

* Appointment. * Do not ft-ar. * Q. reads by. 


And therefore speak not for ’em. By your 
place 

You arc rather to do me justice; lend me 
your ear. 

Forget his turkeys, and call in his license « 
And, at the next fair. I'll give you a yoke 
of oxen 

Worth all liis poultry. 

Greedy. I am changed on the sudden 
In my opinion! Come near; nearer, rascal. 
And, now’ I view him better, did you e’er 
sec 

One look so like an arch-knave? His very 
countenance. 

Should an undei-stamling judge b\it look 
upon him, 

Would hang him, though he were innocent. 

Tap., Froth. Worshipful sir. 

Greedy. No, thougli the great Turk came, 
instead of turkeys. 

To beg my favor, I am inexorable. 

Tliou hast an ill name. Besides thy musty 
ale. „ 

That hath destroyed many of the king’s 
liege people, 

riiou never hadst in thy house, to stay 
men’s stomachs, 

A piece of Suffolk cheese or gammon of 
bacon. 

Or any esculent,* as the learned call it, 
lor their emolument, but sheer drink only. 
I’ or which gross fault I here do damn tliy 
licence, 

Forbidiling thee ever to tap or draw; 

I'or, instantly, I will, in mine own person, 
Command the constable to pull down thy 
sign. 

And do it before I eat. 

troth. No mercy? 

Greedy. Vanish! » 

If I sliow any, may my promised oxen gore 
me I 

Tap. Unthankful knaves arc ever so re- 
warded. 

Exeunt Gheedy, Tapwell, and Fboth 

UVff. Speak; what are you? 

I Cred. A decayed vintner, sir, 

That might have tlirived, but that your 
worship broke me 

Witli trusting you with muscadine* and 
eggs, 

And live-pound suppers, wdth your after 
drinkings, 

‘ Edible. « ^ sweet wine. 
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When you lodged upon the Bankside.' 

Well. I remember. 

1 Cred. I liave not been hasty, nor e’er 
laid to arrest you; 

And therefore, sir — 

Well. Thou art an honest fellow, 

I’ll set thee up again. See his bill paid. — » 
What are you? 

2 Cred. A tailor once, but now mere 
botcher.’ 

I gave you credit for a suit of clothes, 
Which was all my stock, but you failing in 
payment, 

I was removed from the shopboard, and 
confined 
Under a stall. 

Well. See him paid; and botch no 

more. 

2 Cred. I ask no interest, sir. 

Well. Such tailors need not. 

If their bills are paid in one and twenty 
year, 

They are seldom losers. — O, I know thy face, 

[7*0 3 Creditor 
Thou went my surgeon. You must tell no 
tales; 

Those days are done. I will pay you in 
private. 

Ord. A royal gentleman! 

Fum. Royal as an emperor! 

He’ll prove a brave master. My good 
lady knew 
To choose a man. 

Well. See all men else discharged; 

And since old debts are cleared by a new 
way, 

A little bounty will not misbecome me. 
There’s something, honest cook, for thy 
good breakfasts; 

And this, for your respect. {To Order] 
Take't, 'tis good gold, 

And I able to spare it. 

Ord. Your are too munificent. 

Furn. He was ever so. 

Well Pray you, on before. 

3 Cred. Heaven bless you ! 

Mar. At four o’clock ; the rest know where 

to meet me. 

Exeunt Order, Furnace, 

and Creditors 

Well. Now, Master Marrall, what’s the 
weighty secret 

' The siutlior’s own place of lodging. 

^ Mender. 


You promised to impart? 

Sir, time nor place 

Allow me to relate each circumstance, 

This only, in a word; I know Sir Giles 

Will come upon you for security 

For his thousand pounds, which you must 
not consent to. 

As he grows in heat, as I am sure he will, 

Be you but rough, and say he’s in your debt 

Ten times the sum, upon sale of your land. 

I had a hand in’t — I speak it to my shame — 

When you were defeated ' of it. 

Well. That’s forgiven, n’l 

Mar. I shall desen’e it. Then urge him 
to produce 

The deed in which you passed it over to 
him. 

Which I know he'll have about him, to de- 
liver 

To the Lord Lovell, with many other 
writings. 

And present monies. I’ll instruct you 
further. 

As I wait on your worship. If I play not 
my prize* 

To your full content, and your uncle’s much 
ve.xation. 

Hang up'Jack Marrall. 

Well. I rejy upon thee. 

Exeunt 

SCENE III 

[A Room in Overreach's House'\ 

Enter Allworth and Margaret 


All. Whether to yield the first praise to 
my lord’s 

Unequalled temperance or your constant 
sweetness 

That I yet live, my weak hands fastened on 
Hope’s anchor, spite of all storms of despair, 
I yet rest doubtful. 

Marg. Give it to Lord Lovell; 

For what in him was bounty, in me’s duty. 

I make but payment of a debt to which 
My vows, in that high office’ registered. 

Are faithful witnesses. 

All. ’Tis true, my dearest. 

Yet, when I call to mind bow many fair 

01I6S 10 


' Robbed. 

* Play not my part, 
■ In heaven. 
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Make wilful shipwrecks of their faiths, and 
oaths 

To God and man, to fill the arms of great- 
ness, 

And you rise up [no] less than a gloriotis 
star, 

To the amazement of the world. Ijold out 
Against the stern authoritv of a father. 

And spurn at honor, wlu'n it comes to court 
you : 

I am so tender of your good, that faintly, 
With your wrong, I can wish myself that 
right 

You yet arc pleased to do me. 

Marg. and ever. 

To me what's title, when content is want- 
ing? ™ 

Or wealth, raked up together with much 
care, 

And to be kept with more, when the heart 
pines 

In being dispossessed of what it longs for 
Beyond the Indian mines? or the smooth 
brow 

Of a pleased sire, that slaves me to his will. 
And, so his ravenous humor may be feasted 
By my obedience, iind he see me great, 
L(’avcs to my soul nor faculties nnr power 
To make her own election?' 

But the dangers 

That follow the repulse — 

Marg. To me they are nothing. » 

Let Allworth love, I cannot be \inhappy. 

Suppose tlie woi-st, that, in his rage, he kill 
me, 

A tear or two, by yon dropped on my hearse, 
In sorrow for my fate, will call back life 
So far as but to say, that I ilie yours: 

I then shall rest in peace. Or should he 
prove 

So cniel, as one death would not suffice 
His thirst of vengeance, but with lingering 
torments 

In mind and body I must waste to air, 

In poverty joined with banishment; so you 
share „ 

In my afllictions, which I dare not wish 
you, 

So high I prize you, I could undergo ’em 
With such a patience as should look down 
With scorn on his worst malice. 

. Heaven avert 

Such trials of your true alTection to me I 

‘ Selrct'on. 


Nor will it unto you, that are all mercy, 
Show so much rigor. But since we must 
run 

Such desperate hazards, let us do our best 
To steer between them. 

Marg. Your lord’s ours, and sure; 

And, though but a young actor, second me » 
In doing to the life what he has plotted, 

Enter Overreach [behind] 

The end may yet prove happy. Now, my 
Allworth. her jather] 

All. To your letter, and put on a seeming 
anger. 

Marg. I’ll pay my lord all debts due to 
his title; 

And when with terms, not taking from his 
honor, 

He docs solicit me, I shall gladly hear him. 
But in this peremptory, nay, commanding 
way, 

To appoint a meeting, and, without my 
knowledge, 

A priest to tie the knot can ne’er be undone 
Till death unloose it, is a confidence « 
In his lordship* will deceive him. 

I hope better, 

Good lady. 

Marg. Hope, sir, what you please. For 
me 

I must take a safe and secure course. I 
have 

A father, and without liis full consent, 
Though all lords of the land kneeled for my 
favor, 

I can grant nothing. 

I like this obedience. 
^ [Comes forward] 

But whatsoe’er my lord writes, must and 
shall be 

Accepted and embraced. Sweet Master All- 
worth, 

You show yourself a true and faithful 
senaut 

To your good lord; he has a jewel of you. 
How! frowning, Meg? are these looks to re- 
ceive 

A messenger from my lord? What's this? 
Give me it. 

Marg. A piece of arrogant paper, like the 
inscriptions. 

‘ Supply tfuit. 
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Over, [reads] ‘Fair mistress, from your 
ser\'ant learn, all joys 

That we can hope for, if deferred, prove 
toys; ^ 

Therefore this instant, and in private, meet 
A husband, that will gladly at your feet 
Lay down his honors, tendering them to you 
With all content, the church being paid her 
due.’ 

Is this the arrogant piece of paper? Fooll «> 
Will you still be one? In the name of 
madness, what 

Could his good honor write more to content 
you? 

Is there aught else to be wished, after these 
two. 

That are already offered, marriage first, 

And lawful pleasure after; what would you 
more? 

Marg. Why, sir, I would be married like 
your daughter, 

Not hurried away i’ th’ night I know not 
whither, 

Without all ceremony; no friends invited 
To honor the solemnity. 

All. An’t please your honor, 

For so before to-morrow I must style you, » 
My lord desires this privacy, in respect 
His honorable kinsmen are afar off. 

And his desires to have it done brook not 
So long delay as to expect* their coming; 
And yet he stands resolved, with all due 
pomp, 

As running at the ring, plays, masks, and 
tilting. 

To have his marriage at court celebrated. 
When he has brought your honor up to 
London. 

Over. He tells you true; ’tis the fashion, 
on my knowledge. 

Yet the good lord, to please your peevish- 


ness, 

Must put it off, forsooth, and lose a night, 
In which perhaps he might get two boys on 
thee. 

Tempt me no further, if you do, this goad 

[Points to his sword] 


Shall prick you to him. 

Marg. I could be contented. 

Were you but by, to do a father’s part, 

And give me in the church. 

Qyer, So my lord have you, 


> Trifles. 


■ Await. 


What do I care who gives you? Since my 
lord 

Does purpose to be private, I’ll not cross 
him. 

I know not. Master Allworth, how my lord 
May be provided, and therefore there’s a 
purse 1,0 

Of gold, ’twill serve this night’s expense. 
To-morrow 

I’ll furnish him with any sums. In the mean 
time. 

Use my ring to my chaplain; he is beneficed 
At my manor of Got’era, and called Parson 
Willdo. 

Tis no matter for a license. I’ll bear him 
out in’t. 

Marg. With your favor, sir, what war- 
rant is your ring? 

He may suppose I got that twenty ways, 
Without your knowledge; and then to be 
refused 

Were such a stain upon me I If you pleased, 
sir, 

Your presence would do better. 

Over. Still perverse! iso 

I say again, I will not cross my lord. 

Yet I’ll prevent* you too.— Paper and ink, 
there! 

All. I can furnish you. 

Over. I thank you, I can write then. 

Writes on his book 
All. You may, if you please, put out the 
name of my lord. 

In respect he comes disguised, and only 
write, 

‘Marry her to this gentleman.’ 

Over, Well advised. 

’Tis done; away. [Marg.aret kneels] My 
blessing, girl ? Thou hast it. 

Nay, no reply, be gone.— Good Master All- 
worth, 

This shall be the best night’s work you ever 
made. 12, 

All. I hope so, sir. 

Exeunt Allworth and Margaret 
Over. Farewell! — Now all’s cocksure. 
Methinks I hear already knights and ladies 
Say, Sir Giles Overreach, how is it with 
Your honorable daughter? Has her honor 
Slept well to-night? or, will her honor please 
To accept this monkey, dog, or paroquit — 
This is state in ladies — or my eldest son 
To be her page, and wait upon her trencher? 

» Anticipate. 
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My cnfl.c, my ends arc compjisscd — then for 
Wellborn 

And tlic lands. Were he once married to 
the widow — 

I have liim here — I can scarce contain my- 
self, ito 

I am so full of joy, nay, joy all over. Eiit 

ACT V. SCENE I 
[A Room in Lady Allworlh's House] 
[Enter Lord] Lovell, Latly Allworth, and 

A MULE 

L. All. By this you know how strong the 
motiv'es were 

That did, my lord, induce me to dispense 
A little, with my gravity, to advance, 

In personating some few favoi*s to him, 

The plots and projects of the down-trod 
Wellborn. 

Nor shall I e’er repent, although I suffer 
In some few men’s opinions for’t, the action; 
For he that ventured all for my dear 
husband 

Might justly claim an obligation from mo 
To pay him such a courtesy; which hud I lo 
Coyly or ovcr-curioiisly * denied, 

It might have argued me of little love 
To the deceased. 

i^ov. What you intended, madam, 

For the poor gentleman hath found good 
success; 

For. as I understand, his debts are paid. 

And ho once more furnished for fair em- 
ployment. 

But all the arts that I have used to rai.>5e 
The fortunes of your joy and mine, young 
AH wort h, 

Stand yet in supposition, though I hope 
well ; 

For the young lovers arc in wit more 
pregnant » 

Than their years can promise; and for their 
desires. 

On my knowledge, they are equal. 

As my wishes 

Arc with yours, my lord, yet give me leave 
to fear 

The building, though well grounded. To 
deceive 

‘ Fastidiously. 


Sir Giles, that’s both a lion and a fox 
In his proceedings, were a work beyond 
The strongest undertakers; not the trial 
Of two weak innocents. 

Lov. Despair not, madam. 

Hard things are compassed oft by easy 
means; 

And judgment, being a gift derived from 
heaven, w 

Though sometimes lodged i’ th’ hearts of 
worldly men, 

That ne’er consider from whom they receive 
it, 

For sakes such as abuse the giver of it. 
Which is the reason that the politic 
And cunning statesman, that believes he 
fathoms 

The counsels of all kingdoms on the earth, 

Is by simplicity oft over-reached. 

L. All. May he be so! Yet, in his name 
to express it, 

Is a good omen. 

Loik May it to myself 

Prove so, good lady, in my suit to you! m 
W hat think you of the motion? 

L. All. Troth, my lord, 

My own unworthincss may answer for me; 
For had j ou, when that I was in my prime, 
My virgin flower uncropped, presented me 
With this great favor; looking on my low- 
ness 

Not in a glass of self-love, but of tnith, 

I could not b\it have thought it, as a blessing 
Far. far beyond my merit. 

Lop. You are too modest, 

And undervalue that which is above 
My title, or whatever I call mine. w 

I grant, were I a Spaniard, to marry 
A widow might disparage me; but being 
A true-born Englishman, I cannot find 
How it can taint my honor. Nay, what's 
more. 

That which you think a blemish is to me 
The fairest lustre. You already, madam, 
Have given sure proofs how dearly you can 
cherish 

A husband that dcser\'cs you; which con- 
firms me. 

That, if I am not wanting in my care 
To do you service, you’ll be still the same •> 
Tliat yo\i were to your Allworth. In a word, 
Our years, our states, our births are not 
unequal, 

\ ou being descended nobly, and allied so. 
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If then you may be won to make me happy, 
But join your lips to mine, and that shall bo 
A solemn contract. 

L. All. I were blind to my own good, 
Should I refuse it. him] Yet, my 

lord, receive me 

As such a one, the study of whose whole life 
Shall know no other object but to please 
you. 

Lov. If I return not, with all tenderness, 70 
Equal respect to you, may I die wretched! 

L. All. There needs no protestation; my 
lord, 

To her that cannot doubt. — 

Enter Wellborn, handsomely apparelled 


You are welcome, sir. 
Now you look like yourself. 

Well. And will continue 

Such in my free acknowledgment, that I 
am 

Your creature, madam, and will never hold 
My life mine own, when you please to com- 
mand it. 

Lov. It is a thankfulness that well be- 
comes you. 

You could not make choice of a better shape 
To dress your mind in. 

L. All. For me, I am happy so 

That my endeavors prospered. Saw you of 
late 

Sir Giles, your uncle? 

Well. I heard of him, madam. 

By his minister, Marrall; he’s grown into 


strange passions 

About his daughter. This last night he 
looked for 

Your lordship at his house, but missing you. 
And she not yet appearing, his wise head 
Is much perplexed and troubled. 

Lov. It may be, 

Sweetheart, my project took. 

X,. All. I strongly hope. 

Over. Iwithin] Ha ! find her, booby, thou 
huge lump of nothing. 

I'll bore thine eyes out else. 

Well. May it please your lordship, « 

For some ends of mine own, but to withdraw 
A little out of sight, though not of hearing, 

You may, perhaps, have sport. 

T . You shall direct me. 

Steps aside 1 


I Enter Overre.ach, untk distracted lookc, 
driving in Marrall before him, [with 

a fiojr] 

Over. I shall sol fa you, rogue I 

Sir, for what cause 

Do you use me thus? 

Over. Cause, slave! why, I am angry, 
And thou a subject only fit for beating, 

And so to cool my choler. Look to the 
writing. 

Let but the seal be broke upon the box 
That has slept in my cabinet these three 
years, 

I’ll rack thy soul for’t. 

Mar. I may yet cry quittance. 

Though now I suffer, and dare not resist, lox 
Over. Lady, by your leave, did you see 
my daughter, lady. 

And the lord her husband? Are they in your 
house? 

If they are, discover, that I may bid them 
joy; 

And, as an entrance to her place of honor. 
See your ladyship on her left hand, and 
make curtsies 

When she nods on you ; which you must re- 
ceive' 

As a special favor. 

A/Z. When I know, Sir Giles, 

Her state requires such ceremony, I shall 
pay it. 

But, in the mean time, as I am myself, uo 
I give you to understand, I neither know 
Nor care where ‘her honor’ is. 

Over. When you once see her 

Supported, and led by the lord her husband, 
You’ll be taught better. — Nephew. 

Well. Sir. 

Over. No more!' 

Well. ’Tis all I owe you. 

Over. Have your redeemed rags 

Made you thus insolent? 

Well, [in scorn} Insolent to you! 

Why, what are you, sir, unless in your years, 
At the best, more than myself? 

Over, [aside} His fortune swells him. 
’Tis rank, he’s married. 

L. All. This is excellent ! 

Over. Sir, in calm language, though I 
seldom use it, m 

I am familiar with the cause that makes 
you 

' No more than f 
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Bear up thus bravely. There's a certain 
buzz ‘ 

Of a stolen marriage, do you hear? of a 
stolen marriage, 

In whicli, 'tis said, there's somebody hath 
boon cozened 

I name no parties. 

Well, sir, and what follows? 
Over. IVIarry, this; since you are peremp- 
tory. Remember, 

Upon mere hope of your great match, I lent 
you 

A thousand pounds. Put mo in good 
security, 

And .suddenly, by mortgage or by statute. 

Of some of your new possessions, or I’ll 
have you 

Dragged in your lavender robes’ to the jail. 
You know me. 

And therefore do not trifle. 

Can you be 

So cruel to your nephew, now he’s in 

1 he way to rise? Was this the courtesy 

^ oil did mo ‘in pure love, and no ends 
else’? 

Over. End me no ends! Engage the 
whole estate, 

And force your spouse to sign it, you shall 
have 

Three or four thousand more, to roar and 
swagger 

And revel in bawdy taverns. 

And beg after; 

Mean you not so? 

Over. My thoughts are mine, and free. 

Shall I have security? 

Well. No, indeed you shall not, i« 

Nor bond, nor bill, nor bare acknowlctlg- 
ment. 

Your great looks fright not me. 

Over. But my deeds shall. 

Ootbravedf BoUt draw 

L. All. Help, murder! murderl 

Enter Servants 

come on. 

With all his wrongs and injuries about him 

Armed with his cut-throat practises to guard 
him, 

‘ Humor. 

» F(,oU^J. 

•(’lotlics roct'iilly ill pawn. 


The right that I bring with me will defend 
me, 

And punish his extortion. 

Over. That I had thee 

But single in the field 1 

A/f. You may; but make not 

My house your quarrelling scene. 

Over. Were’t in a church, i» 

By heaven and hell, I'll do't! 

Now put him to 

The showing of the deed. 

to Wellborn] 
This rage is vain, sir. 
For fighting, fear not, you shall have your 
hands full, 

Upon the least incitement; and whereas 
You charge me with a debt of a thousand 
pounds. 

If there be law — howe’er you have no con- 
science — 

Either restore my land, or I’ll recover 
A debt, thats truly due to me from you, 

In value ten times more than what you 
challenge. 

Ot'cr. I in thy debtl O impudencel Did 
I not purchase 

The land left by thy father, that rich land, 
Tliat had continued in Wellborn’s name 
Twenty descents; which, like a riotous fool, 
1 hou didst make sale of it? Is not here, 
inclosed. 

The deed that docs confirm it mine? 

Now, now I 

nell. I do acknowledge none; I ne’er 
passed over 

Any such land. I grant, for a year or two 
^ ou hail it in trust; which if you do dis- 
charge, 

Surrendering the possession, you shall ease 
1 ourself and me of chargeable suits in law, 
Which, if you prove not honest, as I doubt 

m 

Must of necessity follow. 

In my judgment 

He does advise you well. 

Ot'cr. Good! goodl conspire 

With your new’ husband, lady; second him 
In his dishonest practices. But when 
This manor is extended * to my use, 

^ on II speak in an humbler key, and sue for 
favor. 

L. All. Never; do not hope it. 

Let despair first seiie me. 


* Seized. 
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Over. Yet, to shut up thy mouth, and 
make thee give 

Thyself the lie, the loud lie, I draw out iso 
The precious evidence. If thou canst for- 
swear 

Thy hand and seal, and make a forfeit of 
OpeTis the box, [and displays the bond] 
Thy ears to the pillory, see! Here’s that 
W’ill make 

My interest clear — ha! 

L. All. A fair skin of parchment.* 

Well. Indented, I confess, and labels too; 
But neither wax nor words. Howl Thun- 
derstruck? 

Not a syllable to insult with? My wise 
uncle, 

Is this your precious evidence, is this that 
makes 

Your interest clear? 

Over. I am o’envhelmed with wonder! 
What prodigy is this? What subtle devil loo 
Hath razed out the inscription? The wax 
Turned into dust! The rest of my deeds 
whole 

As when they were delivered, and this only 
Made nothing! Do you deal with witches, 
rascal? 

There is a statute for you,* which will bring 
Your neck in an hempen circle; yes, there 
is. 

And now ’tis better thought for, cheater, 
know 

This juggling shall not save you. 

Well. To save thee, 

Would beggar the stock of mercy. 

Over. Marrall! 

Mar. Sir. 

Over, [flattering him] Though the wit- 
nesses are dead, your testimony soo 
Help with an oath or two; and for thy 
master, 

Thy liberal master, my good honest servant, 

I know thou wilt swear anything, to dash 
This cunning sleight. Besides, I know thou 
art 

A public notary, and such stand in law 
For a dozen witnesses. The deed being 
drawm too 

By thee, my careful Marrall, and delivered 
When thou wert present, will make good my 
title. 

Wilt thou not swear this? 

»A skin with no writing on it. 

3 The law against witchcraft. 


Mar. II No, I assure you. 

I have a conscience not seared up like yours. 
I know no deeds. 

Over. Wilt thou betray me? 

^7ar. Keep him tai 

From using of his hands, I’ll use my tongue, 
To his no little torment. 

Over. Mine own varlet 

Rebel against me! 

Mar. Yes, and uncase* you too. 

‘The idiot, the patch, the slave, the booby, 
The property fit only to be beaten 
For your morning exercise,’ your ‘football,’ 
or 

‘Th’ unprofitable lump of flesh,* your 
‘drudge,’ 

Can now anatomize you, and lay open 
All your black plots, and level with the 
earth ^ 

Your hill of pride, and, with these gabions * 
guarded. 

Unload my great artillery, and shake, 

Nay pulverize, the walls you think defend 
you. 

L. All. How he foams at the mouth with 
rage! 

Well. To him again. 

Over. O that I had thee in my gripe, I 
would tear thee 
Joint after joint! 

I know you are a tearer. 
But 111 have first your fangs pared off, and 
then 

Come nearer to you. When I have dis- 
covered,* 

And made it good before the judge, what 
ways. 

And devilish practices, you used to cozen 

with 230 

An army of whole families, who yet alive. 

And but enrolled for soldiers, were able 
To take in* Dunkirk. 

Well. All will come out. 

L* All. The better. 

Over. But that I will live, rogue, to 
torture thee. 

And make thee wish, and kneel in vain, to 
die, 

These swords that keep thee from me should 
fix here,® 

* As a fox is driven out of his hole. 

’ Wicker protections to trench diggers in war. 

* Disclosed. 

* Capture. 

* In my breast. 
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Although they made ray body but one 
wound, 

But I would reach thee. 

Lov. [aside] Heaven’s hand is in this; 
One bandog ‘ worry the other! 

Over. I play the fool, 

And make my anger but ridiculous. s*" 

There will be a time and place, there will 
be, cowards. 

When you shall feel what I dare do. 

H'c//. I think so. 

You dare do any ill, yet want true valor 
To bo honest, and repent. 

Over. They are w’ords I know not, 

Nor e’er w’ill learn. Patience, the beggar’s 
virtue, 

Enter Greedy and Parson Willdo 

Shall find no harbor here. After these 
storms 

At length a calm appears. Welcome, most 
welcome ! 

There’s comfort in thy looks. Is the deed 
done? 

Is my daughter married? Say but so, my 
chaplain, r 

And I am tame. 

II illdo. Married! Yes, I assure you. 
Oi'cr. Then vanish all sad thoughts I 
There’s more gold for thee. 

My doubts and fears are in the titles 
drowned 

Of my honorable, my right honorable 
daughter. 

Orcedi/. Here will I be feasting, at least 
for a month! 

I am provided. Empty guts, croak no more. 
^ ou shall be stuffed like bagpipes, not with 
wind. 

But bearing’ dishes. 

Over. In.stantly he here? 

(Whispering to Willdo) 
To my wish I to my wislil Now j’ou that 
plot against me. 

And hoped to trip my heels up, that con- 
temned me. 

Think on’t and tremble. (Loud music) 
They cornel I heiir the music. «« 
A lane there for my lord! 

This sudden heat 

' Fierro doc. 

^ Solid. 


May yet be cooled, sir. 

Over. Make way there for my lordl 

Enter Allworth and Margaret 

Marg. Sir, first your pardon, then your 
blessing, with 

Your full allowance of the choice I have 
made. 

As ever you could make use of your reason, 

[Kneeling] 

Grow not in passion; since you may ns well 
Call back the day that’s past, as untie the 
knot 

Which is too strongly fastened. Not to 
dwell 

Too long on words, this is my husband. 

Over. Howl 

All. So I assure you; all the rites of mar- 
riage, no 

With every circumstance, are past. Alas, sir, 
Although I am no lord, but a lord’s page, 

\ our daughter and my loved wife mourns 
not for it; 

And, for right honorable son-in-law, you 
may say, 

Your dutiful daughter. 

Over. Devil I Are they married? 

II illdo. Do a father’s part, and say, 
heaven give them joyl 

Oucr. Confusion and mini Speak, and 
speak quickly. 

Or thou art dead. 

Willdo. They are married. 

Otfcr. Thou hadst better 

Have made a contract with the king of 
fiends. 

Than these. My brain turns! 

II illdo. Why this rage to me? me 

Is not this your letter, sir, and these the 
words? 

*Marry her to this gentleman.’ 

Ouer. cannot — 

Nor will I e’er believe it, ’sdeath! I will not. 
That I, that in all passages I touched 
At worldly profit have not left a print 

Where I have trod for the most curious 
search 

To trace my footsteps, should be gulled by 
children, 

Bafiled and fooled, and all my hopes and 
label's 

Defeated and made void. 

As it appears. 
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You are so, my grave uncle. 

Over. Village nurses 200 

Revenge their wrongs with curses. I’ll not 
waste 

A syllable but thus I take the life 
Which, wretched, I gave to thee. 

[O^crs to kill Margaret 
Lov. [coming jorward] Hold, for 

your own sake ! 

Though charity to your daughter hath quite 
left you, 

Will you do an act, though in your hopes 
lost here. 

Can leave no hope for peace or rest here- 
after? 

Consider; at the best you are but a man, 
And cannot so create your aims, but that 
They may be crossed. 

Over. Lord ! Thus I spit at thee, 

And at thy counsel; and again desire thee. 
And as thou art a soldier, if thy valor aoi 
Dares show itself where multitude and ex- 
ample 

Lead not the way, let's quit the house, and 
change 

Six words in private. 

Lov. I am ready. 

L. All. Stay, sir, 

Contest with one distracted! 

Well. You’ll grow like him. 

Should you answer his vain challenge. 

Over. Are you pale? 

Borrow his help, though Hercules call it 
odds. 

I’ll stand against both as I am, hemmed in — 
Thus! 

Since, like a Libyan lion in the toil, w® 
My fury cannot reach the coward hunters, 
And only spends itself. I’ll quit the place. 
Alone I can do nothing. But I have servants 
And friends to second me; and if I make 
not 

This house a heap of ashes — by my wrongs, 
What I have spoke I will make good — or 
leave 

One throat uncut, — if it be possible, 

Hell, add to my aflJictions! Exit 

Mar. Is’t not brave sport? 

Greedy. Brave sport! I am sure it has 
ta’en away my stomach; 

I do not like the sauce. 

All. Nay, weep not, dearest, #» 

Though it express your pity. What's de- 
creed 


Above, we cannot alter. 

L- All. His threats move me 

No scruple, madam. 

Was it not a rare trick. 
An it please your worship, to make the deed 
nothing? 

I can do twenty neater, if you please 
To purchase and grow rich ; for I will be 
Such a solicitor and steward for you. 

As never worshipful had. 

Well. I do believe thee. 

But first discover the quaint' means you 
used 

To raze out the conveyance? 

A/ar. They are mysteries 330 

Not to be spoke in public. Certain minerals 
Incorporated in the ink and wax — 

Besides, he gave me nothing, but still fed 
me 

With hopes and blows; but that was the in- 
ducement 

To this conundrum. If it please your 
worship 

To call to memory, this mad beast once 
caused me 

To urge you or to drown or hang yourself; 

I II do the like to him, if you command me. 
Well. You are a rascal! He that dares 
be false 

To a master, though unjust, will ne’er be 
true 

To any other. Look not for reward 
Or favor from me. I will shun thy sight 
As I would do a basilisk’s. Thank my pity, 

If thou keep thy ears. Howe’er, I will take 
order 

Your practice shall be silenced. 

Greedy. I'll commit him. 

If you’ll have me, sir. 

Well. That were to little purpose; 

His conscience be his prison. Not a word* 
But instantly be gone. 

Ord. Take this kick with you. 

Amb. And this. 

Fum. If that I had my cleaver here, 

I would divide your knave’s head. 

Mar. This is the haven sw 

False servants still * arrive at. Exit 

Re-enter Overreach 

L. All. Come again I 

Lov. Fear not, I am your guard. 

* Clever. * Ever. 


840 
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Well. His looks are ghastly. 

Willdo. Some little time I have spent, 
under your favors, 

In physical studies, and if my judgment err 
not, 

He’s mad beyond recovery. But obsen'e 
him. 

And look to yourselves. 

Oj’cr. Why, is not the whole world 

Included m myself? To what use then 
Are friends and servants? Say there were a 
squadron 

Of pikes, lined through with shot, when I 
am mounted 

Upon my injuries, shall I fear to charge 
them? sw 

No. ril through the battalia, and that 
routed, 

FlourUhing his sword slieathvd' 
I’ll fall to execution. Ha! I am feeble. 
Some undone widow sits upon mine arm, 
And takes away the use of’t; and ray sword, 
Glued to my scabbard with wronged 
orphans’ tears, 

Will not be drawn. Ha, what are these? 
Sure, hangmen, 

That come to bind my hands, and then to 
drag me 

Before the judgment-seat. Now they are 
new shapes. 

And do appear like Furies, with steel whips 
To scourge my ulcerous soul. Shall I then 

fall 

Ingloriously, and yield? No; spite of Fate, 

I will be forced to hell like to myself. 
Though you were legions of accursed spirits. 
Thus would I fly among you. 

[Riishes jorxoard, and flings 
himself on the ground} 
There’s no help. 

Disarm him first, then bind him. 

Greedy. Take a mittimus* 

And carry him to Bedlam. 

How he foams! 
Well. And bites the earth! 

Willdo. Carry him to some dark room,' 
There try what art can do for his recovery. 
Marg. 0 my dear father! 

They force Overreach off 


’ Q. road.s Mnahcathed. 

I A committal to the madhouse. 

The usual contemporary treatment. 


All. You must be patient, mistress. 

Lov. Here is a precedent to teach wicked 

1X1621^ S9Q 

That when they leave religion, and turn 
atheists, 

Their own abilities leave ’em. Pray you 
take comfort, 

I will endeavor you shall be his guardians 
In his distractions; and for your land, Mas- 
ter Wellborn, 

Be it good or ill in law. I’ll be an umpire 
Between you, and this, th’ undoubted heir 
Of Sir Giles Overreach. For me, here’s the 
anchor 

That I must fix on. 

All. What you shall determine. 

My lord, I will allow of. 

Well. Tis the language 

That I speak too. But there is something 
else M> 

Beside the repossession of my land. 

And payment of my debts, that 1 must 
practise. 

I had a reputation, but ’twas lost 
In my loose course; and until I redeem it 
Some noble wny, 1 am but half made up. 
It is a time of action. If your lordship 
Will please to confer a company upon me 
In your command, I doubt not in my service 
To iny king and country but I shall do 
something 

That may make me right again. 

Lov. Your suit is granted, *0 

And you loved for the motion.' 

Well, [coming fonoard] Nothing 

wants then 
But your allowance — 


THE EPILOGUE 

But your allowance, and in that our all 
Is comprehended ; it being known, nor we, 
Nor he that wrote the comedy, can be free, 
Without your manumission; which if you 
Grant willingly, as a fair favor due 
To the poet’s and our labors — as you may, 
For ^ye despair not, gentlemen, of the play — 

We jointly shall profess your grace hath 
might 

To teach us action, and him how to write, w 

[.Fxeuni] 

' For making it. 
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PROLOGUE 


Studies have of this nature been of late 
So out of fashion, so unfollowed, that 
It is become more justice* to revive 
The antic * follies of the times than strive 
To countenance wise industry; no want 
Of art doth render wit or lame or scant 
Or slothful in the purchase of fresh bays; 

But want of truth in them who give the praise 
To their self-love, presuming to out-do 
The writer, or— for need’— the actors too. 

But such this author’s silence best befits, 

Who bids them be in love with their own wits. 
From him to clearer judgments we can say 
He shows a history^ couched in a play; 

A history of noble mention, known 
Famous and true* most noble, 'cause our own; 
Not forged from Italy, from France, from Spain, 
But chronicled at home; as rich in strain 
Of brave attempts as ever fertile rage 
In action could begot to grace the stage. 

We cannot limit scenes, for the whole land 
Itself appeared too narrow to withstand 
Competitors for kingdoms; nor is here 
Unnecessary mirth forced to endear 
A multitude: on these two rests the fate 
Of worthy expectation.— truth and state. 

’ Judicious. 

’ Grotesque. 

* At need. 

* Trisyllabic. 
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ACTUS PRIMUS, SCENA PRIMA 

iWeslminsier. The royal presence-chamber] 

Enter King Henry, Durham, Oxford, Sur- 
rey, Sir Wiluam Stanley, Lord Cham- 
berlain, Lord Dawbeney. The King 
supported to his throne by Stan- 
ley and Durham. A Guard. 

King. Still ‘ to be haunted, still to be pur- 
sued 

Still to be frighted with false apparitions 
Of pageant majesty and new-coined great- 
ness. 

As if we were a mockery king in state, 

Only ordained to lavish sweat and blood, 

In scorn and laughter, to the ghosts of 
York,* 

Is all below our merits: yet, my lords, 

My friends and counsellors, yet we sit fast 
In our own royal birthright; the rent face 
And bleeding wounds of England’s slaugh- 
tered people 

Have been by us as by the best physician, 

At last both throughly cured and set in 
safety ; 

And yet, for all this glorious work of peace, 
Ourself is scarce secure. 

Dur. The rage of malice 

Conjures fresh spirits with the spells of 
York. 

For ninety years ten English kings and 
princes, 

Threescore great dukes and earls, a thousand 
lords 

And valiant knights, two hundred fifty thou- 
sand 

Of English subjects have in civil wars 
Been sacrificed to an uncivil thirst « 

Of discord and ambition : this hot vengeance 
Of the just powers above to utter ruin 
And desolation had reigned on, but that 
Mercy did gently sheathe the sword of jus- 
tice, 

* Ever. 

* Pretenders, Simnel and warbeck. 
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In lending to this blood-shrunk common- 
wealth 

A new soul, new birth, in your sacred person. 

Daw. Edward the Fourth, after a doubt- 
ful fortune, 

Yielded to nature, leaving to his sons, 
Edward and Richard, the inheritance 
Of a most bloody purchase : ' these young 
princes, *o 

Richard the tyrant, their unnatural uncle. 
Forced to a violent grave; — so just is 
heaven, 

Him hath your majesty by your own arm, 
Divinely strengthened, pulled from his 
boar’s sty,* 

And struck the black usurper to a carcass. 
Nor doth the house of York decay in honors. 
Though Lancaster doth repossess his right; 
For Edward’s daughter is King Henry’s 
queen, 

A blessed union, and a lasting blessing so 
For this poor panting island, if some shreds, 
Some useless remnant of the house of York, 
Grudge not at this content. 

Oxj. Margaret of Burgundy 

Blows fresh coals of division. 

Eur. Painted fires, 

Without or heat to scorch or light to cherish. 
Daw. York’s headless trunk, her father; 
Edward’s fate. 

Her brother, king; the smothering of her 
nephews 

By tyrant Gloster, brother to her nature ; 

Nor Gloster’s own confusion, — all decrees 
Sacred in heaven, — can move this woman- 
monster. 

But that she still, from the unbottomed 
mine » 

Of devilish policies, doth vent the ore 
Of troubles and sedition. 

Oxj. In her age, — 

Great sir, observe the wonder — she grows 
fruitful. 

Who in her strength of youth was always 
barren, 

* Acquisition. 

> In allusion to the arms of Richard III. 
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Nor arc her births as other mothers’ are. 

At nine or ten months end, she has been 
with child 

Kifiht or seven years at least; whose twins 
being born — 

A prodigy in nature — even the youngest 
Is fifteen years of age at his first entrance. 
As soon as known i’ the world; tall strip- 
lings, strong 00 

And able to give battle unto kings, 

Idols of Yorkish malice. 

Daw. And but idols: 

A steely* hammer crushes ’em to pieces. 

King. Lambert, the eldest, lords, is in our 
service, 

Preferred by an officious care of duty 
From the scullery to a falconer; strange ex- 
ample, 

Which shows the difference between noble 
natures 

And the base-born: but for* the upstart 
duke, 

The new revived York, Edward’s second son, 
Murdered long since i’ th’ Tower,— he lives 
again, „ 

And vows to be your king. 

Stan. The throne is ^lled, sir. 

King. Tnte, Stanley; and the lawful heir 
sits on it: 

A guard of angels and the holy prayers 
Of loyal subjects arc a sure defence 
Against all force and counsel of intrusion. 
But now, my lords, put case, some of our 
nobles. 

Our great ones, should give countenance and 


courage 

To trim Duke Perkin; you will all confess 
Our bounties have unthriftily been scattered 
Among.st unthankful men. 

Daw. Unthankful beasts, » 

Dogs, villains, traitorsi 

Dawbeney, lot the guilty 
Keep silence; I accuse none, though I know 

Foreign attempts against a state and king- 
dom 

Are seldom without some great friends at 
home, 

Sian. Sir, if no other abler reasons else 
Of duty or allegiance could divert 
A headstrong resolution, yet the dangers 

So lately psisseil by men of blood and for- 
tunes 

In Lambert Simnel’s party must command 

* Of steel. s 




More than a fear, a terror, to conspiracy, w 
The high-born Lincoln, son to De la Pole, 
The Earl of Kildare, the Lord Geraldine, 
Francis Lord Lovell, and the German baron 
Bold Martin Swart, with Broughton and the 
rest, — 

Most spectacles of ruin, some of mercy, 

Are precedents sufficient to forewarn 
The present times, or any that live in them. 
What folly, nay, what madness, ’twere to lift 
A finger up in all defence but yours. 

Which can be but imposturous in a title. i» 
King. Stanley, we know thou lov’st us, 
and thy heart 

Is figured on thy tongue; nor think we less 
Of any’s here. — How closely we have hunted 
This cub, since he unlodged, from hole to 
hole, 

Your knowledge is our chronicle: first Ire- 
land, 

The common stage of novelty, presented 
This gewgaw* to oppose us; there the Ger- 
aldines 

And Butlers once again stood in support 
Of this colossic statue: Charles of France 
Thence called him into his protection, m 
Dissembled* him the lawful heir of Eng- 
land ; 

Yet this was all but French dissimulation, 
Aiming at peace with us; which being 
granted 

On honorable terms on our part, suddenly 
This smoko of straw was packed from 
Franco again. 

To infect some grosser air: and now we 
learn — 

Maugre the malice of the bastard Nevill, 

Sir Taylor, and a hundred English rebels — 
They re all retired to Flanders, to the dam 
That nursed this eager wdielp, Mai^aret of 
Burgundy. 

But we will hunt him there too; we will 
hunt him, 

Hunt him to death, even in the beldam’s 
closet, 

Though the archduke were his buckler. 

SuT. She has .styled him, ‘the fair white 
rose of England.’ 

Daw. Jolly gentleman, more fit to be a 
swabber * 

To the Flemish after a drunken surfeit. 

* Puppet 

* Protended. 

* Ship’s drudge. 
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Enter Urswick 

Urs. Gracious sovereign, please you 
peruse this paper. 

Dur. The king’s countenance gathers a 
sprightly blood. 

Daw. Good news, believe it. 

King. Urswick, thine ear. 

Thou'st lodged him? 

Urs. Strongly safe, sir. jw 

King. Enough: — is Barley come too? 

Urs. No, my lord. 

Kin^. No matter— phew I he’s but a run- 
ning weed, 

At pleasure to be plucked-up by the roots: 

But more of this anon. — I have bethought 
me. 

My lords, for reasons which you shall par- 
take. 

It is our pleasure to remove our court 

From Westminster to th’ Tower: we will 
lodge 

This very night there; give, Lord Chamber- 
lain, 

A present order for it. 

Stan, [aside] The Tower! — I shall, sir. 

King. Come, my true, best, fast friends: 
these clouds will vanish, 140 

The sun will shine at full; the heavens are 
clearing. Exeunt. Flourish 

[SCENE II] 

[Edinburgh. An Apartment in the Earl of 

Huntley’s House] 


Enter Huntley and [Lord] Daliell 

Hunt. You trifle time, sir. 

Dal. 0 , my noble lord, 

You conster* my griefs to so hard a sense. 
That where the text is argument of pity. 
Matter of earnest love, your gloss* corrupts 
it 

With too much ill-placed mirth. 

Hunt. Much mirth. Lord Daliell I 

Not so, I vow. Observe me, sprightly gal- 
lant. 

I know thou art a noble lad, a handsome, 
Descended from an honorable ancestry, 
Forward and active, dost resolve to westle 
And ruffle in the world by noble actions 10 
For a brave mention to posterity : 


Construe. 


® Commentary. 


I scorn not thy affection to my daughter, 
Not I, by good Saint Andrew; but this bug- 
bear, 

This whoreson tale of honor.— honor 
Daliell ! — ’ 

So hourly chats and tattles in mine ear 
The piece of royalty that is stitched-up 
In my Kates blood,* that ’tis as dangerous 
For thee, young lord, to perch so near an 
eaglet 

As foolish for my gravity to admit it: 

I have spoke all at once. 

Sir, with this truth » 
You mix such wormwood, that you leave 
no hope 

For my disordered palate e’er to relish 
A wholesome taste again: alas, I know, sir, 
What an unequal distance lies between 
Great Huntley’s daughter’s birth and Da- 
liell’s fortunes; 

She’s the king’s kinswoman, placed near the 
crown, 

A princess of the blood, and I a subject. 
Hunt. Right; but a noble subject; put in 
that too. 

Dal. I could add more; and in the Tight- 
est line 

Derive my pedigree from Adam Mure, 30 
A Scottish knight; whose daughter was the 
mother 

To him who first begot the race of Jameses, 
That sway the scepter to this very day. 

But kindreds are not ours* when once the 
date 

Of many years have swallowed up the 
memory 

Of their originals; so pasture-fields 
Neighboring too near the ocean are 
swooped-up, 

And known no more ; for stood I in my first 
And native® greatness, if my princely mis- 
tress 

Vouchsafed me not her servant,* 'twere as 
good 40 

I were reduced to clownery,® to nothing. 

As to a throne of wonder. 

Hunt, [aside] Now by Saint Andrew 
A spark* of mettle a has a brave fire in 
him: 

I would he had my daughter, so I knew’t 
not. 

* Huntley had married the king’s sister. 

* Recognized. ® Peasant birth. 

* Inherited. • Youth. 

* Suitor. 
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But [it] must not be so, must not— Well, 
young lord, 

This Will not do yet: if the girl be head- 
strong. 

And will not hearken to good counsel, steal 
her, 

And run away with her; dance galliards/ do. 

And frisk about the world to learn the lan- 
guages; 

Twill be a thriving tra<lc; you may set up 
by t 60 

Dal. With pardon, noble Gordon, this dis- 
dain 

Suits not your daughter’s virtue or my con- 
stancy. 

Hunt. You are angr>'.— [Asfdc] Would a 
would boat me, I desor\e it. — 

DalicII, thy hand; w’are friends: follow thy 
courtship, 

lake tl.ine own time and speak; if thou 
prcvail’st 

With pas.sion more than I can with my 
counsel. 

She's thine; nay, she is thine: ’tis a fair 
match. 

Free and allowed. I’ll only use my tongue, 

Without a father’s power; use thou thine:’ 

Self do, self have: no more words; 'win and 
wear her. ao 

Dal. You bless me; I am now too poor 
in thank.s 

To pay the debt I owe you. 

Nay, th’art poor 

Lnough. — fAsjf/r] I love his spirit in- 
finitely. — 

Look ye, she comes: to her now, to her, to 
her 1 

Enter [Lady] K.\thkhink and Jane 

Kath. The king commands your presence 
sir. ’ 

Hunt. The gallant — 

This, this, this lord, this servant, Kate of 
yours, ’ 

Desires to be your master. 

Kath I acknowledge him 

A worthy friend of mine. 

^ Vour humblest creature. 

Hunt, [osme] So, sol the game’s a-foot* 
Tm in cold hunting; * 

The hare and hounds are parties.* 

Princely lady, to 

*A lively dance. » Allies. 


How most unworthy I am to employ 
My services in honor of your virtues, 

How hopeless my desires are to enjoy 
Your fair opinion, and much more your love, 
Are only matter of despair, unless 
Your goodness give large warrant to my 
boldness, 

My feeble-winged ambition. 

Hunt, [aside] This is scurvy,* 

Kath. My lord, I interrupt you not. 
Hunt, [aside] IndeedI 

Now, on my life, she’ll court him.— Nay, 
nay, on, sir. 

Dal. Oft have I tuned the lesson of my 
sorrows ^ 

To sweeten discord and enrich* your pity; 
But all in vain: here had my comforts sunk. 
And never risen again to tell a story 
Of the despairing lover, had not now, 

Even now, the earl your father — 

Hunt, [a-ride] He means me, sure. 

Dal. After some fit disputes of your con- 
dition, 

Your highness and my lowness, given a li- 
cense 

Which did not more embolden than en- 
courage 

My faulting* tongue. 

Hunt. How, how? how’s that? embolden! 
Encoiiragel I encourage ye! d’ye hear, sir?— 
A subtle trick, a quaint one: — will you hear, 
man? „ 

What did I say to yoti? come, come, to the 
point. 

Kath, It shall not need,* my lord. 

Then hear me, Kate. — 
Keep you on that hand of her. I on this.— 
Thou stand’st between a father and a suitor, 
Both striving for an interest in thy heart: 
He courts thee for affection, I for duty; 

He as a servant* pleads, but by the privilege 

Of nature though I might command, my 
care 

Shall only counsel what it shall not force, loo 

Thou canst but make one choice; the ties 
of marriage 

Are tenures not at will, but during life. 
Consider whose thou art, and who; a prin- 
cess, 

A princess of the royal blood of Scotland, 


• Wretched. 

• Increase. 

• Faltering. 


* He need not. 

• Suitor, 
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In the full spring of youth and fresh in 
beauty. 

The king that sits upon the throne is young, 
And yet unmarried, forward in attempts 
On any least occasion to endanger 
His person: wherefore, Kate, as I am con- 
fident 

Thou dar’st not wrong thy birth and educa- 
tion, uo 

By yielding to a common servile rage 
Of female wantonness, so I am confident 
Thou wilt proportion all thy thoughts to 
side 

Thy equals, if not equal thy superiors. 

My Lord of Daliell, young in years, is old 
In honors, but nor eminent in titles 
I N]or in estate, that may support or add to 
The expectation of thy fortunes. Settle 
Thy will and reason by a strength of judg- 
ment; 

For, in a word, I give thee freedom;' take 
it. ““ 

If equal fates have not ordained to pitch 
Thy hopes above my height, let not thy 
passion 

Lead thee to shrink* mine honor in ob- 
livion: 

Thou art thine own; I have done. 

Dal 0 , y’are all oracle, 

The living stock and root of truth ,nd wis- 
dom ( 

Kath. My worthiest lord and father, the 
indulgence 

Of your sweet composition * thus commands 
The lowest of obedience; you have granted 
A liberty so large, that I want skill 
To choose without direction of example : i») 

From which I daily learn, by how much 
more 

You take off from the roughness of a father, 
By so much more I am engaged to tender 
The duty of a daughter. For respects 
Of birth, degrees of title, and advancement, 
I nor admire nor slight them ; all my studies 
Shall ever aim at this perfection only: 

To live and die so, that you may not blush 
In any course of mine to own me yours. 

Hunt. Kate, Kate, thou grow’st upon my 
heart like peace, ^ 

Creating every other hour a jubilee. 

Kalh. To you, my lord of Daliell, I ad- 
dress 

* I.e. of choice. > Perhaps sink. * Nature. 


Some few remaining words: the general 
fame 

That speaks your merit, even in vulgar 
tongues 

Proclaims it clear; but in the best, a prece- 
dent. 

Hunt. Good wench,' good girl, i’ faith! 

Kath. For my part, trust me, 

I value mine own w’orth at higher rate 
’Cause you are pleased to prize it: if the 
stream 

Of your protested service — as you term it 

Run in a constancy more than a compli- 
ment, jjo 

It shall be my delight that worthy love 
Leads you to worthy actions, and these 
guide ye 

Richly to wed* an honorable name: 

So every virtuous praise in after-ages 
Shall be your heir, and I in your brave 
mention 

Be chronicled the mother of that issue. 

That glorious issue. 

Hunt. O, that I were young again! 

She’d make me court proud danger, and 
suck spirit 
From reputation.* 

Kathy To the present motion * 

Here’s all that I dare answer: when a ripe- 
ness 100 

Of more experience, and some use® of time, 
Resolves to treat the freedom of my youth 
Upon exchange of troths, I shall desire 
No surer credit of a match with virtue 
Than such as lives in you: meantime my 
hopes are 

Preserved secure in having you a friend. 

Dal You are a blessed lady, and instruct 
Ambition not to soar a farther flight 
Than in the perfumed air of your soft 
voice. — 

My noble Lord of Huntley, you have lent iw 
A full extent of bounty to this parley; 

And for it shall command your humblest 
servant. 

Hunt. Enough: we are still friends, and 
will continue 

A hearty love. — 0 , Kate, thou art mine 
own I — 

No more. My Lord of Crawford. 

’ A tcm of endearment here. 

* Make an honorable name your bride. 

* Gain spirit from repute. 

< This proposal. 

* Elapse. 
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Enter [Earl of] Crawford 

CraiD. From the king 

I come, my Lord of Huntley, who in council 
Requires your present aid. 

fjunt. Some weighty business? 

Craw. A secretary from a Duke of York, 
The second son to the late English Edward, 
Concealed. I know not where, these fourteen 
years, 

Craves audience from our master; and 'tis 
said 

The duke himself is following to the court 

Hunt. Duke upon duke; 'tis well, 'tis 
well; here’s bustling 

For majesty. My lord, I will along with ye. 

Craw. My service, noble lady I 

. Please ye walk, sir? 

Dal. [a«dc] Times have their changes; 
sorrow makes men wise; 

The sun itself must set as well as rise; 

Then, why not I? — Fair madam, I wait on 

Exeunt 

[SCENE III] 

[London. An Apartment in the Tower] 

Enter [the Bishop of] Durham. Sir- Robert 
Clifford, and Ursw'ick. Lights 

Dur. You find. Sir Robert Clifford how 
securely * 

King Henry, our great master, doth commit 

His person to your loyalty; you taste 

His bounty and his mercy even in this, 

ihat at a time of night so Jute, a place 

bo private as his closet, he is pleased 

10 admit you to his favor. Do not falter 

In your discovery; » but as you covet 

A liberal grace, and pardon for your follies, 

bo labor to deserve it by laying open lo 

All plot^ all persons that contrive against it 

Urs. Remember not the witchcraft or the 
magic, 

The charms and incantations, which the 
sorceress 

Of Ihirgundy hath cast upon your reason: 

bir Robert, be your own friend now dis- 
charge 

Your conscience freely ; all of such as love 
you 

Stand sureties for your honesty and truth. 

I ake heed you do not dally with the king • 

' ■ Disclosure. 


He is wise as he is gentle. 

^ miserable, 

11 Henry be not merciful. 

The king comes. » 

Enter King Henry 

Kiryg, Clifford 1 

C/f/. [A'/wefs] Let iny weak knees rot* 
on the earth, 

H I appear as loperous in my treacheries 
Before your royal eyes, as to mine own 
I seem a monster by my breach of truth. 
King. Clifford, stand up; for instance* of 
thy safety, 

I offer thee my hand. 

A sovereign balm 

For my bruised soul, I kiss it with a greedi- 

Q. [Rises] 

bir, you are a just master, but I— • 

^ . TeU me. 

Is every circumstance thou hast set down 

With thine own hand within this paper 
true? ^ 

Is it a sure intelligence* of all 
The progress of our enemies’ intents 
Without corruption? 

. True, as I wish heaven. 

Or my infected honor white again. 

Kin^. We know all, Clifford, fully, since 
this meteor. 

This airy apparition first discradled 
From Toumay into Portugal, and thence 
Advanced his fiery blaze for adoration 
To the superstitious Irish; since the beard 
Of this wild comet, conjured into France, «« 

bparkled in antic flames in Charles his‘ 
court; 

But shnink again from thence, and, hid in 
darkness. 

Stole into Flanders® 

• • *. * ' * * flourishing the rags 

Of painted power on the shore of Kent, 

Whence he was beaten back with shame and 
scorn. 

Contempt, and slaugliter of some naked out- 
laws : 

But fell me what new course now shapes 
Duke Perkin? 

' pyre .eada rool. 

* Token. 

* Certain nows. 

;a familiar form of posseaaive 
® A break here. 
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Clif. For Ireland, mighty Henry; so in- 
structed 

By Stephen Frion, sometimes* secretary » 
In the French tongue unto your sacred ex- 
cellence, 

But Perkin’s tutor now. 

A subtle villain, 
That Frion, Frion. You, my Lord of Dur- 
ham, 

Knew well the man. 

Dur. French both in heart and actions. 
King. Some Irish heads work in this mine 
of treason; 

Speak ’em.* 

Clif. Not any of the best; your fortune 
Hath dulled their spleens.’ Never had 
counterfeit 

Such a confused rabble of lost bankrouts* 
For counsellors: first Heron, a broken 
mercer, 

Then John a Water, sometimes Mayor of 
Cork, 00 

Sketon, a tailor, and a scrivener® 

Called Astley: and whate’er these list to 
treat of, 

Perkin must hearken to; but Frion, cunning 
Above these dull capacities, still prompts 
him 

To fly to Scotland to young James the 
Fourth, 

And sue for aid to him: this is the latest 
Of all their resolutions. 

King. Still more Frion! 

Pestilent adder, he will hiss out poison 
As dangerous as infectious. We must match 
’em. 

Clifford, thou hast spoke home; we give thee 
life : ™ 

But, Clifford, there are people of our own 
Remain behind untold; who are they, 
Clifford? 

Name those, and we are friends, and will to 
rest; 

’Tis thy last task. 

Clif. 0, sir, here I must break 

A most unlawful oath to keep a just one. 
King. Well, well, be brief, be brief. 

Clif. The first in rank 

Shall be John Ratcliffe, Lord Fitzwater, 
then 

» At one time. * Bankrupts. 

* Declare them. “ Notary. 

® Malice. 


Sir Simon Mountford and Sir Thomas 
Thwaites, 

With William Dawbeney, Cressoner, Ast- 
wood, 

Worseley the Dean of Paul’s, two other 
friars, ,, 

And Robert Ratcliffe. 

King. Churchmen are turned devils. 
These are the principal? 

One more remains 

Unnamed, whom I could willingly forget. 
King. Ha, Clifford! one more? 

Great sir, do not hear him; 

For when Sir William Stanley, your lord 
chamberlain, 

Shall come into the list, as he is chief, 

I shall lose credit with ye; yet this lord 
Last named is first against you. 

• Urswick, the light I 

View well my face, sirs; is there blood left 
in it? 

Dur. You alter strangely, sir. 

^i‘^> Alter, lord bishop! w 

Why, Clifford stabbed me, or I dreamed he 
stabbed me. — 

Sirrah, it is a custom with the guilty 
To thin.k they set their own stains off by 
laying 

Aspersions on some nobler than them- 
selves; 

Lies wait on treasons, as I find it here. 

Thy life again is forfeit; I recall 

My word of mercy, for I know thou dar'st 

Repeat the name no more. 

Clif. I dare, and once more, 

Upon my knowledge, name Sir William 
Stanley 

Both in his counsel and his purse the chief 
Assistant to the feigned Duke of York, loi 
Dur. Most strange! 

XJrs. Most wicked I 

King. Yet again, once more. 

Clif. Sir William Stanley is your secret 
enemy, 

And, if time fit, will openly profess it. 

King. Sir. William Stanley! Who? Sir 
William Stanley? 

My chamberlain, my counsellor, the love, 

The pleasure of my court, my bosom-friend. 
The charge and the controlment of my 
person, 

The keys and secrets of my treasury, 

The all of all I am 1 I am unhappy. uo 
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Misery of confidence, — let me turn traitor 
To mine own person, yield my scepter up 
To Edward’s sister and her feigned duke I 
Dut. You lose your constant temper. 
King. Sir William Stanley 1 

0. do not blame me; he, ’twas only he, 
Who, having rescued me in Bosworth-field 
From Ricliard’s bloody sword, snatched from 
his head 

The kingly crown, and placed it first on 
mine. 

Ho never failed me: what have I deserved 
To lose this good man’s heart, or he his 
own? 120 

Urs. The night doth waste; this passion 
ill becomes ye ; 

Provide against your danger. 

King. Let it be so. 

Urswick, command straight Stanley to his 
chamber; 

’Tis well we are i' the Tower; set a guard 
on him. 

Clififord. to bed; you must lodge here to- 
night; 

We'll talk with you to-morrow. My sad soul 
Divines strange troubles. 

Daw. \_within'\ Ho! the king, tjie kingl 
I must have entrance. 

King. Dawbeney’s voice; admit him. 

What new combustions huddle next, to 
keep 

Our eyes from rest? 

Enter [Lord] Dawbbnet 

The news? 

Dow. Ten thousand Cornish, i» 

Grudging to pay your subsidies, have 
gathered 

A head; led by a blacksmith and a lawyer, 

They make for London, and to them is 
joined 

Lord Audicy; as they march, their number 
daily 

Increases; they are — 

Rascals I talk no more; 
buch are not worthy of my thoughts to- 
night. 

And if I cannot sleep, I’ll wake: to bed 

When counsels fail, and there’s in man no 
trust, 

Even then an arm from heaven fights for 

Exeunt 


ACTUS SECUNDUS, SCENA PRIMA 

[Edinburgh. The Presence-ckumher in the 

Palace} 

Enter above [the} Countess of Crawford, 
[Lady] Katherine, Jane [Douglas,] 
unth other Ladies 

Coun. Come ladies, here’s a solemn 
preparation 

For entertainment of this English prince; 
The king intends grace more than ordinary: 
'Twere pity now if a should prove a coun- 
terfeit. 

Kath. Bless the young man, our nation 
would be laughed at 

For honest souls through Christendom. My 
father 

Hath a weak stomach to the business, 
madam, 

But that the kiog must not be crossed. 

Coun. ^ brings 

A goodly troop, they say, of gallants with 
him; 

But very modest people, for they strive 
not „ 

To fame’ their names too much; their god- 
fathers 

May be beholding to them, but their fathers 
Scarce owe them thanks: they are disguised 
princes, 

Brought up, it seems, to honest trades; no 
matter, 

They will break forth in season. 

Jonc. Or break out;' 

i^or most of ’em are broken* by report— 

The kingl 

Kath. Let us observe ’em and be silent. 

Enter King James. [Earls of] Huntley 
[and] Crawford. [Lord] Dauell, [end 

other Noblemen] 

K. Ja. The right of kings, my lords, ex- 
tends not only 

To the safe conser\-ation of their own, 

But also to the aid of such allies m 

As change of time and state hath oftentimes 
Hurled down from careful crowns to undergo 
An exercise of sufference in both fortunes: 


‘ Boast. 

* Into rebellion. 


* Bankrupt 
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So English Richard, surnamed Cceur-de- 
Lion, 

So Robert Bruce, our royal ancestor, 

Forced by the trial of the wrongs they felt, 
Both sought and found supplies from foreign 
kings, 

To repossess their own. Then grudge* not, 
lords, 

A much distressed prince; King Charles of 
France 

And Maximilian of Bohemia both » 

Have ratified his credit * by their letters; 
Shall we, then, be distrustful? No, com- 
passion 

Is one rich jewel that shines in our crown. 
And we will have it shine there. 

Hunt. Do your will, sir. 

K. Ja. The young duke is at hand: 
Daliell, from us 

First greet him, and conduct him on; then 
Crawford 

Shall meet him next; and Huntley, last of 
all, 

Present him to our arms. Sound sprightly 
music, 

Whilst majesty encounters majesty. 

Hautboys 

Daliell goes out, brings in Perkin at the 
door where Crawford entertains him, and 
from Crawford, Huntley salutes him and 
presents him to the King. They embrace, 
Perkin in state retires some few paces 
back. During which ceremony the noble- 
men slightly salute Frion, Heron a 
Mercer, Sketon a Taylor, Astley a 
scrivener, with John a Water * all 
Perkin’s followers. Salutations ended, 
cease music 

War. Most high, most mighty king! that 
now there stands " 

Before your eyes, in presence of your peers, 

A subject of the rarest kind of pity 
That hath in any age touched noble hearts. 
The vulgar* story of a prince’s ruin 
Hath made it too apparent: Europe knows. 
And all the western world, what persecution 
Hath raged in malice against us, sole heir 
To the great throne of old Plantagenets. , 
How from our nursery we have been hurried 

* Begrudge to help. 

* Confirmed his trustworthiness. 

* Q. IVatrinff. 

* Common. 


Unto the sanctuary, from the sanctuary m 
F orced to the prison, from the prison haled 
By cruel hands to the tormentor’s fury, 

Is registered already in the volume 

Of all men’s tongues; whose true relation 
draws 

Compassion, melted into weeping eyes 
And bleeding souls; but our misfortunes 
since 

Have ranged a larger progress through 
strange lands, 

Protected in our innocence by heaven. 
Edward the Fifth, our brother, in his tragedy 
Quenched their hot thirst of blood, whose 
hire to murder «o 

Paid them their wages of despair and horror; 
The softness of my childhood smiled upon 
The roughness of their task, and robbed 
them farther 

Of hearts to dare, or hands to execute. 

Great king, they spared my life, the butchers 
spared it; 

Returned the tyrant, my unnatural uncle, 

A truth of my dispatch; I was conveyed 
With secrecy and speed to Tournay ; fostered 
By obscure means, taught to unlearn my- 
self; * 

But as Pgrew in years, I grew in sense to 
O f fear and of disdain; fear of the tyrant 
Whose power swayed the throne then: when 
disdain 

Of living so unknown, in such a servile 
And abject lowness, prompted me to 
thoughts 

Of recollecting who I was, I shook off 
My bondage, and made haste to let my 
aunt 

Of Burgundy acknowledge me her kinsman. 
Heir to the crown of England, snatched by 
Henry 

From Richard’s head; a thing scarce known 
i’ th’ world.* 

K. Ja. My lord, it stands not wth your 
counsel now » 

To fly upon invectives: * if you can 
Make this apparent what you have dis- 
coursed 

In every circumstance, we will not study 
An answer, but are ready in your cause. 

War. You are a wise and just king, by the 
powers 

» Forget who I waa 

* Unparalleled* 

• Turn to abuse. 
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Above reserved, beyond all other aids, 

To plant me in mine own inheritance, 

To marry these two kingdoms in a love 
Never to be divorced while time is time. 
As for (he manner, first of my escape, oo 
Of my conveyance next, of my life since. 
The means and persons who were instru- 
ments, 

Great sir, ’tis fit I over-pass in silence; 
Reserving the relation to the secrecy 
Of your own princely car, since it concerns 
Some great ones living yet, and others dead, 
Whose issue might be questioned. For your 
bounty. 

Royal magnificence to him that seeks it, 

We vow hereafter to demean ourself 
As if we were your own and natural 
brother,* loo 

Omitting no occasion in our person 
To express a gratitude beyond example. 

K. Ja. He must be more than subject who 
can utter 

The language of a king, and such is thine. 
Take this for answer: bo whate’er thou 
art. 

Thou never shalt repent that thou hast put 
Thy cause and person into my protection. 
Cousin of York, thus once more we'embrace 
thee; 

Welcome to James of Scotland! for thy 
safety, 

Know, such as love thee not shall never 
wrong thee. no 

Come, we wiJl taste a while our court de- 
lights, 

Dream hence afflictions past, and then pro- 
ceed 

To high attempts of honor. Glp, load on! 
Roth thou and thine arc ours, and we will 
guard ye. ^ 

L(.*iid on 1 Exeunt. Manent LadieV 
Coun. I have not seen a gcntleman\ 

Of a more brave aspect or goodlier carrKngc; 
His fortunes move not him.— Madam yY«re 
passionate.* \ 

K,Uh. Beshrew me,’ but his words hav'i^ 
touched me homo, 

As if his cause concerned me: I should pity 
him ^ ^ 


If a should prove another than he 

‘ Brotlicr in bjood. 

touched. 

A tiiud iinprecatiun. 


lao 


seems. 


[R 0 -]enter [Earl of] Crawford 

Craw. Ladies, the king commands your 
presence instantly 
For entertainment of the duke. 

Kath. The duke 

Must, then, be entertained, the king obeyed; 
It is our duty. 

Coun. We will all wait on him. 

ExeuTit 

[SCENE II] 

[Loyidon. The Tower} 

[A] fiourkh. Enter King Henry, [the 
Earls of] O.xford [and] Surrey, [and 
the Bishop of] Durham 

King. Have ye condemned my chamber- 
lain? 

Dur. His treasons 

Condemned him, sir; which were as clear 
and manifest 

As foul and dangerous; besides, the guilt 
Of his conspiracy pressed him so nearly,* 
That it drew' from him free confession 
Without an importunity. 

0, lord bishop, 

This argued shame and sorrow for his folly, 
And must not stand in evidence against 
Our mercy and the softness of our nature: 
The rigor and extremity of law » 

Is sometimes too-too bitter; but we cany 
A chancery * of pity in our bosom. 

I hope we may reprieve him from the sen- 
tence 

Of death; I hope we may. 

You may, you may; 
And so persuade your subjects that the title 
Of "iork IS better, nay, more just and lawful, 
Than yours of Lancaster! so Stanley holds: 
Which if it be not treason in the highest,* 
Then we are traitors all. perjured and false, 
\Vho have took oath to Henry and the 
justice . 

Of Henry s title; Oxford. Surrey, Dawbeney, 

With all your other peers of state and 
church, 

Forsworn, and Stanley true alone to heaven 
And England’s lawful heirl 

By Vere’s old honors, 

* Clo.s«ly. 

miUgate the rigor of the 

* Degree. 
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I’ll cut his throat dares speak it. 

Sur. ’Tis a quarrel 

To engage a soul in. 

King. What a coiP is here 

To keep my gratitude sincere and perfect! 
Stanley was once my friend, and came in 
time 

To save my life; yet, to say truth, my lords, 
The man stayed long enough to endanger it. 
But I could see no more into his heart 31 
Than what his outward actions did present; 
And for ’em have rewarded ’em so fully, 
As* that there wanted nothing in our gift 
To gratify his merit, as I thought, 

Unless I should divide my crown with him, 
And give him half; though now I well per- 
ceive 

Twould scarce have served his turn without 
the whole. 

But I am charitable, lords; let justice 
Proceed in execution, whiles I mourn 40 
The loss of one whom I esteemed a friend. 
Dur. Sir, he is coming this way. 

King, If a speak to me, 

I could deny him nothing; to prevent it, 

I must withdraw. Pray, lords, commend my 
favors 

To his last peace, which I with him will 
pray for: 

That done, it doth concern us to consult 
Of other following troubles. Exeunt 

Oxj. I am glad 

He’s gone: upon my life, he would have 
pardoned 

The traitor, had a seen him. 

Sur. Tis a king 

Composed of gentleness. 

Dur. Rare and unheard of: w 

But every man is nearest* to himself; 

And that the king observes; ’tis fit a 
should. 

Enter [Sir Wiluam] Stanley, Executioner, 
[Confessor,] Urswick, and [Lord] 

Dawbbney 

Stan. May I not speak with Clifford ere 
I shake 

This piece of frailty off? 

Daw. You shall; he’s sent for. 

Stan. I must not see the king? 

Dur. From him, Sir William, 

These lords and I am sent; he bade us say 

a That. * Dearest, 


That he commends his mercy to your 
thoughts; 

Wishing the laws of England could remit 
The forfeit of your life as willingly 
As he would in the sweetness of his nature « 
Forget your trespass: but howe’er your body 
Fall into dust, he vows, the king himself 
Doth vow, to keep a requiem for your soul, 
As for a friend close treasured in his bosom! 
Oxj. Without remembrance of your errors 
past, 

I come to take my leave, and wish you 
heaven. 

Sur. And I; good angels guard ye! 

Stan. 0, the king, 

Next to my soul, shall be the nearest subject 
Of my last prayers. My grave Lord of 
Durham, 

My Lords of Oxford, Surrey, Dawbeney, all, 
Accept from a poor dying man a farewell, n 
I was as you are, once — great, and stood 
hopeful 

Of many flourishing years; but fate and 
time 

Have wheeled about, to turn me into 
nothing. 

Enter [Sir] Robert Clifford 

Daw. Sir Robert Clifford comes — the 
man, Sir William, 

You so desire to speak with. 

Dur. Mark their meeting. 

Clif. Sir William Stanley, I am glad your 
conscience 

Before your end hath emptied every burthen 
Which charged it, as that* you can clearly 
witness 

How far I have proceeded in a duty » 
That both concerned my truth and the 
state’s safety. 

Stan. Mercy, how dear is life to such as 
hug it! 

Come hither; by this token think on me! 

Makes a cross on Cufford’s 
face with his finger 
Clif. This token! What! I am abused? 
Stan. You are not. 

I w’et upon your cheeks a holy sign, 

The cross, the Christian’s badge, the traitor’s 
infamy: 

Wear, Clifford, to thy grave this painted 
emblem; 

* So that. 


* Hubbub. 
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Water shall never wash it off; all eyes 

That gaze upon thy face shall read there 
written 

A state-informer’s character; more ugly » 

Stamped on a noble name than on a base. 

The heavens forgive theel Pray, my lords, 
no change 

Of words; this man and I have used too 
many. 

Clif. Shall I be disgraced 

Without reply? 

Give losers leave to talk; 

His loss is irrecoverable. 

Once more, 

To all a long farewell! The best of great- 
ness 

Preserve the king I My next suit is, ray 
lords, 

To be remembered to my noble brother, 

Derby, my much-grieved brother: 0, per- 
suade him ’ 

That I shall stand no blemish to his house 

In chronicles writ in another age. 

him and for his 

sighs: 

Tell him, he must not think the style* of 
Derby, 

Nor being husband to King Henry's* mother. 

Ihe league with peers, the smiles of fortune 
can ’ 

Secure his peace above the state of man. 

I take my leave, to travel to my dusf 

Subjects deserv'e their deaths whose kings 
are just. ^ 

Come, confessor. On with thy a.xe, friend, 

nn Tir T .. Exeunt 110 

brea^^^ ^ *^'*^^*' ^ traitor's 

To be upbraided? Lords, the king shall 
know it. 


[«c-]cn(cr King Henry with a while stajj 


“z. 2*h “• 

wedit” 

To every point of Clifford's information 
Ihe only evidence 'gainst Stanley’s head- 
A dies fort; are you pleased? 

XT . ^ pleased, my Lord I 

^diLis^'’ "e 

* Tide. 


Your more attendance on the court; take 
ease. 

And live at home; but, as you love your 

CJ • **• 

Stir not from London without leave from 


us. 


UO 


We’ll think on your reward: away I 

^ I go, sir. Exit 

A. lien. Die all our griefs \vith Stanley! 
Take this staff 

Of office, Dawbeney; henceforth be our 
chamberlain. 

Daw. I am your humble servant. 

King. We are followed 

By enemies at home, that will not cease 
To seek their own confusion; 'tis most true 
The Cornish under Audley are marched on 
As far as Winchester; but let them come. 

Our forces are in readiness; well catch 
’em 

In their own toils. 

Daw. Your army, being mustered, 

Consists in all, of horse and foot, at least 
In number si.\-and-twenty thousand; men 
Daring and able, resolute to fight, 

And loyal in their truths. 

King. We know it, Dawbeney; 

lor them we order thus; Oxford in chief, 
Assisted by bold Essex and the Earl 

Of Suffolk, shall lead on the first battalia;* 
Be that your charge. 

I humbly thank your majesty. 
King. The next division we assign to 
Dawbeney : 

These must be men of action, for on those 

The fortune of our fortunes must rely. 

The last and main ourself commands in 
person; 

^ ready to restore the fight at all times 
As to consummate an assured victory. 

The king is still oraculous* 

We have employment of more toil for thee: 
■ror our intelligence comes swiftly to us, 

lhat James of Scotland late hath enter- 
tained 

Perkin the counterfeit with more than com- 

m 

Grace and respect, nay, courts him with rare 

favors. 

The Scot is young and forward; we must 
look for 

A sudden storm to England from the north; 

‘Division, 
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Which to withstand, Durham shall post to 
Norham, 

To fortify the castle and secure 
The frontiers against an invasion there. 
Surrey shall follow soon, with such an army 
As may relievo the bishop, and encounter 
On all occasions the death-daring Scots. 
You know your charges all; ’tis now a time 
To execute, not talk: heaven is our guard 
still. i«i 

War must breed peace; such is the fate of 
kings. Exeunt 

[SCENE III] 

[Edinburgh. An Apartment in the Palace] 

Enter [Earl of] Crawford and [Lord] 

Dalisll 

Craw. ’Tis more than strange; my reason 
cannot answer 

Such argument of fine imposture, couched 
In witchcraft of persuasion, that it fashions 
Impossibilities, as if appearance 
Could cozen truth itself : this dukeling 
mushroom 

Hath doubtless charmed the king. 

Dal. He courts the ladies, 

As if his strength of language chained atten- 
tion 

By power of prerogative. 

Craw. It madded 

My very soul to hear our master’s motion : ‘ 
What surety both of amity and honor lo 
Must of necessity ensue upon 
A match betwixt some noble of our nation 
And this brave prince, forsooth. 

Dal. Twill prove too fatal ; 

Wise Huntley fears the threatening. Bless 
the lady 

From such a ruin. 

Craw. How the council privy 

Of this young Phaethon do screw their faces 
Into a gravity their trades, good people. 

Were never guilty ofl the meanest of ’em 
Dreams of at least an office in the state. 

Dal. Sure, not the hangman’s; 'tis be- 
spoke already » 

For service to their rogueships — Silence! 

Enter King James and [Earl of] Huntley 

K. Ja. Do not 

Argue against our will; we have descended 

* Proposal. * 


Somewhat— as we may term it— too 

familiarly 

From justice of our birthright, to examine 
The force of your allegiance,— sir, we have, 
But find it short of duty. 

^nnt. Break my heart. 

Do, do, kingl Have my services, my 
loyalty, — 

Heaven knows untainted ever,— drawn upon 
me 

Contempt now in mine age, when I but 
wanted * 

A minute of a peace not to be troubled, » 
My last, my long one? Let me be a dotard, 
A bedlam, a poor sot,^ or what you please 
To have me, so you will not stain your 
blood, 

Your own blood, royal sir, though mixed 
with mine. 

By marriage of this girl to a straggler: 

Take, take my head, sir; whilst my tongue 
can wag. 

It cannot name him other. 

K. Ja. Kings are counterfeits 

In your repute, grave oracle, not presently * 
Set on their thrones with scepters in their 
fists. 

But use your o^vn detraction;* ’tis our 
pleasure ^ 

To give our cousin York for wife our kins- 
woman. 


The Lady Katherine: instinct* of sover- 
eignty 

Designs the honor, though her peevish father 
Usurps our resolution.® 

Hunt. 0, 'tis well, 

Exceeding well. I never was ambitious 
Of using congees to my daughter-queen: 

A queen I perhaps a queen ! Forgive me 
Daliell, 

Thou honorable gentleman; none here 
Dare speak one work of comfort? 

Dal. Cruel misery I 

Craw. The lady, gracious prince, may be 

hath settled w 

Affection on some former choice. 

Dal. Enforcement 

Would prove but tyranny. 

Hunt. I thank [th]ee* heartily. 


' As yet lack, 
s Fool. 

* Actually. 

* Act to your own disadvantage. 

* Intuition. 

* Puts his opinion in place of outb. 
»Q. 'ec. 
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Let any yeoman of our nation challenge 
An interej^t in the girl, then the kin^; 

May add a jointure of ascent in titles, 
Worthy a free consent ; now a pulls down 
What old desert hath builded. 

Cease persuasions. 

I violate no pawns of faiths.’ intrude not 
On private loves: that I have played the 
orator 

For kingly "V ork to virtuous Kate, her grant 
Can ju.'tify, referring her contents «» 

To our pro\ ision. The Welsh Harry ’ hence- 
forth 

Shall therefore know, and tremble to 
acknowledge, 

Tiiat not the painted idol of hi.s policy 
Shall fright the lawful owner from a king- 
dom. 

We are re.soh'ed. 

Ifuril. Some of thy .subjects’ hearts, 

King James, will bleed for this. 

Then shall their blooils 
Be nobly spent. No more disputes; he is 
not 

Our friend who contra<liets us. 

Farewell, daughter 1 
My care by one is lessened, thank the king 
for’t : * -0 

I and my griefs will dance now. Look, 
lords, look : 

Here’s hand in hand already I 

Enter Pkiikin WAitnEc-K. leading [Lady] 
K.vtiikhine, complimenting ; Counte.ss of 
CitAWFoitD, Janb lI)oi’(a.\s,| h'luo.x. Mayor 
of Cork. Astlev, IIeiukv, and Sketon 

Ei.Ja. Peace, old frenzy ! — 

How like a king a looks! Lords, but ob- 
serve 

The confidence of his aspect ; dross cannot 
Cleave to so pure a metal, royal youth! 
Plantagenet umloubted! 

Ifunt. [a.sa(/c] Ho, brave youth!’ 

But no Plantagenet. by’r lady, yet. 

By red rose or by white. 

An union this way 
bettles possession in a monarchy 

Kstablished rightly, as is my inheritance: 
Acknowledge me but sovereign of this king- 
dom, 

* Plighted vows. 

* Ilc'tiry Tufinr. 

" Q. reads brnrc Lady! 


Your heart, fair princess, and the hand of 
providence 

Shall crown you queen of me and my best 
fortunes. 

Knfh. Where my obedience is, my lord, a 
duty. 

Love owes true service. 

B'or. Shall I— 

Cousin, yes, 

Enjoy her; from my hand accept your 
bride; [He joins their hands] 

And may they live at enmity with comfort 
Who grieve at such an equal pledge of 
troths [ 

Y'are the prince’s wife now. 

Eath . By your gift, sir. 

li ar. Thus I take seizure* of mine own. 
Eath . I miss yet » 

A father’s blessing. Let me find it; humbly 
Upon my knees I seek it. 

Emit. I am Huntley, 

Old Alexander Gordon, a plain subject, 

Nor more nor loss; and, lady, if you wish 
for 

A blessing, you must bend your knees to 
heaven ; 

For heaven <!id give me you. Alas, nias, 
What wouhl you have me say? May all 
the happiness 

My prayers ever sued to fall upon you 
Preserve you in your virtues! — Prithee, 
Daliell. 

Como with me; for I feel thy griefs as full i» 
As mine; let's steal away, and cry together. 
Dal. My hopes are in their mins. 

Exeunt [Earl of] Huntlbt 
and [Lord] Daliell 
E‘ Jo. Good, kind Huntley 

Is overjoyed: a fit solemnity* 

Shall perfect these delights. — Crawford, 
attend 

Our order for the preparation. Exeunt 

Mam nt Frion. M.ayor, Astlbt, 

Heron and Sketon 
Fri. Now, worthy gentlemen, have I not 
followed 

My undertakings with success? Here’s 
entrance 

Into a certainty above a hope. 

Her. Hopes are but hopes; I was evar 
confident, when I traded but in remnants, uo 
that my stars had reservotl me to the title of 

* l\)s.se&sion. i Festivity. 
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a viscount at least : honor is honor, though 
cut out of any stuffs. 

She. My brother Heron hath right wisely 
delivered his opinion; for he that threads 
his needle with the sharp e3'es of industry 
shall in time go through-stitch * with the 
new suit of preferment. 

Ast. Spoken to the purpose, my fine- 
witted brother Sketon; for as no in- 
denture but has its counterpa^m,* no 
vioverint^ but his condition or defeasance; 
so no right but may have claim, no claim 
but may have possession, any act of parlia- 
ment to the contrary notwithstanding. 

Fri. You are all read in mysteries of state, 
And quick of apprehension, deep in judg- 
ment. 

Active in resolution; and 'tis pity 
Such counsel should lie buried in obscurity. 
But why, in such a time and cause of 
triumph, 

Stands the judicious Mayor of Cork so 
silent? 

Believe it, sir, as English Richard prospers, 
You must not miss employment of high 
nature. 

Mayor. If men may be credited in their 
mortality, which I dare not peremptorily 
aver but they may or not be, presumptions 
by this marriage are then, in sooth, of 
fruitful expectation. Or else I must not 
justify other men’s belief, more than other 
should rely on mine. 

Fri. Pith of experience! those that have 
borne office 

Weigh every word before it can drop from 
them. 

But, noble counsellors, since now the present 
Requires in point of honor,— pray, mistake 
not, — 

Some service to our lord, 'tis fit the Scots 
Should not engross all glory to themselves 
At this so grand and eminent solemnity. 

She. The Scots! the motion is defied: ‘ I 
had rather, for my part, without trial of my 
country, suffer persecution under the w 
pressing-iron of reproach ; or let my skin be 
punched® full of eyelet-holes with the 
bodkin of derision. 

Ast. I will sooner lose both my ears on 
the pillory of forgery. 

1 Complete. \ Repudiat^. 

* Half of an indenture. " Q. pincM. 

* Deed or bond. 


Her. Let me first live a bankrout, and die 
in the lou.sy Hole* of hunger, without com- 
pounding for sixpence in the pound. 

Mayor. If men fail not in their expecta- 
tions, there may be spirits also that dis- iso 
gest* no rude affronts, Master Secretary 
Frion, or I am cozened; which is possible, 
I grant. 

Fri. Resolved like men of knowledge; at 
this feast then, 

In honor of the bride, the Scots, I know. 
Will in some show, some masque, or some 
device, 

Prefer their duties: now it were uncomely 
That we be found less forward for our prince 
Than they are for their lady; and by how 
much 

We outshine them in persons of account, ko 
B y so much more will our endeavors meet 
with 

A livelier applause. Great emperors 
Have for their recreations undertook 
Such kind of pastimes: as for the conceit,’ 
Refer it to my study; the performance 
You all shall share a thanks in: 'twill be 
grateful. 

Her. The motion is allowed: * I have stole 
to a dancing school when I was a prentice. 

Ast. There have been Irish hubbubs,® 
when I have made one too. lao 

Ske. For fashioning of shapes and cutting 
a cross caper, turn me off to my trade again. 

Mayor. Surely there is, if I be not de- 
ceived, a kind of gravity in merriment ; as 
there is, or perhaps ought to be, respect of 
persons in the quality of carriage, which is 
as it is construed, either so or so. 

Fri. Still you come home to me; upon 
occasion 

I find j^ou relish courtship® with discretion; 
And such are fit for statesmen of your 
merits. 

Pray ye wait ’ the prince, and in his oar 
acquaint him 

With this design; I’ll follow and direct ye. 

Exeunt, manei Frion 

O, the toil 

Of humoring this abject scum of mankind, 

> Tlie meanest cell of the Counter prison. 

2 Digest. 

* IfJea. 

♦ The suggestion is accepted. 

® Wakes and fairs. 

« Courtiership. 
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Muddy-brained peasants! princes feel a 
misery 

Beyond impartial sufferance, whose extremes 
Must yield to such abettors;— yet ‘ our tide 
Runs smoothly, without adverse winds: run 
on! 

Flow to a full seal time alone debates 
Quarrels forewritten in the book of fates. 200 

Exit 


ACTUS TERTIUS, SCENA PRIMA 

[ircs^mm.stcr, the Palace] 

Enter King Henry, uHth his gorget * on, his 
sword, plume of feathers, and leading- 
staff, and Urswick 


King. How runs the time of day? 

Piust ten, my lord. 
King. A bloody hour will it prove to 
some. 

Whose disobedience, like the sons o’ th’ 
earth,* 

Throw a defiance ’gainst the face of heaven. 
Oxford, with Essex and stout Dc la Polo, 
Have quieted the Londoners, I hope, 

And set them safe from fear. 

They are all silent. 
King. From their own battlements they 
may behold 

Saint George's-fields o’erspread with armed 
men; 

Amongst whom our own royal standard 
threatens 

Confusion to opposers; we must learn 
To practise war again in time of peace 
Or lay our crown before our subjects’ feet- 
Ha, Urswick, must wo not? 

powers who seated 

King Henry on his lawful throne will ever 
Rise up in his defence. 

Rajjp 

Ihe bosom of our confidence; in Kent 
Our Cornish rebels, cozened of their hopes 

that count rv’s * 

earl, 

George Abergcny, Cobham, Poynings, Guil- 
ford. 

And otlier loyal hearts; non-, if Blackheath” 

* Thus far. 

J tor the throat. 

* Tlir Titans. 

^ County*^ 


Must be reserved the fatal tomb to swallow 
Such stiff-necked objects* as with weary 
marches 

Have travelled from their homes, their 
wives and children. 

To pay, instead of subsidies, their lives. 

We may continue sovereign. Yet, Urswick, 
We’ll not abate one penny what in parlia- 
ment 

Hath freely been contributed; we must not; 
Money gives soul to action. Our competi- 
tor, 

The Flemish co\interfeit, with James of 
Scotland, w 

Will prove what courage need and want can 
nourish. 

Without the food of fit supplies: — but, 
Urswick, 

I have a charm in secret that shall loose 
The witchcraft wherewith young King James 
is bound. 

And free it at my pleasure without blood- 
shed, 

Vrs. Your majesty’s a wise king, sent from 
heaven, 

Protector of the just. 

King. Let dinner cheerfully 

Be served in; this day of the w-eek is ours, 
Our day of providence; for Saturday 
Act never failed in all my undertakings » 

A flourish 

To yield me rest at night. What means this 
warning? 

Good fate, speak peace to Henry I 

Enter [Lord] D.\wbexey, [Earl of] Ox- 
ford, and Attendants 




WJ 


Triumphant in the ruin of his enemies! 

Oxf. The head of strong rebellion is cut 
off. 

The botly hewed in pieces. 

King. Dawbeney, Oxford, 

Minions to noblest fortunes, how yet stands 
The comfort of your wishes? 

, Briefiy thus. 

J ho Corni 5 ^h under Audley, disappointed 
Of flattered expectation, from the Kentish— 
A our majesty’s right-trusty liegemen — flew. 
Feathered by rage and heartened by pre- 
sumption, M 

To take the field even at yoxir palace-gates, 

* Wrctclies. 


III. i. THE CHRONICLE HISTORY OF PERKIN WARBECK 


691 


And face you in your chamber-royal : 
arrogance 

Improved their ignorance; for they, sup- 
posing, 

Misled by rumor, that the day of battle 
Should fall on Monday, rather braved your 
forces 

Than doubted any onset; yet this morning, 
When in the dawning I, by your direction, 
Strove to get Deptford strand bridge, there 
I found 

Such a resistance as might show what 

strength “ 

Could make: here arrows hailed in showers 


upon us 

A full yard long at least; but we prevailed. 
My Lord of Oxford, with his fellow peers 
Environing the hill, fell fiercely on them 
On the one side, I on the other, till, great 


sir. — 

Pardon the oversight, — eager of doing 
Some memorable act, I was engaged 
Almost a prisoner, but was freed as soon 
As sensible of danger; now the fight 
Began in heat, which quenched in the blood 

of ” 

Two thousand rebels, and as many more 
Reserved to try your mercy, have returned 


A victory with safety. 

King. . Have we lost 

An equal number with them? 

Ox/ 

Scarcely four hundred. Audley, Flamraock, 
Joseph, 

The ringleaders of this commotion, 

Railed in ropes,* fit ornaments for traitors. 

Wait your determinations. 

King. 

Our thanks where they are only due: 0, 


lords, 

Here is no victory, nor shall our people » 
Conceive that we can triumph m their 

falls. , , 

Alas, poor souls! let such as are escaped 

Steal to the country back 

There’s not a drop of blood spilt but hath 


^ much^of mine; their swords could have 
wrought wonders 

their king’s part, who faintly were un- 
sheathed 


> Entangled. 

» Tied with ropes. 


Against their prince, but wounded their 
own breasts. 

Lords, we are debtors to your care ; our 
payment 

Shall be both sure and fitting your deserts. 

Daw. Sir, will you please to see those 
rebels, heads » 

Of this wild monster-multitude? 

King. Dear friend, 

My faithful Dawbeney, no; on them our 
justice 

Must frown in terror; I will not vouchsafe 
An e 3 ’e of pity to them. Let false Audley 
Be drawn upon an hurdle * from the New- 
gate 

To Tower-hill in his own coat of arms 
Painted on paper, with the arms reversed. 
Defaced and tom; there let him lose his 
head. 


The lawj'er and the blacksmith shall be 
hanged, » 

Quartered; their quarters into Cornwall sent 
Examples to the rest, whom we are 
pleased 

To pardon and dismiss from further quest.* 
My Lord of Oxford, see it done. 

Ox/. ^ I shall, sir. 

King. Urswick ! 

IJrs. My lord? 

King. To Dinham, our high-treasurer, 
Say, we command commissions be new 
granted 

For the collection of our subsidies 
Through all the west, and that speedily. 
Lords, we acknowledge our engagements due 
For j'our most constant services. 

Daw. Your soldiers 

Have manfully and faithfully acquitted no 
Their several duties. 

King. For it we will throw 

A largess free amongst them, which shall 
hearten 

And cherish-up their loyalties. More yet 
Remains of like employment; not a man 
Can be dismissed, till enemies abroad, 

More dangerous than these at home, have 
felt 

The puissance of our arms. O happy kings 
Whose thrones are raised in their subjects’ 

Exeunt omnes 


» A species of cart or sled, 
a Trial. 



092 


JOHN FORD 


III. ii. 


[SCENE II] 

[Edinburgh. The Falace'] 

Enter [Earl of] Huntley and [Lord] 

Daliell 

Hunt. Now, sir, a modest’ word with you, 
sad {icntlcman ; 

Is not tills fine, I trow, to sec the painbols, 
To hear the jigs, observe the frisks, be en- 
chanted 

Witli the rare discord of bells, pipes, and 
tabors, 

Hotch-potch of Scotch and Irish twinglc- 
twanglcs, 

Like to so many quiristci*s of Bedlam 
Trolling a catch! ^ The feasts, the manly 
stomachs, 

The health in usquebaugh® and bonny- 
clabber. 

The ale in dishes never fetched from China,* 
The hundred-thousand knacks® not to be 
spoken of. — lo 

And all this for King Oberon and Queen 
Mab,— 

Should put a soul into ye. Look ye, good 
man, 

How youthful I am grown: but, Jiy your 
leave, 

This new queen-bride must henceforth be no 
more 

My daughter; no, by’r lady, 'tis unfit: 

And yet you see how I do bear this change, 
Methinks courageously: then shake off cure 
In such a time of jollity. 

Alas, sir, 

How can you cast a mist upon your griefs? 
Which howsoe’er you shadow, but present » 
To any judging eye llie perfect substance, 

Of which mine are but counterfeits. 

Foh, Daliell! 

Thou inferruptst the part I bear in music 
To thi.s rare bri<Ial-fea.sf ; let us be merry. 
Whilst flattering calms secure us against 
storms: 

Tempe.sts, when they begin to roar, put out 
^'he light of peace, and cloud the sun's 
bright eye 

In darkness of despair; yet® we are safe. 

’ Quiot. 

* A song. 

* Wliiskty. 

* In no dainty vessels. 

"Tritlos. 

« As yet. 


Dal. I wish you could as easily forget 
The justice of your sorrows as my hopes *o 
Can yield to destiny. 

Hunt. Pishl then I see 

Thou dost not know the flexible condition 
Of my apt nature: I can laugh, laugh 
heartily. 

When the gout cramps my joints; let but 
the stone 

Stop my bladder, I am straight a-singing; 
The quartan-fever, shrinking every limb. 
Sets me a-capering straight ; do but betray 
me, 

And bind me a friend ever: what! I trust 
The losing of a daughter, though I doted 
On every hair that grew to trim her head, «> 
.\dmits not any pain like one of these. 
Con>c, thou’rt deceived in me: give me a 
blow, 

A sound blow on the face, I'll thank thee 
for't ; 

I love my wrongs: still thou’rt deceived in 
me. 

Dal. Deceived! 0, noble Huntley, my 
few years 

Have learnt experience of too ripe an age 
To forfeit fit credulity: forgive 
My nideness, I am bold. 

iD.int. Forgive me first 

A madness of ambition; by example 
Teach me humility, for patience scorns » 
Lectures, which schoolmen use to read to 
boys 

Uncapabic of injuries; though old, 

I could grow tough in fuiy, and disclaim 
Allegiance to my king; could fall at odds 
With all my fellow-peers that durst not 
stand 

Defendants 'gainst the rape done on mine 
honor; 

But kings are earthly gods, there is no med- 
dling 

With their anointed bodies; for their actions 
They only are accountable to heaven. 

\ ct in the puzzle of my troubled bnun « 
One antidote’s reserved against the poison 
Of my distractions; *tis in thee to apply it. 
Dal. Name it; 0, name it quickly, sir! 

II uni. X pardon 

For my most foolish slighting thy deserts; 
I have culled out this time to beg it: 
prithee, 

Be gentle; had I been so, thou hadst owned 
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A happy bride, but now a castaway, 

And never child of mine more. 

Dal. Say not so, sir; 

It is not fault in her. 

Hunt. The world would prate 

How she was handsome; young I know she 

was, ™ 

Tender and sweet in her obedience: 

But lost now : what a bankrupt am I made 
Of a full stock of blessings! Must I hope 

A mercy from thy heart? 

Dal. A love, a ser\’ice, 

A friendship to posterity.* 

Hunt. Good angels 

Reward thy charity! I have no more 
But prayers left me now. 

Dal. I’ll lcn<l you mirth, sir. 

If you will be in consort.* 

Hunt. Thank ye truly: 

I must; yes, yes, I must; here’s yet some 
ease, 

A partner in affliction; look not angry. «• 
Dal. Good, noble sir! [Flourish] 

Hunt. O, hark! we may be quiet, 

The king and all the others come ; a meeting 
Of gaudy sights: this day’s the last of 

revels; 

To-morrow sounds of war ; then new ex- 
change; 

Fiddles must turn to swords. Unhappy 
marriage ! 

[A] flourish. Enter King James, Warbeck 
leading [Lady] Katherine, [Earl of] 
Crawford [and his] Countess; Jane 
[Douglas, and other Ladies,] [Earl oH 
Huntley and [Lord] Daliell jail in 

among them 


K. Ja. Cousin of York, you and your 

princely bride i,* 

Have liberally enjoyed such soft delights 
As a new-married couple could forethink; 
Nor has our bounty shortened’ expecta- 

tion; - 

But after all those pleasures of repose. » 

Or amorous safety, we must rouse the ease 

Of dalliance with achievements of more 

Than °sl^th and sleep can furnish : yet, for 
farewell. 


* Famous in future times. 

* Agreement. 

* Come short of. 


Gladly we entertain a truce with time, 
To grace the joint endeavors of our servants. 

Il'ar. My royal cousin, in your princely 
favor 

The extent of bounty hath been so unlim- 
ited, 

As* only an acknowledgment in words 
Would breed suspicion in* our state and 
quality. 

When we shall, in the fulness of our fate, n» 
Whose minister, necessity, will perfect, 

Sit on our own throne; then our arms, laid 
open 

To gratitude, in sacred memory 
Of these large benefits, shall twine them 
close, 

Even to our thoughts and heart, without 
distinction. 

Then James and Richard, being in effect 
One person, shall unite and rule one people. 
Divisible in titles only. 

K. Ja. Seat ye. 

Are the presenters ready? 

Crau;. All are entering. 

Hunt. Dainty sport toward, Daliell! sit; 
come, sit, no 

Sit and be quiet; here are kingly bug’s- 
wordsJ * 

Enter at one door Four Scotch Antics,* ac- 
cordingly habited; enter at another, 
[Warbeck’s followers, as] Four Wild 
Irish in trowses,^ long-haired and accord- 
ingly habited. Music. The Masquers 
dance 

K. Ja. To all a general thanks! 

War. In the next room. 

Take your owm shapes again; you shall re- 
ceive 

Particular acknowledgment. 

[Exeunt the Masquers] 

K. Ja. Enough 

Of merriments. Crawford, how far’s our 
army 

Upon the march? 

Craw. At Hedon-hall, great king; 

Twelve thousand, well-prepared. 

K. Ja. Crawford, to-night 

Post thither. We in person, with the prince, 

»TbaL 

* Concerning. 

• Words to amaze, 

^ Fantastic personag&s. 

^ Strosses or tight trowsers. 
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By four o’clock to-morrow after dinner 
Will be wi’ ye: speed away! 

Craw. I flv, iny lord. i-«> 

[Exit] 

K. Ja. Our bu.siness arrows (o head now: 
whore s your .'^ecretaiy, 

That, he attends ye not to serve? 

War. With Marchmont, 

Your herald. 

K. Ja. Good! the proclamation’s ready; 
By that it will appear how the Kn^b.d! .“stand 
AITectcd to your title. Huntley, comfort 
Your daughter in her husband’s absence; 
fight 

With prayers at homo for us, who for your 
honors 

Mu.st toil in fight abroad. 

Hunt. Prayers are the weapons 

Whieli men so near their graves as 1 do use; 
I’ve little else to <lo. 

K. Ja. To rest, young beauties! im 

We rmi.«;t be early stirring; f|uickly part: 

A kingdoms rescue craves both speed and 
art. 


Cousins, good-night. Flourish 

Rest to our cousin-king. 
I'^alh. Your ble.ssing, sir. 

Hunt. Fair blc.^sings on your.* highness! 
sure, you need ’em. 

Exeunt omnes, manint W.xnuECK, 
[Lady] K.\tuehine, [ajul J.xne] 
IFar. Jane, set the lights down, and from 
us return * 

To those in the next room this little purse; 
Say we’ll rlcserve their loves. 

Jaae. It shall bo done, sir. 

Exit 

ll'ar. Now, dearest, ere sweet sleep shall 
seal those eyes, m 

Tove’.s precious tapers, give me leave to use 
A parting ceremony; for to-morrow 
It would be sacrilege to intrude upon 
The temple of thy peace: swift as the morn- 


ing 

Must I break from the down of thy em 
braces. 

To put on steel, and trace the paths whicl 
lead 

Through various hazanls to a careful 
throne. 

Kiith. My lord, I would fain go wi’ ye 
there’s small fortune 

In staying hero behind. 

* Give as a bounty, a Full of care. 


War. The churlish brow 

Of war. fair dearest, is a sight of horror 
For ladies’ entertainment: if thou hear’st iw 
A truth of my sad ending by the hand 
Of some unnatural subject, thou withal 
Shalt hear how I died worthy of my right, 
By falling like a king; and in the close, 
Which my last breath shall sound, thy name, 
thou fairest, 

Shall sing a requiem to my soul, unwilling 
Only of greater glory, ’cause divided 
From such a heaven on earth as life with 
thee. 

But these are chimes for funerals: my busi- 
ness IM 

Attends on fortune of a sprightlier triumph; 
For love and maje.sty are reconciled. 

And vow to crown thee empress of the west. 
Kath. You have a noble language, sir; 
your right 

In me is without question, and however 
Events of time may shorten my deserts 
In others’ pity, yet it shall not stagger 
Or constancy or duty in a wife. 

^ou must be king of me; and my poor heart 
Is all I can call mine. 

R or. But we will live, 

Live, beauteous virtue, by the lively test iw 
Of our own blood to let the counterfeit 
Be known the world’s contempt. 

Hath. Pray, do not use 

That word;* it carries fate in’t. The first 
suit 

I ever made, I trust your love will grant. 
IFar. Without denial, dearest. 

Kath. That hereafter, 

If you return with safety, no adventure 
May sever us in tasting any fortune: 

I ne’er can stay behind again. 

B'or. Y’are lady 

Of your desires, and shall command your 
will ; 

Yet ’tis too hard to promise. 

Kath. What our destinies 

Have ruled-out in their books we must not 
search, 

But kneel to. 

ILur. Then to fear when hope is 

fruitless. 

Were to be desperately miserable; 

Which poverty our greatness dares not 
dream of, 

* Counterfeit. 
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And much more scorns to stoop to: some 
few minutes 

Remain yet; let’s be thrifty in our hopes. 

Exeunt 


[SCENE III] 


[The Palace at Westminster^ 

Enter King Henry, Hiams, and Urswick 

King. Your name is Pedro Hialas, a Span- 
iard? 

Hial. Sir, a Castilian bom. 

King. Ferdinand, 

With wise Queen Isabel his royal consort, 
Write ye ^ a man of worthy tmst and candor. 
Princes are dear to heaven who meet with 
subj 0 cts 

Sincere in their employments; such I find 
Your commendation, sir. Let me deliver 
How joyful I repute the amity 
With your most fortunate master, who al- 
most 

Comes near a miracle in his success « 

Against the Moors, who had devoured his 

country, ^ . 

Entire now to his scepter. We, for our part, 

Will imitate his providence, in hope 
Of partage * in the use on’t : we repute 
The privacy of his advisement to us 
By you, intended an ambassador 
To Scotland, for a peace between our king- 
doms, „ , 

A policy of love, which well becomes 

His wisdom and our care. _ 

Your majesty 

Doth understand him rightly. 

King. . ^ • “ 

Your knowledge can instruct me; wherein, 

To falP on ceremony would seem useless, 
Which shall not need; for I will be as 
studious 

Of your concealment in our conference 
As any council shall adv.se 

My chief request is that, on 
At my dispatch in Scotland, you will send 
Sor^ learned man of power and experience 
To join entreaty w.th me. ^ ^ 

King. 


* Describe, 
a Declare. 


» Participation. 

•* Have recourse to. 


Being that way well provided by ' a servant 
Which may attend ye ever. 

Hial. If King James, 

By any indirection," should perceive 
My coming near your court, I doubt the 
issue 

Of my employment. 

King. Be not your own herald: 

I learn sometimes without a teacher. 

Hial. Good days 

Guard all jmur princely thoughts! 

King. Urswick, no further 

Than the next open gallery attend him. 

A hearty love go with you! 

Hial. Your ^’owcd bead.'sman.® 

Exeunt Urswick and Hial.\s 
King. King Ferdinand is not so much a 
fox, 

But that a cunning huntsman may in time «o 
Fall on the scent: in honorable actions 
Safe imitation best deserves a praise. 

[ Re-lenter Urswick 

What, the Castilian's passed away? 

Uts. He is, 

And undiscovered; the two hundred marks* 
Your majesty conveyed,^ a gently pursed 
With a right modest gravity. 

King. What was't 

A muttered in the earnest® of his wisdom? 

A spoke not to be heard; 'twas about — 

Vrs. Warbeck: 

How if King Henry were but sure of sub- 
jects, <9 

Such a wild runagate’ might soon be caged, 
No great ado withstanding. 

King. Nay, nay; something 

About my son Prince Arthur’s match. 

Urs. Right, right, sir: 

A hummed it out, how that King Ferdinand 
Swore that the marriage ’twixt the Lady 
Katherine 

His daughter and the Prince of Wales your 
son 

Should never be consummated as long 
As any Ear! of Wanvick lived in England,® 
Except by new creation. 

King. I remember 

’Twas so, indeed : the king his master swore 
it? 

> With. « Sent 

* Indirectly. • Gravity. 

* Your devoted sen'ant, ^ Ra&cal. 

^ A coin worth 3s. 6d, • Sec below, line 64. 
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Urs. Directly, as he .said. 

King. An Earl of Warwick! «o 

Provide a messenger for letters instantly 
To Bishop Fox. Our news from Scotland 
creeps ; 

It comes so slow, we must have airy spirits; ^ 
Our time requires dispatch. [/Isidc] The 
Earl of Warwick ! 

Let him l)o son to Clarence, younger brother 
To Edward! Edwarfl’s daughter is. I think, 
Mother to our Prince Arthur. Get a mes- 
senger. Exeunt 

[SCEXE IV] 

[licjorv the Casilc of Norham] 

Enter King .Fames. WAimECK, [Earl of] 
C’lJAWFouD, fl^ordl Dauell. Heron, Ast- 
LEY, Ma^-or, Sketon and Soldiers 

K. Ja. We trifle time against these castlc- 
wall.s ; 

The English prelate will not yield; once 
more 

Give him a summons. 

[/Ij parley [k sounded] 

Enter above [the Bishop of] Dtkham, a 
truncheon in his hand, and Soldiers 

See. the jolly clerk 
Appears, trimmed’ like a ruffian! 

K. Ja. Bisliop, yet 

Set ope the ports, and to your lawful sov- 
ereign. 

Richard of York, surrender up thi.s ca.stle, 
And he will take thee to his grace: else 
Tweed 

Shall overflow his’ banks with Engli.di 
blood, 

And wash the sand that cements those hard 
stones 

From their foundation. 

Dur. Warlike King of Scotland, lo 

Vouchsafe a few words from a man enforced 
To lay his book luside and clap on arms 
Unsuitable to my age or my profe.ssion. 
Courageoii.s prince, consider on what grounds 
ou rend the face of peace, and break a 
league 

With a confederate king that courts your 
amity ; 

For uhom too? for a vagabond, a straggler, 
‘ Spirited messengers. * Armed. * Its. 


Not noted in the world by birth or name, 
An obscure peasant, by the rage of hell 
Loosed from his chains to set great kings 
at strife. » 

What nobleman, what common man of note, 
What ordinary subject hath come in. 

Since first you footed on our territories. 

To only feign a welcome? Children laugh at 
Your proclamations, and the wiser pity 
So great a potentate’s abuse by one 
Who juggles merely with the fawns’ and 
youth 

Of an instructed compliment; such spoils, 
Such slaughters as the rapine of your sol- 
diers 

Already have committed, is enough » 
To show your zeal in a conceited’ justice. 
Yet, great king, wake not yet my master’s 
vengeance 

But shake that viper off which gnaws your 
entrails. 

I and my fellow-subjects arc resolved. 

If you persist, to stand your utmost fury, 
Till our last blood drop from us. 

** ■ 0, sir, lend 

No’ ear to this traducer of my honor! 
What shall I call thee, thou grey-bearded 
scandal, 

That kick’st against the sovereignty to 
which 


Thou ow’st allegiance? — Treason is bold- 
faced 40 

And eloquent in mischief; sacred king, 

Be deaf to his known malice. 

Rather yield 

Unto those holy motions* which inspire 
The sacred heart of an anointed body. 

It is the surest policy in princes 
To govern well tlieir own than* seek en- 
croachment 
Upon another’s right. 

The king is serious, 
Deep in his meditationfs]. 

Lift them up 

To heaven, his better genius! 

Can you study 

While such a devil raves? 0, sir! 

Well, bishop, » 

\ oil'll not be drawn to mercy? 

Construe me 

In like case by a subject of your own: 


* Fnwnings. 4 Feelings, 

• Imngineil. e than. 

*Q. me. 
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My resolutioa’s fixed: King James, be coun- 
selled, 

A greater fate waits on thee. 

Exit [Bishop of] Durh.am cum suis 
K. Ja. Forage througli 

The countrj^; spare no prey of life or goods. 
War. O, sir, then give me leave to yield 
to nature; 

I am most miserable: had I been 
Born what this clergyman would by de- 
fame * 

Baffle belief with, I had never sought 
The truth of mine inheritance with rapes «• 
Of women or of infants murdered, virgins 
Deflowered, old men butchered, dwellings 
fired, 

My land depopulated, and my people 
Afflicted with a kingdom’s devastation: 
Show more remorse,* great king, or I shall 
never 

Endure to see such havoc with dry eyes; 
Spare, spare, my dear, dear England I 
K. Ja. You foor your piety, 

Ridiculously careful of an interest 
Another man possesseth. Where’s your fac- 
tion? 

Shrewdly the bishop guessed of your adher- 
ents, 

When not a petty burgess of some town. 

No, not a villager hath yet appeared 
In your assistance: that should make ye 
whine, 

And not your country’s sufferance,* as you 
term it. 

Dal. The king is angry. 

Craw. And the passionate duke 

Effeminately dolent. 

War. The experience 

In former trials, sir, both of mine own 
Or other princes cast out of their thrones, 
Have so acquainted me how misery 
Is destitute of friends or of relief, « 

That I can easily submit to taste 
Lowest reproof without contempt or words. 
K. Ja. An humble-minded man! 

Enter Frion 


Now, what intelligence 
Speaks Master Secretary Frion? 

Fri. 

Of England hath in open field o’erthrown 


> Defamation. 

> Pity. 


* Make a fool of. 

* Suffering. 


The armies who opposed him in the right 
Of this young prince. 

K. Ja. His subsidies,* you mean: 

More, if you have it? 

Fri. Howard, Earl of Surrey, 

Backed by twelve earls and barons of the 
north. 

An hundred knights and gentlemen of name, 
-'\nd twenty thousand soldiers, is at hand « 
To raise your siege. Brooke, with a goodly 
navy. 

Is admiral at sea; and Dawbeney follows 
With an unbroken array for a second. 

IFar. ’Tis false! they come to side with us. 
K.Ja. Retreat! 

We shall not find them stones and walls to 
cope with. 

Yet, Duke of York, for such thou sayest 
thou art. 

I’ll try thy fortune to the height: to Surrey. 
By Marchraont, I will send a brave defiance 
For single combat; once a king will venter^ 
His person to an earl, with condition* lui 
Of spilling lesser blood: Surrey is bold, 

And James resolved. 

War. O, rather, gracious sir, 

Create me* to this glory, since my cause 
Doth interest® this fair quarrel; valued 
least, 

I am his equal. 

K. Ja. I will be the man. — 

March softly off: where victory can reap 
A harvest crowned with triumph, toil i.s 
cheap. Exeunt omnes 

ACTUS QUARTUS, SCENA PRIMA 

[The English Camp near Ayton, on the 

Borders} 

Enter [Earl of] Surrey, [Bishop of] Dur- 
ham, Soldiers, uiih drums and colors 

Sur. Are all our braving enemies shrunk 
back 

Hid in the fogs of their distempered® cli- 
mate. 

Not daring to behold our colors wav’e 
In spite of this infected air? Can they 


> Auxiliaries. 

* Venture. 

* Proposal. 

* Give me the opportunity to achieve this glory. 
•Give interest to. 

* Intemperate. 
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Look on the strength of Cundrestine de- 
faced 

The glory of Hedon-hall devasted. that 
Of Kdington cast down, the pile of Fnldcn 
O'erlhrown, and this the strongest of their 
forts, 

to castle, yielded and demolished, 
And yet not peep abroad? The Scots are 
bold, 10 

Hardy in battle; but it seems the cause 
I hey undertake, considered, appears 
Unjointed in the frame on’t. 

Noble Surrey, 

Our royal master’s wisdom is at all times 
His fortune's harbinger; for when he draws 
His sword to threaten war. his providence 
Settles on peace, the crowning of an empire. 

[.IJ trinnpd [williin] 
A’ur. Rank all in order: ’tis a herald’s 
.sound ; 

Some me.'isage from King James; keep a 
fixed station. 

l‘'fUcr Ma»chmoi-nt ami Herald i« 

llicir [herald’sj coaU 

starch. From Scotland's awful majesty wc 
come ' 

Unto the English general. 

<S’ur. 'j'o mo? 

Say on. 

March. Thus, then; the waste and prod- 
igal 

Effusion of so much guiltless blood 
As in two potent armies of ncee.’isity 
Must glut the earth's dry womb, hi.s sweet 
compassion 

Hath studied to prevent; for which to thee, 
(beat lOarl of Surrey, in a single fight 
He offers his own royal person; fairly 
Proposing tlic.-io conditions only, that 
If victory conclude our rnastiT’s right, so 
I he earl* shall deliver for his ransom 
The town of Berwick to him, witli tlic fish- 
garth.s ; ^ 

If Surrey shall prevail, the king will pay 

A thousand pounds down pre.^ent for his 
freedom. 

And silence further arms: so speaks King 
.James. ^ 

Snr. So .speaks King James I so like a king 
a speaks. 

Heralds, the English general returns 

’ l)issyll;il)ic. 3 w^-irs 


SD 


BO 


A sensible devotion* from his heart, 

His very soul, to this unfellowed* grace: » 
For let the king know, gentle heralds, truly, 
How his descent from his great throne, to 
honor 

A stranger subject wath so high a title 
As his compeer in arms, hath conquered 
more 

Than any sword could do; for which— my 
loyalty 

Respected — I will serve his virtues ever 
In all humility; but Berwick, say, 

Is none of mine to part with; in affairs 
Of princes, subjects cannot traffic rights 
Inherent to the crown. My life is mine; 
That I dare freely' hazard; and — with 
pardon 

To some unbribed vainglor>' — if his majesty 
Shall taste a change of fate, his liberty 
Shall meet no articles. If I fall, falling 
So bravely, I refer me to liis pleasure 
Without condition; and for this dear favor, 
Say. if not countermanded.® I will cease 
Ho.«;tility, unlesc provoked. 

March. This answer 

Wc shall relate impartially. 

With favor, 

Pray have a little patience. [Aside to Sur- 
hey] Sir, you find w 

By these gay flourishes how wearied travail 
Inclines a willing rest; here’s but a prologue. 
However confidently uttered, meant 
For some ensuing acts of peace: consider 
The time of year, unseasonableness of 
weather, 

Charge, barrenness of profit; and occasion 
Presents itself for honorable treaty, 

Whicli we may make good use of. I will 
back. 

As sent from you, in point of noble grati- 
tude 

Unto King James, with these his heralds: 
you 

Shall shortly hear from me, my lord, for 
order „ 

Of breathing or proceeding; and King 
Henrv, 

to V 

Doubt not. will thank the ser\’ice. 

Sar. [tt.'iuic to Di hii.am) To your wisdom, 
I.ord Bishop. I refer it. 

Dur. [o.sidc to Surrey] Be it so, then. 

‘ which he feels. 

^ (.'oiuniundiHl to the coutrury. 
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Sur. Heralds, accept this chain and these 
few crowns. 

March. Our duty, noble general. 

Dut. In part 

Of retribution * for such princely love, 

My lord the general is pleased to show 
The king your master his sincerest zeal, 

By further treaty, by no common man: 

I will myself return with you. 

Sur. Y’ oblige so 

My faithfulest affections t’ye, Lord Bishop. 
March. All happiness attend your lord- 
ship! 

Sur. Come, friends 
And fellow-soldiers; we, I doubt, shall meet 
No enemies but woods and hills to fight 
with ; 

Then ’twere as good to feed and sleep at 
home: 

We may be free from danger, not secure. 

Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE II] 

[The Scottish Camp} 

Enter [Perkin] Warbeck and Frion 

War. Frion, O, Frion, all my hopes of 
glory 

Are at a stand! the Scottish king grows dull, 
Frosty, and wayward, since this Spanish 
agent 

Hath mixed discourses with him; they are 
private, 

I am not called to council now. Confusion 
On all his crafty shrugs! I feel the fabric 

Of my designs are tottering. 

Fri. Henry's policies 

Stir with too many engines.* 

War. Let his mines. 

Shaped in the bowels of the earth, blow up 
Works raised for my defence, yet can they 
never 

Toss into air the freedom of my birth, 

Or disavow my blood Plantagenet’s: 

I am my father’s son still. But, O, Frion, 
When I bring into count with my disasters 
My wife’s compartnership, my Kate s, my 
life’s. 

Then, then my frailty feels an earthquake. 
Mischief 

‘Requital. a Contrivances. 


Damn Henry’s plots! I will be England’s 
king, 

Or let my aunt of Burgundy report 
My fall in the attempt deserved ’ our an- 
cestors I 

Fri. You grow too wild in passion: if you 
will 20 

Appear a prince indeed, confine your will 
To moderation. 

War. What a saucj' rudeness 

Prompts this distrust! If? If I will appear! 
Appear a prince! death throttle such deceits 
Even in their birth of utterance! cursed 
cozenage 

Of trust! Ye make me mad: ’twere best, it 
seems, 

That I should turn impostor to myself, 

Be mine own counterfeit, belie the truth 
Of my dear mother’s womb, the sacred bed 
Of a prince murdered and a living baffled, so 

Fri. Nay, if you have no ears to hear, I 
have 

No breath to spend in vain. 

War. Sir, sir, take heed! 

Gold and the promise of promotion rarely 
Fail in temptation. 

Fri. , Why to me this? 

War. Nothing. 

Speak what you will; we are not sunk so 
low 

But your advice may piece again the heart 
Which many cares have broken: you were 
wont 

In all extremities to talk of comfort; 

Have ye none left now? I’ll not interrupt 

ye- 

Good, bear with my distractions. If King 
James 

Deny us dwelling here, next whither must I? 

I prithee, be not angry. 

Fri. Sir, I told ye 

Of letters come from Ireland ; how the 
Cornish 

Stomach their last defeat, and humbly sue 
That with such forces as you could partake * 
You would in person land in Cornwall, 
where 

Thousands will entertain your title gladly. 

War. Let me embrace thee, hug thee; th’ 
hast revived 

My comforts ; if my cousin-king will fail. 

Our cause will never. 

» Was worthy of. * Cause to partake. 
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Enter Mayoh, Herox, Astley and Sketon 

Welcome, my tried friends! w 
\ OM keep your biains awake’ in our defence. 
Knon, advise wifli tliem of these alTairs, 

In which he wondrous secret; I will listen 
What else concerns us here: bo quick and 
''nry. Exit Warueck 

Asl . Ah. sweet younji prince! Secretary, 
my fellow-counsellors and I liave consulted, 
and jump all m oni’ opinion directly: an if 
tln’se Scoteli jrarboils* do not fadfie * to our 
minds', we will pell-mell run amonp.«it tlio 
('arnish choiiphs^ presently and in a trice, on 
Ske. 'Tis but poinp to sea and leaping 
ashore, cut ten or twelve thousand unnece.s- 
.*^ary throats, fire seven or eight towns, take 
half a dozen cities, pet into the market-place, 
crown him Riciiard the Fourtli, and the 
business is finished. 

Mayor. I grant ye, quoth I, .so far forth 
as men may do. no more than men may 
do; for it is piiod to considi’r when con- 
sideration may ho to the purpose, otlier- :o 
wise — still you .shall pardon me — little said 
is soon amended. 

Fri. Then you conclude the Cornish 
action surest? 

Her. We do so, and doubt not but to 
thrive abundantly. IIo, my masters, luid 
we known of the commotion when we set 
Sail out of Ireland, the land had been ours 
ore this time. ^ 

Skr. Fish. Pish! 'tis but forbearing being 
an earl or a duke a month or two longer. 
I say, and say it again, if the work go not 
on apace, let me never see new fashion 
more. I warrant ye. I warrant ye; we will 
have it so. and so it shall be. 

Asl. This i.s but a cold plileginatic 
country, not stirring enougli for men of 

^^plrit. Give mo tiie heart of England for 
my money! 

Skr. A man may batten tliere in a week « 
only, with hot loaves and butter and a 
lusty cup of muscadine* and sugar at 
breakfast, though he make never a meal all 
the month after. 

Mayor. Surely, when I bore odice I foumi 
by experience that to he much troublesome 
was to be much wise and hu.sy; I have ob- 
served how filching and bragging has been 


’ Tuimilts. 
=*Tuni out. 


• Crows. 

* A sweet wine. 


the best service in these last wars; and 
therefore conclude peremptorily on the im 
design in England. If things and things 
may fall out, as who can tell what or how 
— but the end will show it. 

Fri. Resolved like men of judgment. 
Here to linger 

More time is but to lose it: cheer the prince 
And haste him on to this; on this depends 
Fame in success, or glory in our ends. 

Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE III] 

[Another jnirl of the some] 

Enter King James, [f/ic Bishop of] Durham 
ami Hial.\s on either side 

Ilial. France, Spain, and Germany com- 
bine a league 

Of amity with England; nothing wants 
For .settling peace through Christendom, but 
love 

Between the British monarchs, James and 
Henry. 

Dur. The Englislt merchants, sir, have 
been received 

With general procession into Antwerp; 

The emperor confirms the combination. 

Uiaf. The King of Spain resolves a 
marriage 

For Katherine his daughter with Prince 
Arthur. 

Dur. France courts this holy contract. 
Dial. What can hinder w 

A quietness in England.— 

But your suffrage 

r o .such a silly creature, mighty sir, 

As is but in effect an apparition, 

A shadow, a mere trifle? 

Dial. To this union 

The good of both the church and common- 
wealth 
Invito ye — 

Dur. To this unity, a mysterj' 

Of providence points out a greater blessing 
I' or both these nations than our human 
reason 

Can search into. King Henr>'^ hath a 
daughter, 

The Princess Margaret ; I need not urge m 
W hat honor, what felicity can follow 
On such affinity ’twixt two Christian kings 
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Inleagued ' by ties of blood; but sure I am, 
If you, sir, ratify the peace proposed, 

I dare both motion and effect this marriage 
For weal of both the kingdoms. 

K. Ja. Dar st thou, lord bishop? 

Dur. Put it to trial, royal James, by send- 
ing 

Some noble personage to the English court 
By way of embassy. 

Hial. Part of the business 

Shall suit my mediation. 

K. Ja. Well ; what heaven so 

Hath pointed out to be, must be: you two 
Are ministei'S, I hope, of blessM fate. 

But herein only I will stand acquitted 
No blood of innocents shall buy my peace: 
For Warbeck, as you nick’ him, came to 


me, 

Commended by the states of Christendom, 
A prince, though in distress; his fair de- 
meanor. 

Lovely behavior, unappallM spirit, 

Spoke him not base in blood, however 

clouded. 

The brute beasts have both rocks and caves 

to fly to, “ 

And men the altars of the church; to us 
He came for refuge: kings come near in 
nature 

Unto the gods in being touched with p>ty. 
Yet, noble friends, his mixture with our 
blood, 

Even with our own, shall no way interrupt 
A general peace; only I will dismiss him 
From my protection, throughout my 
dominions, 

In safety; but not ever to return. 

Hial. You are a just king 

Dur. Wise, and herein happy. 

K. Ja. Nor will we dally in affairs of 

weight : 

Huntley, lord bishop, shall with you to 
England 

Ambassador from us; we will throw 

Our weapons; peace on ail sides. Now re 
♦ 

Unto our council; we will soon be with you. 
Hial. Delay shall question no dispatch, 

heaven crown it. ... 

Exeunt [Bishop otj 

Durham and Hialas 
K. Ja. A league with Ferdinand! a mar- 
riage 

» United. * Nick-name. 


With English Margaret! a free release 
From restitution for tlie late affronts! 
Cessation from hostility! and all 
For Warbeck, not delivered, but dismissed. «o 
We could not wish it better. — Daliell. 

Enter Lord Daliell 

Dal. Here, sir. 

K. Ja. Are Huntley and his daughter sent 
for? 

Dal. Sent for 
And come, my lord. 

K. Ja. Say to the English prince, 

We want his company. 

Dal. He is at hand, sir. 

Enter W.^rbeck, [Ladyl K.\therine, Jane, 
Frion, Heron, Sketon, Mayor and 

Astlev 

K. Ja. Cousin, our bounty, favors, gentle- 
ness, 

Our benefits, the hazard of our person. 

Our people’s lives, our land, hath evidenced 
How much we have engaged on your be- 
half; 

How trivial and how dangerous our hopes 
Appear, Jiow fruitless our attempts in war, 70 
How windy, rather smoky, your assurance 
Of party * shows, we might in vain repeat : 
But now obedience to the mother church, 

A father’s care upon his country’s weal. 

The dignity of state, directs our wisdom 
To seal an oath of peace through Christen- 
dom; 

To which we are sworn already: 'tis you 
Must only seek new fortunes in the world, 
And find an harbor elsewhere. As I 
promised 

On your arrival, you have met no usage w 
Desei^-es repentance in your being here; 
But yet I must live master of mine own: 
However, what is necessary for you 
At your departure, I am well content 
You be accommodated with, provided 
Delay prove not my enemy. 

War. It shall not, 

Most glorious prince. The fame of my de- 
signs 

Soars higher than report of ease and sloth 
Can aim at: I acknowledge all your favors 
Boundless and singular; am only wretched o« 
In words as well as means to thank the grace 

* Support. 
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Tliat flowed so liberally. Two empires 
firmly 

You'ro lord of— Scotland and Duke 

Richard's heart: 

My claim to mine inheritance shall sooner 
Fail than my life to serve you, best of 
kiiiKs; 

And, witness Edward’s blood in me! I am 
More loath to part with such a great ex- 
ample 

Of virtue than all other mere respects. 

But, sir, my last suit is, you will not force 
From me what you have given,— this chaste 
kady, ,00 

Resoh’ed on all extremes' 

I ana your wife; 

No human power can or shall divorce 
My faith from duty. 

Such another treasure 
The (‘artli is bankerout of. 

I gave her, cousin, 

And must avow the gift ; will add withal 
A furniture' becoming her high birth 
And unsuspected ' constancy ; provide 
For your attendance: we will part good 
friends. 

Exit Kino and [Lord] Daliell 
H or. The Tudor hath been ci^nning in 
his plots: 

His Fox of Durham would not fail at last, no 
But what ! our cause and courage are our 
own : 

Be men, my friends, and let our cousin-king 
oco i)o\v wc follow fate as willinKly 
As malice follows us. Ve arc all resolved 
i'or the west parts of England? 

• I u- Cornwall. Cornwall! 

tri. ihc inhabitants expect you daily. 

,, Cheerfully 

Diaw all our ships out of the harbor, 
friends; 

Our time of stay doth seem too Jong wc 
Prevent^ intelligence; about it suddenly. 

Ottjftcs. A prince, a prince, a prince I i» 

rrr Exeunt Counsellors 

Bar. Dearest, admit not into thy pure 

thoughts 

riic legist of scruples, wliich may charge 

(lieir softness 

Witli burden of distrust. Should I prove 
wanting 


' rvtmnim-d to t-nthiro all pxtremitifs. 

1 oitinii. > Um|upstiuiieiJ, ^ a 


Anticipate, 


To noblest courage now. here were the trial; 
But I am perfect, sweet, I fear no change, * 
More than thy being partner in my suffer- 
ance.* 

Kaih. My fortunes, sir, have armed me to 
encounter 

What chance soe’er they meet with.— Jane 
'tis fit ’ 

Thou stay behind, for whither wilt thou 
wander? 

Jane. Never till death will I forsake my 
mistress, 

Nor then in wishing to die with ye gladly. 
Kath. Alas, good soul I 
Eri Sir, to your aunt of Burgundy 

I will relate your present undertakings; 
From her expect on all occasions welcome. 

1 ou cuDnot find nic idle in your services. 

B ar. Go, Frion, go: wise men know how 
to soothe 

Adversity, not serve it: thou hast waited 
Too long on expectation; never yet 
Was any nation read of so besotted 
In reason as to adore the setting sun. iio 

Fly to the archdukes court; say to the 
duchess. 

Her nephew, with fair Katherine his wife, 
Are on their expectation to begin 
The raising of an empire: if they fail, 

Yet the report will never. Farewell. Frion. 

Exit Frion 

inis man, Kate, lias been true, though now 
of late 

I fear too much familiar with the Fox.* 

Enter Huntley and D.auell 

//unt. I come to take my leave: you need 
not doubt 

My interest in this sometime child of mine; 
She’s all yours now, good sir. 0 , poor lost 
creature, 

Hca\ cn guard thee with much patiencel if 
thou canst 

Forget thy title to old Huntley’s family, 

As much of peace will settle in thy mind 

As thou canst wish to taste but in thy grave. 

Accept my tears yet, prithee ; they are 
tokens 

Of charity as true as of affection. 

Kath. This is the crudest farewell I 

Love, young gentleman, 

* Suffering. » nisliop of Durham. 
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This model of my griefs; she calls you 
husband ; 

Then be not jealous of a parting kiss, 

It is a father’s, not a lover’s offering; i«o 
Take it, my last. [Kisses Aer] — I am too 
much a child. 

Exchange of passion is to little use, 

So* I should grow too foolish: goodness 
guide theel Exit Hunt[ley] 

Kath. Most miserable daughter! — Have 
you aught 

To add, sir, to our sorrows? 

Dal. I resolve, 

Fair lady, with your leave, to wait on all 
Your fortunes in my person, if your lord 
Vouchsafe me entertainment. 

War. We will be bosom-friends, most 
noble Daliell; 

For I accept this tender of your love 
Beyond ability of thanks to speak it. 

Clear thy drowned eyes, my fairest: time 
and industry 

Will show us better days, or end the worst. 

Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE IV] 

iThe Palace at W estminster'^ 

Enter Oxford and D.^wbeney 

Oxj. No news from Scotland yet, my 
lord? 

Daw. Not any 

But what King Henry knows himself : I 
thought 

Our armies should have marched that way; 
his mind. 

It seems, is altered. 

Oxf. Victory attends 

His standard everywhere. 

Daw. Wise princes, Oxford, 

Fight not alone with forces. Providence “ 
Directs and tutors strength; else elephants 
And barbed* horses might as well prevail 
As the most subtle stratagems of war. 

Oxf. The Scottish king showed more than 

common bravery ” 

In proffer of a combat hand to hand 
With Surrey. 

Daw. And but showed it : northern bloods 
Are gallant being fired; but the cold climate. 
Without good store of fuel, quickly freezeth 
The glowing flames. 

* Thus. * Foresight. * Armed. 


Oxj. Surrey, upon my life. 

Would not have shrunk an hair’s-breadth. 

Daw. May a forfeit 

The honor of an English name and nature, 
Who would not have embraced it with a 
greediness 

As violent as hunger runs to food I 
’Twas an addition* any worth3' spirit » 
Would covet, next to immortality. 

Above all joys of life: we all missed shares 
In that great opportunity. 

Enter King Henry, and Urswick whispering 

Oxj. The king. 

See, a comes smiling. 

Daw. O, the game runs smooth 

On his side, then, believe it : cards well 
shuffled 

And dealt with cunning bring some gamester 
thrift, 

But others must rise losers. 

King. The train* takes? 

IJrs. Most prosperously. 

King. I knew it should not miss. 

He fondly * angles who will hurl his bait 
Into the water ’cause the fish at first m 
P lays round about the line and dares not 
bite. 

Lords, we may reign your king j^et: Daw- 
beney, Oxford, 

Urswick, must Perkin wear the crown? 

Daw. A slave I 

Oxj. A vagabond! 

XJts. a glow-worm! 

King. Now, if Frion, 

His practised politician, wear a brain 
Of proof, King Perkin will in progress ride 
Through all his large dominions; let us 
meet him. 

And tender homage: ha, sirs! liegemen 
ought 

To pay their fealty. 

Daw. Would the rascal were, 

With all his rabble, within twenty miles « 
Of London. 

King. Farther off is near enough 
To lodge ^ him in his home: I’ll wager odds, 
Surrey and all his men are either idle 
Or hasting back; they have not work, I 
doubt, 

To keep them bu^. 


» Distinction. 
* Device. 


• Foolishly. 
*Trap. 
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Daw. ’Tis a strange conceit, sir. 

King. Such voluntary favors as our people 
In duty aid us with, wo never scattered 
On cobweb parasites, or lavished out 
In riot or a needless hospitality: 

No undeserving favorite doth boast » 

His issues* from our treasury; our charge 
Flows through all Europe, proving us but 
steward 

Of every contribution which provides 
Against the creeping canker of disturbance. 
Is it not rare,’ then, in this toil of state 
Wherein we arc embarked, with breach of 
sleep, 

Caros, and the noise of trouble, that our 
mercy 

Returns nor thanks nor comfort? Still the 
west 

Murmur and threaten innovation.* 

Whisper our government tyrannical, «o 
Deny us what is ours, nay, spurn their lives. 
Of which they arc but owners by our gift: 
It must not be. 

Oxf. It must not, should not. 


So then 


Enter a Post * 

King. 

To whom? 

M css. This packet to your sacred majesty, 
King. Sirrah, attend without. 

[Exit Post] 

Oxf. News from the north, upon my life, 
Daw. Wi.se Henry 

Divines aforehand of events; with him 
Attempts and e.xecution arc one act. 

King. Uiswick, tliinc ear; Frion is caught, 
the man 

Of cunning is outreached; we must bo safe. 
Should reverend Morton, our archbishop, 
move 

To a translation higher yet,® I tell thee 

My Durham owns a brain deserves that 
sec ; " 

He is nimble in his industry; and mount- 
ing; * 

Thou hcar’st me? 

Urs. And conceive your highness fitly. 
King. Dawbeney and Oxford, since our 
army stands 

Entire, it were a weakness to admit 
The nist of laziness to eat amongst them; 

* Money issued, for spies. 

Hie. 

* t^volution. -Of (’antorhun* 

* Aniuitious. 


Mes.scnffor. 


Set forward toward Salisbury; the plains 
Are most commodious for their exercise, m 
O urself will take a muster of them there; 
And or disband them with reward, or else 
Dispose as best concern us. 

Daw. Salisbury? 

Sir, all is peace at Salisbury. 

King. Dear friend. 

The charge must be our own; we would a 
little 

Partake the pleasure with our subjects’ 
ease. — 

Shall I entreat your loves? 

Oxf. Command our lives. 

King. Y’are men know how to do, not to 
forethink. 

My bishop is a jewel tried and perfect; 

A jewel, lords. The post who brought these 
letters co 

Must speed another to the Mayor of 
Exeter; 

Urswick, dismiss him not. 

Urs. He waits your pleasure. 

King Perkin a king? a king! 

My gracious lord. 

King. Thoughts busied in the sphere of 
royalty 

Fix not on creeping worms, without their 
stings 

Mere cxcrcmcnta of earth. The use of time 
Is thriving safety, and a wise prevention 
Of ills expected. Ware resolved for Salis- 
bury. Exeunt omnes 


[SCENE V] 

[The coast of CornuxiU] 

A general shout u^thm. Enter Warbeck, 
D.vliell, [Lady] Katherine, and Jane 

II or. After so many storms as wind and 
seas 

Have threatened to our weather-beaten 
ships, 

At last, sweet fairest, we are safe arrived 
On our dear mother earth, ingrateful only 
To heaven and us in yielding sustenance 
To sly usurpers of our throne and right. 
These general acclamations are an omen 
Of happy process* to their welcome lord: 
They flock in troops, and from all parts with 
wings 

* Progress. 
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Of duty fly to lay their hearts before us. lo 
Unequalled pattern of a matchless wife, 
How fares my dearest yet? 

Kath. Confirmed in health, 

By which I may the better undergo 
The roughest face of change; but I shall 
learn 

Patience to hope, since silence courts afflic- 
tion 

For comforts, to this truly noble gentleman, 
Rare unexampled pattern of a friend, 

And my beloved Jane, the willing follower 
Of all misfortunes. 

Dal. Lady, I return 

But barren crops of early protestations, » 
Frost-bitten in the spring of fruitless hopes. 
Jane. I wait but as the shadow to the 
body; 

For madam, without you, let me be nothing. 
War. None talk of sadness; we are on the 
way 

Which leads to victory: keep cowards’ 
thoughts 

With desperate sullenness. The lion faints 
not 

Locked in a grate, but loose disdains all 
force 

Which bars his prej',- — and we are lion- 
hearted, — 

Or else no king of beasts. Another shout 
iivithin} Hark, how they shout. 
Triumphant in our cause! Bold confidence 
Marches on bravely, cannot quake at 

danger. ” 

Enter Sketon 

She. Save King Richard the Fourth! save 
thee, king of hearts 1 The Cornish bladco 
are men of mettle; have proclaimed, througli 
Bodmin and the whole county, my sweet 
prince monarch of England ; four thousan 
tall yeomen, with bow and sword, ^ 

vow to live and die at the foot of King 
Richard. ” 

Enter Astlby 

Ast. The mayor, our fellow-counsellor, is 
servant for an emperor. Exeter 
pointed for the rendezvous, and nothing 
wants to victory but courage and reso u 
tion. Sigillalum et datum dedmo beptem-^ 
bris, anno regni regis pnmo, et cae era, 
confimujtum est. All’s cock-sure. 

War. To Exeter! to Exeter, march on! 


Commend us to our people: we in person 
Will lend them double spirits; tell them so. 

Skc. and Ast. King Richard! King 
Richard! w 

ITar. A thousand blessings guard our law- 
ful arms! 

A thousand horrors pierce our enemies’ 
souls! 

Pale fear unedge their weapons’ sharpcot 
points. 

And when they draw their arrows to the 
head. 

Numbness shall strike their sinews. Such 
advantage 

Hath majesty in its pursuit of justice, 

That on the proppers-up of Truth’s old 
throne 

It both enlightens counsel and gives heart 
To execution; whiles tlie throats of traitors 
Lie bare before our mercy. O, divinity eo 
Of royal birth! how it strikes dumb the 
tongues 

Whose prodigality of breath is bribed 
By trains to greatness. Princes are but 
men 

Distinguished in the fineness of their frailty, 
Yet not so gross in beauty of the mind; 

For there’s a fire more sacred purifies 
The dross of mixture. Herein stand the 
odds. 

Subjects are men on earth, kings men and 
gods. Exeunt omnes 

ACTUS QUINTUS, SCENA PRIMA 

[5i. Michael’s Mount, Comioall] 

Enter [Lady] Katherine and Jane in 
riding-suits, with one Servant 

Kath. It is decreed; and we must yield 

to fate, , . , 

Whose angry justice, though it threaten ruin, 

Contempt, and poverty, is all but trial 
Of a weak woman’s constancy in suffering. 
Here, in a stranger’s and an enemy’s land. 
Forsaken and unfurnished * of all hopes 
But such as wait on misery, I range. 

To meet affliction wheresoe’er I tread. 

My train and pomp of servants is reduced 
To one kind gentlewoman and this groom, lo 
Sweet Jane, now whither must we? 

» Bereft. 
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Jone. To your ships, 

Dear lady, and turn home. 

Kath. Home I I have none. 

Ply thou to Scotland; thou hast friends will 
weep 

For joy to bid thee welcome; but, O, Jane, 
My Jane I my friends are desperate of com- 
fort, 

As I must be of tlicm: the common charity, 
Good people’s alms and prayera of the 
Kontlo, 

Is the revenue must support my state. 

As fur my native country, since it once 
Saw me a princess in the height of great- 
ness 

My birth allowed me, here I make a vow 
Scotland shall never see me being fallen 
Or lessened in my fortunes. Never, Jane, 
Never to Scotland more will I return. 

Could I bo England’s queen, — a glory, June, 
I never fawned on ‘—yet the king who gave 
mo 

Hath sent me with my husband from his 
presence, 

Delivered us suspected to his* nation, 
Rendered us spectacles to time and pity; 
And is it fit I should return to such 30 
As only listen after our descent * 

From happiness enjoyed to misery 
Expected, though uncertain? Never, never. 
Alas, why dost thou weep? and that poor 
creature 

Wipe his wet chocks too? let me feel alone 
Extremities, who know to give them harbor; 
Nor thou nor he has cause: you may live 
safely. 

Jane. There is no safety whiles your 
dangers, madam. 

Are every way apparent. 

Pardon, lad}', 

I cannot choose but show my honest 
heart; — 

You were ever my good lady. 

0, dear souls. 

Your shares m grief are too too much! 

Enter D.\liell 

T. _ I *>ring, 

1 air princess, news of further sadness yet 

Than your sweet youth hath been ac- 
quainted with. 

Kath. Not more, my lord, than I can 
welcome: speak it; 

» Fluttered far. » Perkin's. 
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The worst, the worst I look for. 

Dai. All the Cornish 

At Exeter were by the citizens 
Repulsed, encountered by the Eaxl of 
Devonshire 

And other worthy gentlemen of the country. 
Your husband marched to Taunton, and was 
there » 

Affronted’ by King Henry’s chamberlain; 
The king himself in person with his army 
Advancing nearer to renew the fight 
On all occasions: but the night before 
The battles* were to join, your husband 
privately. 

Accompanied with some few horse, de- 
parted 

From out the camp, and posted none knows 
whither. 

Kath. Fled without battle given? 

Fled, but followed 
By Dawboney; all his paj-ties* left to taste 
King Henry’s mercy,— for to that they 
yielded, — » 

Victorious without bloodshed. 

Ealh. 0, my sorrows 1 

If botli our lives had piovcd the sacrifice 
To Henry’s tyranny, we had fallen like 
princes. 

And robbed him of the glor>' of his pride. 
Dal. Impute it not to faintness or to 
weakness 

Of noble courage, lady, but to foresight; 
For by some secret friend lie had intelli- 
gence 

Of being bought and sold by his base fol- 
lowers. 

Worse yet remains untold. 

No, no, it cannot. 
Dal. I fear y’are betrayed: the Earl of 
Oxford jp 

Runs hot in your pursuit. 

A shall not need; 

Wc )1 run as hot in resolution gladly 
To make the earl oiir jailor. 

Madam, madam, 

They come, (hoy come! 

Enter Earl of Oxford xoith Followers 

Keep back! or he who dares 
Rudely to violate the law of honor 
Runs on my sword. 

* Confronted. 

- Thost* in battle array. 

* Partisjms. 
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Kath. Most noble sir, forbear. 

What reason draws you hither, gentlemen? 
Whom seek ye? 

Oxj. All stand off! — With favor, lady. 
From Henry, England’s king, I would 
present 

Unto the beauteous princess Katherine 
Gordon, 

The tender of a gracious entertainment. 
Kath. We are that princess, whom your 
master-king 

Pursues with reaching arms to draw into 
His power: let him use his tyranny, 

We shall not be his subjects. 

Oxj. My commission 

Extends no further, cxcellentest lady. 

Than to a service; 'tis King Henr^-’s 
pleasure 

That you, and all that have relation t’ ye, 

Be guarded as becomes your birth and great- 
ness ; 

For, rest assured, sweet princess, that not 
aught « 

Of what you do call yours shall find dis- 
turbance, 

Or any welcome other than what suits 
Your high condition. 

Kath. By what title, sir. 

May I acknowledge you? 

Oxj. Your sen’ant, lady, 

Descended from the line of Oxford’s earls, 
Inherits what his ancestors before him 
Were owners of. 

Kath. Your king is herein royal, 

That by a peer so ancient in desert 
As well as blood commands us to his 
presence. 

Oxj. Invites ye, princess, not commands. 
Kath. Pray use i«> 

Your own phrase as you list: to your pro- 
tection 

Both I and mine submit. 

Oxj. There's in your number 

A nobleman whom fame hath bravely 
spoken. 

To him the king my master bade me say 
How willingly he courts his friendship; far 
From an enforcement, more than what in 
terras 

Of courtesy so great a prince may hope for. 

Dal. My name is Daliell. 

Oxj. 'Tis a name hath won 

Both thanks and wonder from report, mj 

lord: 


The court of England emulates your merit, 
And covets to embrace ye. 

Dal. I must wait on m 

The princess in her fortunes. 

Oxj. Will you please, 

Great lady, to set forward? 

Kath. Being driven 

By fate, it were in vain to strive with 
heaven. Exeunt omnes 

[SCENE II] 

[Sali'ibury] 

Enter King Henry, Surrey’, Urswick, and 

a guard oj Soldiers 

King. The counterfeit, King Perkin, is 
escaped : — 

Escape, so let him; he is hedged too fast 
Within the circuit of our English pale 
To steal out of our ports, or leap the walls 
Which guard our land; the seas are rough 
and wider 

Than his weak arms can tug with. Surrey, 
henceforth 

Your king ma}- reign in quiet; turmoils past. 
Like some unquiet dream, have rather 
busifed 

Our fancy than affrighted rest of state. 

But, Surrey, why, in articling a peace lo 
With James of Scotland, was not restitution 
Of losses which our subjects did sustain 
By the Scotch inroads questioned? 

Sur. Both demanded 

And urged, my lord; to which the king 
replied, 

In modest merriment, but smiling earnest. 
How that our master Henry was much abler 
To bear the detriments than he repay them. 
King. The young man, I believe, spake 

honest truth; 

A studies to be wise betimes. Has, Urswick, 

Sir Rice ap Thomas, and Lord Brooke our 

steward, ^ 

Returned the Western gentlemen full thanks 
From us for their tried loyalties? 
l/j.^ They have ; 

Which, as if health and life had reigned 
amongst 'em. 

With open hearts they joyfully received. 

King. Young Buckingham is a fair- 

natured prince, , , - r u 

Lovely in hopes, and worthy of his father; 
Attended by an hundred knights and squires 
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Of special name he tendered humble sendee, 
Which wc must ne’er forget: and Devon- 
shire’s wounds. 

Though slight, shall find sound cure in our 
respect. » 

Enter Dawbeney xiyith [n Guard, leading m] 
Warbe)CK, Heron, John a Water, Astley, 

[ami] Sketon 

Daw. Life to the king, and safety fix his 
throne! 

I here present you, royal sir, a shadow 
Of majesty, btit in elTect a substance 
Of pity; a young man. in nothing grown 
To ripeness but th' ambition of your mercy. 
Perkin, the Christian world’s strange wonder. 

King. Dawbeney, 

Wc obsen'c no wonder: I behold, ’tis true, 
An ornament of nature, fine and polished, 

A liandsomc youth indeed, hut not admire* 
h i m . 

How came he to thy hands? 

Daw. From sanctuary lo 

At Bewley, near Southampton; registered, 
With these few followens, for persons 
privileged. , 

King. I must not thank you, sir; you were 
to blame 

To infringe the liberty of houses sacred: 
Dare wc be irreligious? 

Daw. Gracious Lord, 

They voluntarily resigned themselves 
Without compvilsion 

King. So? ’twas very w'ell ; 

Twas verj', very well— Turn now thine 
eyes, 

Young man, upon thyself and thy past 
actions; 

What revels in combustion through our 
kingdom «, 

A frenzy of aspiring youth had danced, 

Till, wanting breath, thy feet of pride have 
slipt 

To break thy neck. 

War. But not my heart; my heart 

Will mount till every drop of blood be 
frozen 

By death’s perpetual winter: if the sun 
Of majesty be darkened, let the sun 
Of life be hid from me in an eclipse 
Lasting and universal. Sir, remember 

* Wonder at. 



There was a shooting-in of light when Rich- 
mond, 60 

Not aiming at a crown, retired, and gladly, 
For comfort to the Duke of Bretaine’s court. 
Richard, who swayed the scepter, was re- 
puted 

A tyrant then; yet then a dawning glim- 
mered 

To some few wandering remnants, promising 
day 

Wlicn first they ventured on a frightful 
shore 

At Milford Haven; — 

Daw. Whither speeds his boldness? 

Check his rude tongue, great sir. 

King. O, let him range: 

The player’s on the stage still, ’tis his part; 
A does but act. — What followed? 

Bosworth Field; 
Where, at an instant, to the world’s amaze- 
ment, TO 

A morn to Richmond, and a night to 
Richard, 

Appeared at once: the tale is soon applied; 
Fate, which crowned these attempts when 
least assured. 

Might have befriended others like resolved. 

Ki 7 ig. A pretty galhmtl Tims your aunt 
of Burgundy, 

\our duchess-aunt, informed her nephew; 
so, 

The lesson prompted and well conned, was 
moulded 

Into familiar dialogue, oft rehearsed, 

Till, learnt by heart, ’tis now received for 
truth. 

n ar. Truth, in her pure simplicity, wants 
art „ 

To put a feigned blush on: scorn wears 
only 

Siich fashion ns commends to gazers* eyes 
Sad ulcerated novelty, far bentath 
The sphere of majesty; in such a court 

isdom and gravity are proper robes, 

By which the sovereign is best distinguished 
hrom zanies* to his greatness. 

King. Sirrah, shift 

A our antic* pageantry', and now appear 
In your own nature, or you’ll taste the 
danger 

Of fooling out of season. 

I expect » 

* Mimics. a Masquerading. 
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No less than what severity calls justice, 

And politicians safety; let such beg 
As feed on alms: but if there can be mercy 
In a protested enemy, then may it 
Descend to these poor creatures, whose en- 
gagements, 

To th’ bettering of their fortunes, have 
incurred 

A loss of all ; to them if anj^ charity 
Flow from some noble orator, in death 
I owe the fee of thankfulness. 

King. So brave ! 

What a bold knave is this — Which of these 
rebels 

Has been the Mayor of Cork! 

Daw. This wise formality. 

Kneel to the king, ye rascals! 

King. Canst thou hope 

A pardon where thy guilt is so apparent? 

Mayor. Under your good fav'ors, as men 
are men, they may err; for I confess, re- 
spectively, in taking great parts, the one 
side prevailing, the other side must go 
down: herein the point is clear, if the 
proverb hold, that hanging goes by destiny, 
that it is to little purpose to say, this no 
thing or that shall be thus or thus; for, as 
the Fates will have it, so it must be; and 
who can help it? 

Daw. O, blockhead! thou a privy-coun- 
sellor? 

Beg life, and cry aloud, ‘Heaven save King 
Henry!’ 

Mayor. Every man knows what is best, 
as it happens; for my own part, I believe it 
is true, if I be not deceived, that kings must 
be kings and subjects subjects; but which 
is which, you shall pardon me for that, 
whether we speak or hold our peace, all are 
mortal; no man knows his end. 

King. We trifle time with follies. 

Omnes. Mercy, mer^'l 

King. Urswick, command the dukelmg 
and these fellows 

To Digby, the lieutenant of the Tower, 
With safety let them be conveyed to 

London. 

It is our pleasure no uncivil outrage, 

Taunts or abuse be suffered to their perso^, 
They shall meet fairer law than they C" 

Time may restore their wits, whom v ^ 
ambition 

Hath many years distracted. 


War. Noble thoughts 

Meet freedom in captivity: the Tower, 

Our childhood’s dreadful nursery! 

King. No more. 

Urs. Come, come, you shall have leisure 
to bethink ye. 

Exit Urswick with Perkin 
and his [Followcrsl 
King. Was ever so much impudence in 
forgery? 

The custom, sure, of being styled a king 
Hath fastened in his thought that he is 
such ; 

But we shall teach the 1 id another language : 
’Tis good we have him fast. 

Daw. The hangman’s physic 

Will purge this saucy humor. 

King. Verj' likely; «o 

Yet we could temper mercy with extremity, 
Being not too far provoked. 

Enter Oxford, [Lady] Katherine in her 
richest attire, [Lord Daliell,] Jane, 

and Attendants 


Oxj. Great sir, be pleased, 

Yith your accustomed grace to entertain 
rhe Priheess Katherine Gordon. 

King. Oxford, herein 

Ye must beshrew thy knowledge of our 
nature. 

^ lady of her birth and virtues could not 
Jave found us so unfurnished of good man- 
ners 

U not, on notice given, to have met her 
lalf way in point of love. E.xcuse, fair 

cousin, 

rhe overnight: O, fie! you may not kneel; 
Pis most unfitting: first, vouchsafe this wel- 

^ 1 II £ 'j 

^ w6lconi6 to j^our owdj for you sh^ll tiDd 
us 

Jut guardian to your fortune and your 
honors. 

Kath. My fortunes and mine honors are 
weak champions, 

LS both are now befriended, sir: however, 

Joth bow before your clemency. 

' . Our arms 

llian'^circle them from malice.-A sweet 

leamy^incornparable l-here lives majesty 

it league with love* v u j 

KatL O, sir, I have a husband. 
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Kin^. We’ll prove your father, husband, 
friend and servant. leo 

Prove wliat you wish to grant us.— Lords, 
be careful 

A patent presently be drawn for issuing 
A thousand pounds froin our exchequer 
yearly 

During our cousin’s life.— Our queen shall 
be 

Your chief companion, our own court your 
home, 

Our subjects all your ser\-ants. 

But my husband? 
King. By all descriptions, you are noble 
Dalicll, 

Whose generous truth hath famed a rare 
observance. 

We thank yc; ’tis a goodness gives addition 
To every title boasted from your ancestry, 

In all most worthy. * 

Da/. Wortiiicr than your praises, m 

Right princely sir, I need not glory in. 

King. Embrace him, lords.— Whoever 
calls you mistress 

Is lifted in our charge. — A gootllier beauty 
Mine eyes yet ne’er encountered. 

I misery 

Of fate I what rests to hope for? * 

I • Forward, lords, 

io London.— Fair, ere long I shall present 
ye 

With a glad object, peace, and Huntley’s 
blessing. Exeunt omne^ 

[SCENE III] 

{London: The Tower //r7/] 

Enter Constable and Officers, Wardeck, 
UHSwic-K, and Lamhert Simxel like a 
I’alconer, [followed by the rabble], a 

pair of stocks 

Const. Make room there I keep off, I re- 
quire yc; and none come within twelve foot 
of his majesty’s now stocks, upon pain of 
dispIeasurc.-Bring forward the malefactors, 
-hnend you must to this gear,* no rcinedv. 

Open tlje hole and m with his legs, ju.^t 
in the middle hole; there, that hole (War- 
beck IS put in the stocks]~KcQp off or I’ll 
commit you all; shall not a man in 
authority be obeyed I-So, so. there; 'tis 

’ Bii.sinejw. 


as It should be: put on the padlock, and 
give me the key.— Off, I say, keep off! 

Urs. Yet, Warbeck, clear thy conscience* 
thou hast tasted 

King Hemy’s mercy liberally; the law 
Has forfeited thy life; an equal* jur>’ 

Have doomed thee to the gallows;' twice 
most wickedly. 

Most desperately, hast thou escaped the 
Tower, 

Inveigling to thy party with thy witchcraft 
loung Edward Earl of Warwick, son to 
Clarence, 

Whose head must pay the price of that at- 
tempt; 

Poor gentleman, unhappy in his fate, 

And ruined by thy cunning! so a mongrel 
May pluck the tnie stag down. Yet, yet. 
confess 

Thy parentage: for yet the king has merev. 

Sim. \o\\ would be Dick the Fourth; 
very likely I 

Your pedisree is published ; you are known 
ror Osbeck’s sou of Tournay, a loose runa- 
gate, 

A landloper; ^ your father was a Jew. 

Turned Christian merely to repair his 
miseries : 

Where’s now your kingship? 

T !* L, Baited to my death? » 

Intolerable cruelty I I laugh at 

The Duke of Richmond’s practice on my 
fortunes: 

Possession of a crown ne’er wanted heralds. 
oim. lou will not know who I am? 

V , Lambert Simnel, 

lOur predecessor in a dangerous uproar; 

But, on submission, not alone received 

To grace, but by the king vouchsafed his 
service. 

Sim I would be Earl of Warwick, toiled 
and ruffled 

Against my master, leaped to catch the 
moon, 

\ aunted my name Plantagonet, ns you do; 
An earl, forsooth! whenas in truth I was, a 
As you are. a mere mscal: yet his majesty, 

A prince composed of sweetness, — heaven 
protect him! — 

Forgave me all my villainies, reprieved 
Ihe sentence of a shameful end. admitted* 

’Q. lion> nml ciscwlicre, lamhrrt. 

* Accepted. 
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My surety of obedience to his sendee, 

And I am now his falconer; live plenteously, 
Eat from the king’s purse, and enjoy the 
sweetness 

Of liberty and favor; sleep securely: 

And is not this, now, better than to buffet o 
The hangman’s clutches, or to brav'e the 
cordage 

Of a tough halter which will break your 
neck? 

So, then, the gallant totters! — prithee, 
Perkin, 

Let my example lead thee; be no longer 
A counterfeit; confess and hope for pardon. 

Prar. For pardon! hold, my heart-strings, 
whiles contempt 

Of injuries, in scorn, may bid defiance 
To this base man’s foul language! — ^Thou 
poor vermin. 

How darest thou creep so near me? thou an 
earl ! 

Why, thou enjoy’st as much of happiness «> 
As all the swing of slight ambition fiew at. 

A dunghill was thy cradle. So a puddle, 

By virtue of the sunbeams, breathes a vapor 
To infect the purer air, which drops again 
Into the muddy pool that first exhaled it. 
Bread and a slavish ease, with some assur- 
ance 

From the base beadle’s whip, crowned all 
thy hopes: 

But, sirrah, ran there in thy veins one 
drop 

Of such a royal blood as flows in mine, 

Thou wouldst not change condition, to be 
second ™ 

In England’s state, without the crown itself 
Coarse creatures are incapable of excellence: 
But let the world, as all to whom I am 
This day a spectacle, to time deliver, 

And by tradition fix' posterity 
Without another chronicle than truth, 

How constantly my resolution suffered 
A martyrdom of majesty. 

Sim. He’s past 

Recovery; a Bedlam cannot cure him. 

Vrs. Away, inform the king of his be- 
havior. ” 

Sim. Perkin, beware the rope 1 the hang- 
man’s coming. Exit Simnbl 

Urs. If yet thou hast no pity of thy body, 
Pity thy soul ! 

^ Assure. 


Enter*. [Lady] Kathierine, Jane, [Lord] 

Dauell, and Oxford 

Jane. Dear lady! 

Oxf. Whither will ye, 

Without respect of shame? 

Kaih. Forbear me,' sir, 

And trouble not the current of my duty. — 
O, my loved lord! can any scorn be yours 
In which I have no interest? — Some kind 
hand 

Lend me assistance, that I may partake 
Th’ infliction of this penance. — My life’s 
dearest, 

Forgive me; I have stayed too long from 
tendering « 

Attendance on reproach; yet bid me wel- 
come. 

War. Great miracle of constancy 1 my 
miseries 

Were never bankrout of their confidence 
In worst afflictions, till this; now I feel them. 
Report and thy deserts, thou best of crea- 
tures. 

Might to eternity have stood a pattern 
For every virtuous wife without this con- 
quest. 

Thou hast outdone belief; yet may their 
ruin 

In after-marriages be never pitied, 

To whom thy story shall appear a fable ! loo 
Why wouldst thou prove so much unkind to 
greatness 

To glorify thy vows by such a sendtude? 

I cannot weep ; but trust me, dear, my heart 
Is liberal of passion.— Harry Richmond, 

A woman’s faith hath robbed thy fame of 

triumph! . j 

Oxf. Sirrah, leave-off your juggling, and 

tie up 

The devil that ranges in your tongue. 

Thus witches, 

Possessed, even [to] their deaths deluded, 

They^have been wolves and dogs, and sailed 
in egg-shells 

Over the sea, and rid on fiery drago^, no 
Passed in the air more than a thousand 

All in'a night. The enemy of mankind 
Is powerful, but false, and falsehood confi- 
dent. 

» Let me alone. 
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Oxf. Remember, lady, who you are; come 
from 

That impudent imposter. 

Kutfi. You abuse us: 

For when the holy churchman joined our 
hands, 

Our vows were real then; the ceremony 
Was not in apparition,* but in act. — 

Be what these people term thee, I am cer- 
tain 

Thou art my husband, no divorce in heaven 
Has been sued-out between us; 'tis injustice 
For any earthly power to divide us: 

Or we will live or let us die together. 
There is a cruel mercy. 

11 Spite of tyranny 

We reign in our affections, blessed woman 1 
Read in my destiny the wrack of honor; 
Point out, in my contempt of death, to 
meinoiy 

Some miserable happiness; since herein, 
Fven when I fell, I stood enthroned a mon- 
arch 

Of one chaste wife’s troth pure and uncor- 
rupted. ,30 

Fair angel of perfection, immortality 
Shall raise thy name up to an adoration, 
Court every rich opinion of true in’erit, 

And saint it in the calendar of Virtue, 

When I am turned into the self-same dust 
Of which I was first formed. 

The lord ambassador, 
Huntley, your father, madam, should u look 
on 

Your strange subjection in a gaze so public. 
Would blush on your behalf, and wish his 
country 

UnhTt for entertainment to such sorrow, no 
Kath. W'hy art thou angry, O.vford? I 
must be 

More peremptory in my duty. Sir, 

Impute' it not unto immodesty 

That I pn'.siime to pre.-^s you lo“ a legacy 

Before we part for ever. 

11"^- Bet it be, then. 

My heart, the rich remains of all my for- 
tunes, 

Kdth. Confirm it with a kiss, pray. 

- 0, with that 

1 wish to breathe my last! upon thy lips, 

Those equal twins of comeliness, I seal ’ 

The testament of honorable vows: iw 

Whoever be that man who shall unkiss 


This sacred print next, may he prove more 
thrifty 

In this world’s just applause, not more de- 
scrtful I 

Kalh. By this sweet pledge of both our 
souls. I swear 

To die a faithful widow to thy bed; 

Not to be forced or won: O, never, neverl 

Enter SuBREY, D.\wueney, Huntley, and 

Cr.awford 

Daw. Free the condemn^ person; 
quickly free him ! 

What has a yet confessed? 

[W.uujECK is taken out of the sfocibs] 

Nothing to purpose; 
But still a will be king. 

Prepare your journey w 
To a new kingdom, then, unhappy madman, ‘ 
'W''ilfully foolish! — See. my lord ambassador, 
Your lady daughter will not leave the coun- 
terfeit 

In this disgrace of fate. 

I never pointed* 
Thy marriage, girl; but yet, being married, 
Fnjoy (hy duty to a husband freely. 

The griefs are mine. I glory in thy con- 
stancy : 

And must not say I wished that I had 
missed 

Some partngc* in those trials of a patience. 

Kath. You will forgive me, noble sir? 

Kunt. Yes, yes; 

In everj' duty of a wife and daughter i™ 
I dare not disavow thee. To your hus- 
band. — 

For sucli you are, sir, — I impart a farewell 

Of manly pity; what your life has passed 
through, 

The dangers of your end will make appar- 
ent ; 

And I can add, for comfort to your suffer- 
ance,* 

No cordial, but the wonder of your frailty, 
Whicii keeps so firm a station. We are 
parted. 

T1 ar. We are. A crown of peace renew 
thy age, 

Most lionorable Huntley.— Worthy Craw- 
ford, 


* .Sfiiiblaticv. 


* .\sk you for. 


* Q. Maitam. 

* AppointeJ. 


• Share. 

* Sulfering. 
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We may embrace; I never thought thee in- 
jury. *so 

Craw, Nor was I ever guilty of neglect 
Which might procure such thought. I take 
my leave, sir. 

War. To you, Lord Daliell, — what? accept 
a sigh, 

Tis hearty and in earnest. 

Dal. I want utterance 

My silence is my farewell. 

Kath. 0, O ! 

Jane. Sweet madam, 

What do you mean? — My lord, your hand. 

To Daliell 

Dal. Dear lady. 

Be pleased that I may wait' ye to your 
lodging. 

Exeunt Daliell, [Lady] 
Katherine and Jane 

Enter Sheriff and OflBcers, Sketon, Astley, 
Hebon, and Mayor, vnlh halters about 

their necks 

Oxf. Look ye; behold your followers, ap- 
pointed 

To wait on ye in death ! 

War. Why, peers of England, 

We’ll lead ’em on courageously: I read »» 
A triumph over tyranny upon 
Their several foreheads. Faint not in the 
moment 

Of victory 1 our ends, and Warwick’s head, 
Innocent Warwick’s head, — for we are pro- 
logue 

But to his tragedy,— conclude the wonder 
Of Henry’s feara; and then the glorious race 
Of fourteen kings, Plantagenets, determines 
In this last issue male ; heaven be obeyed ! 
Impoverish time of its amazement, friends, 
And we will prove as trusty in our payments 
As prodigal to nature in our debts. 

Death? pish! ’tis but a sound; a name of 
air; 

A minute’s storm, or not so much : to 
tumble 

From bed to bed, be massacred alive 
By some physicians, for a month or two, 

* Attend. 


In hope of freedom from a fever’s torments. 
Might stagger manhood; here the pain is 
past 

Ere sensibly ’tis felt. Be men of spirit! 
Spurn coward passion! so illustrious mention 
Shall blaze our names, and style us kings 
o’er death. no 

Daw. Away, impostor beyond precedent! 

Exeunt all Officers and Prisoners 
No chronicle records his fellow. 

Hunt. I have 

Not thoughts left: ’tis sufficient in such 
cases 

Just laws ought to proceed. 

Enter King Henry, [the Bishop o/] Dur- 
ham and Hialas 

King. We are resolved 

Your business, noble lords, shall find success 
Such as your king importunes. 

Hunt. You are gracious. 

King. Perkin, we are informed, is armed 
to die, 

In that we’ll honor him. Our lords shall 
follow 

To see the execution; and from hence 
We gather this fit use,' — that public states. 
As our particular bodies, taste most good an 
In health when purged of comipted blood. 

Exeunt omnes 

EPILOGUE 

Here has appeared, though in a several 
fashion. 

The threats of majesty, the strength of pas- 
sion, 

Hopes of an empire, change of fortunes; all 
What can to theaters of greatness fall. 
Proving their weak foundations. Who will 
please. 

Amongst such several sights, to censure 

No birth’s abortive, nor a bastard brood 
(Shame to a parentage or sisterhood) 

May warrant by their loves all just excuses, 
And often find a welcome to the Muses. 

* Profitable deduction. > Pasa judgment on. 
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The Lady of Plcastirc was licpnspd by the Master of the Revels in October, 1635, 
and acted by the Queen’s players at their private house in Drury Lane. It was very 
popular from the first and was printed in quarto in 1637. The variety of its personages 
and the firmness of the picture of contemporary manners suggest a rescript from life 
and presage the social, or society, comedy of the Restoration and later. Sir Thomas 
Barnwell is a progenitor direct of Sir Peter Teazle, nor arc their Ladies more remotely 
related. 

James Shirley, youngest of the great Elizabethan brotherhood, wrote wholly in the 
reign of King Charles. He was born in 1596 in London, educated at the Merchant 
Taylors’ School and at Cambridge, becoming for a time a schoolmaster at St. Albans. 
Turning to the drama about the time of the death of Fletcher, he succeeded to his 
leadership as the most popular writer for the stage, leaving nearly as many plays 
behind him as Shakespeare. He. too, was as notable for tragicomedy and tragedy 
as for comedy, The Politician and The Opportunity ^hexng good examples of the first 
of these; The Traitor and The Cardinal examples of his best in tragedy. But for a 
certain license of speech that had come more and more to rule the stage, The Witty 
Fair One or The Gamester are as favorable specimens of Shirley’s comedy of manners 
as that of the text. Shirley died, after years of poverty during Commonwealth times, 
in 1666. 

The Complete Works of Shirlev were edited by A. Dyce. 6 vols., 1833. The Mer- 
maid edition, by E. Gosse, 1888, contains five plays and a Masque. 
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THE LADY OF PLEASURE 

James Shirley 


THE FIRST ACT, [SCENE I] 

[A Room in Sir Thomas Bornwell’s House] 
Enter Aretina and her Steward 

Stew. Be patient, madam; you may have 
your pleasure. 

Are. Tis that I came to town for. I 
would not 

Endure again the country conversation, 

To be the lady of six shires! The men, 

So near the primitive making, they retain 
A sense of nothing but the earth ; their 
brains, 

And barren heads standing as much in want 
Of plowing as their ground. To hear a 
fellow 

Make himself merry and his horse, with 
whistling 

Sellinger’s Round!' To observe with what 
solemnity 

They keep their wakes, and throw for pew- 
ter candle-sticks! 

How they become the morris* with whose 
bells 

They ring all in to Whitsun-ales ; and sweat, 
Through twenty scarfs and napkins, till the 
hobby-horse 

Tire, and the Maid Marian, dissolved to a 
ielly. 

Be kept for spoon meat! 

Stew. These, with your pardon, are no 
argument 

To make the country life appear so hateful; 
At least to your particular,* who enjoyed 
A blessing in that calm, would you be 
pleased “ 

To think so, and the pleasure of a kingdom; 
While your own will commanded what 
should move 

Delights, your husband’s love and power 
joined 

' An old fashioned dance tune. , 

* Morris dance in whicli Maid Manan ana 
liobby •horse both figured. 

* So far as you are concerned. 


To give your life more harmony. You lived 
there 

Secure, and innocent, beloved of all; 

Praised for your hospitality, and prayed for: 
Vou might be envied; but malice knew 
Not where you dwelt. I would not proph- 
esy. 

But leave to your own apprehension. 

What may succeed your change. so 

Are. You do imagine. 

No doubt, you have talked wisely, and con- 
futed 

London past all defence. Your master 
should 

Do well to send you back into the country, 
With title of superintendent-bailiff. 

Slew. How, madam! 

Are. Even so, sir. 

Stew. I am a gentleman. 

Though now your servant. 

Are. A country gentleman, « 

By your affection to converse with stubble. 
His tenants will advance your wit, and 
plump it so 

With beef and bag-pudding! 

Stew. You may say your pleasure. 

It becomes not me dispute. 

Are. Complain to 
The lord of the soil, your master. 

Stew. Y’are a woman 

Of an ungovemed passion, and I pity you. 

Enter Sir Thomas Bornwell 

Bom. How now’? What’s the matter? » 
Stew. Nothing, sir. [Exit] 

Bom. Angry, sw’eetheart? 

Are. I am angry w'ith myself. 

To be so miserably restrained in things, 
Wherein it doth concern your love and 
honor 

To see me satisfied. 

Bom. In what, Aretina, 

Dost thou accuse me? Have I not obeyed 
All thy desires? against mine own opinion 
Quitted the country, and removed the hope 
Of our return, by sale of that fair lordship «i 
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Wc lived in? changed a calm and retired life 
For this wild town, composed of noise and 
charge? * 

Arc. What charge, more than is necessary 
for 

A lady of rny birth and education? 

Born. 1 am not ignorant how much nobil- 
ity 

Flows in your blood; your kinsmen great 
and powerful 

I’ th’ state; but with this, lose not you 
memory 

Of being my wife. I shall be studious. 
Madam, to give the dignity of your birth :o 
All the best ornaments which become my 
fortune; 

But would not flatter it, to ruin both. 

And be the fable of the town, to teach 
Ollier men loss of wit by mine, employed 
To serve your vast expenses. 

Arc. Am I then 
Brought in the balance? So, sirl 
Bfim. Though you weigh 
Me in a partial^ scale, my heart is honest, 
And must take liberty to think you have » 
Obeyed no modest coun.sel, to alTect.’ 

Nay, study ways of pride and coa>tly cere- 
mony; 

change of gaudy furniture, and pic- 
ture.s 

Of this Italian master, and that Dulcliman’s 
Vour mighty looking-glasses, like artiller\'. 
Brought home on engines; (he superfluous 
plate, 

Antique and novel; vanities of tires; ^ 
Fourscore-pound suppers for my lord, your 
kinsman. 

Banquets for ’(other lady aunt, and cousins. 
And perfumes that exceed all; train of ser- 
vants, „ 

To .stifl(‘ us at home, and show abroad 
More motley than the French or Venetian, 
About your coach, whose rude postillion 
Must pester® every narrow lane, till pas- 
sengers ® 

And tradesmen curse your choking up their 
stalls ; 

And common cries pursue your ladyship, 

For hind('ring o’ their market. 

Are. Have you done, sir? 

> Kxpons.'. * Hi a.l-.lressiiigs. 

* rrojii.lK-ed. “OMnirt 

0 e.i^M-rs l.v. 
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Born. I could accuse the gaiety of your 
wardrobe. 

And prodigal embroideries, under which m 
Rich satins, plushes, cloth of silver, dare 
Not show their own complexions; your 
jewels, 

.\blo to burn out the spectators’ eyes, 

And show like bonfires on you by the 
tapers: 

Something might hero be spared, with safety 
of 

\our birth and honor, since the truest 
wealth 

Shines from tlie soul, and draws up just 
admirers. — 

I could urge something more. 

Are. Play do. I like 

Your homily of thrift. uo 

Born. I could wish, madam, 

\ou would not game so much. 

Are. A gamester tool 

Born. Hut are not come to that acquaint- 
ance ‘ vet. 

• * 

Should teach you skill enough to raise your 
profit. 

Aon look not througli the subtilty of cards. 
And mysteries of dice; nor can you save 
Charge with the box,® buy petticoats and 
pearls, 

And keep your family by the precious in- 
come; 

Nor do I wish you should: my poorest ser- 
vant 

Shall not upbraid my tables, nor his hire, 
Purchased beneath my lionor. You make 
play 

Not a pastime but a tyranny, and vex 
A ourself and my estate by it. 

Are. Gooil! proceed. 

Born. Another game j’ou have, which con- 
sumes more 

A our fame than purse; your revels in the 
night, 

A our meetings called the Ball, to which re- 
pair, 

As to the court of pleasure, all your gallants, 
And ladies, thither bound by a subpeena »» 

Of ^ onus, and small Cupid's high displeas- 
ure; 

Tis but the Family of Love* translated 

' Q, n jhvi/hihv. 

^ Kxiieiutilurf with tho 

* A poi'iiliar spvt, ixnuvruin^ which theft wis 
sea tula 1 ; Midilletoit wrote a on the topic* 
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Into more costly sin! There was a play 
on*t/ 

And had the poet not been bribed to a 
modest 

Expression of your antic gambols in’t. 

Some darks* had been discovered, and the 
deeds too 

In time he may repent, and make some 
blush, 

To see the second part danced on the stage. 
My thoughts acquit j'ou for dishonoring me 
By any foul act; but the virtuous know, m 
’Tis not enough to clear ourselves, but the 
Suspicions of our shame. 

Are. Have you concluded 
Your lecture? 

Bom. I ha’ done; and howsoever 
My language may appear to you, it carries 
No other than my fair and just intent 
To your delights, without curb to their 
modest, 

And noble freedom. 

Are. I’ll not be so tedious 
In my reply; but, without art or elegance, 
Assure you, I keep still my first opinion: 
And though you veil your avaricious mean- 

With handsome names of modesty and 
thrift, 

I find you would intrench and wound the 
liberty 

I was born with. Were my desires unprivi- 
leged 

By example, while my judgment thought 
’em fit, 

You ought not to oppose; but when the 
practice 

And track of every honorable lady 
Authorize me, I take it great injustice 
To have my pleasures circumscribed, and 
taught me. 

A narrow-minded husband is a thief 
To his own fame, and his preferment too; 
He shuts his parts and fortunes from the 
world. 

While, from the popular vote and knowl- 
edge, men 

Rise to employment in the state. 

Bom. I have 

No great ambition to buy preferment at 
So dear a rate. 

» Shirley wrote a play on the Ball, or subscription 
dance, a new thing in his day. 

* Things to be concealed. 



Arc. Nor I to sell my honor, 170 

By living poor and sparinglj'; I was not 
Bred in that ebb of fortune, and my fate 
Shall not compel me t’ it. 

Born. I know not, 

Madam ; but j'ou pursue these ways — 

Are. What ways? 

Born. In the strict sense of honesty, I dare 
Make oath they are innocent. 

Arc. Do not divert, 

By busy troubling of your brain, those 
thoughts 180 

That should preserve ’em. 

Born. How wa.s that? 

Are. ’Tis English. 

Born. But carries some unkind sense. 
Enter Madam Decoy 


Dec. Good morrow, my sweet madam. 

Are. Decoy! welcome; 

This visit is a favor. 

Dec. Alas, sweet madam, 

I cannot stay; I came but to present 
My service to your ladyship; I could not 100 
Pass by jmur door, but I must make the 
boldness 

To tender my respects. 

Arc. You oblige me, madam; 

But I must not dispense so with your ab- 
sence. 

Dec. Alas, the coach, madam, stays for 
me at the door. 

Are. Thou sha’t command mine; prithee, 
sweet Decoy — 

Dec. I would wait on you, madam, but I 
have many 

Visits to make this morning; I beseech — 

Are. So you will promise to dine with me. 

Dec. I shall 2® 

Present a guest. 

Are. Why, then good morrow, madam. 

Dec. A happy day shine on your lady- 
ship 1 Exit 

[Re-']enler Steward 

Are. What’s your news, sir? 

Stew. Madam, two gentlemen. 

Are. What gentlemen? Have they no 
names? 

Stew. They are, 

The gentleman with his own head of hair, 
Whom you commended for his horseman- 
ship 

In Hyde Park, and becoming so the saddle, 
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The t’other day. tu 

Are. What circumstance is this 
To know him by? 

Stew. His name’s at my tongue’s end: — 
He liked the fashion of your pearl chain, 
madam ; 

And borrowed it for his jeweler to take 
A copy by it. 

Born. What cheating gallant’s this? 

Stew. That never walks without a lady's 
busk,* 

And plays with fans— Master Alexander 
Kickshaw, — 2 » 

I thought I should remember him. 

Arc. What’s the other? 

Slew. What an unlucky memory I have I 
The gallant that still * danceth in the street, 
And wears a gro.ss of ribbon in his hat; 
That carries oringado* in his pocket, 

And sugar-plums, to sweeten his discourse; 
That studies compliment, defies all wit 
In black, and censures plays that are not 
bawdy — 

Master John Littleworth. 00 

Arc. They are w’clcome; but 
Pray entertain them a small time, lest I 
Be unprovided. • 

Bom. Did they ask for me? 

Stew. No, sir. 

Born. It matters not, they must be wel- 
come, 

Arc. Fiel how’s this hair disordered? 
Here’s a curl 

Straddles most impiously. I must to my 
closet 

Born. Wait on ’em; my lady will return 
again. [Exit Steward] s» 

I have to such a height fulfilled Mier humor. 
All appIication's“ dangerous: these gallants 
Must be received, nr she will fall info 

A tempe.st, and the liouse be shook w'ith 
names 

Of all her kindred. 'Tis a sendtude 
I may in time shake ofT. 

Enter Kk'ksh.xw and Littleworth 

Kick^ and Utile. Save you, Sir Thomas I 
Born. Save you, gentlemen! 

* Roing corsetod like a wotnnn. 

’ Ever. 

* CarHlicd orange-peel. 

* Indulged. 

® -Vppcal. 

^Ah'z, hero and clsewliere. 


Kick. I kiss your hand. 

Born. What day is it abroad?* 

Little. The morning rises from your lady’s 
eye: « 

If she look clear, we take the happy omen 
Of a fair day. 

Bom. She’ll instantly appear, 

To the discredit of your compliment; 

But you express your wit thus. 

Kick. And you modesty, 

Not to affect * the praises of your own. 

Bom. Leaving this subject, what game’s 
now on foot? 

What exercise carries the general vote 
0’ the town, now? nothing moves without 
your knowledge. m 

Kick. The cocking * now has all the noise : 
ril have 

A hundred pieces on one battle. — 0, 

These birds of Marsl 

Little. Venus is Mars his bird too. 

Kick. Why, and the pretty doves are 
Venus’s, 

To show that kisses draw the chariot. 

Little. I am for that skirmish. 

Bom. When shall we have 
More booths and bagpipes upon Banstead 
downs? 

No mighty race is expected?— But my lady 
Returns I tn 

ti?c-]cnfcr Aretina 

Arc. Fair morning to you, gentlemenl 
^ on went not late to bed by* your early 
visit. 

You do me honor. 

Kick. It becomes our service. 

Arc. What news abroad? you hold 
precious intelligence. 

Little. All tongues are so much busy with 
your praise, 

They have not time to frame other dis- 
course. 

Will t please you, madam, taste a sugar- 
plum? 

Born. What does the goldsmith think the 
pearl is worth 

You borrowed of my lady? 

Kick. ’Tis a rich one. 

Bom. She has many other toys, whose 
fashion yo\i 

\\ill like extremely: you have no intention 


’ Wluit’s the weather. 
* Like. 


• Cock-fighting. 

* Considering. 
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To buy any of her jewels? 

Kick. Understand me — 

Born. You had rather sell, f>€rhaps. But 
leaving this. 

I hope you’ll dine with us. 

Kick. I came a’ purpose. 

Are. And where were you last night aw 
Kick. I, madam? where 
I slept not; it had been sin, where so much 
Delight and beauty was to keep me waking. 
There is a lady, madam, will be worth 
Your free society; my conversation 
Ne’er knew so elegant and brave a soul. 
With most incomparable flesh and blood; 

So spirited! so courtly! speaks the lan- 
guages, 

Sings, dances, plays o’ the lute to admira- 
tion I 

Is fair, and paints not; games too, keeps a 
table, 800 

And talks most witty satire; has a wit 
Of a clean' Mercury — 

Little. Is she married? 

Kick. No. 

Are. A virgin? 

Kick. Neither. 

Little. What! a widow! something 
Of this wide commendation might have 
been 

Excused. This such a prodigy! 

Kick. Repent, «» 

Before I name her: she did never see 
Yet full sixteen, an age, in the opinion 
Of wise men, not contemptible. She has 
Mourned out her year too for the honest 
knight 

That had compassion of her youth, and died 
So timely- Such a widow is not common; 
And now she shines more fresh and tempt- 
ing 

Than any natural virgin. 

Are. What’s her name? 

Kick. She was christened Celestina; by 
her husband, 

The Lady Bellamour: this ring was hers. 
Bom. You borrowed it to copy out the 

posy. 

Kick. Are they not pretty rubies? twas a 
grace 

She was pleased to show me, that I might 
have one 

Made of the self-same fashion; for I love 
All pretty forms. 

8 Veritable. 


Are. And is she glorious? 

Kick. She is full of jewels, madam; but I 
am 

Most taken with the bravery of her mind, 
Although her garments have all grace and 
ornament. 

Are. You have been high in praises. 

Kick. I come short; 

No flattery can reach her. 

Bom. [aside] Now my lady 
Is troubled, as she feared to be eclipsed: 
This news will cost me somewhat. 

Are. You deser\'e 
Her favor, for this noble character. 

Kick. And I possess it, by my stars 
benevolence. 

Are. You must bring us acquainted. «o 

Bom. I pray do, sir; 

I long to see her too. — Madam, I have 
Thought upon’t, and corrected my opinion. 
Pursue what ways of pleasure your desires 
Incline you to, not only with my state. 

But with my person; I will follow you. 

I see the folly of my thrift, and will 
Repent in sack and prodigality. 

To your own heart’s content. 

Are. But do not mock. sso 

Bom. Take me to your embraces, gentle- 
men. 

And tutor me. 

Little. And will you kiss the ladies? 

Bom. And sing and dance. I long to see 
this beauty; 

I would fain lose a hundred pounds at dice 
now. — 

Thou sha't have another gown and petticoat 
To-morrow; — will you sell me running- 
horses? 

We have no Greek wine in the house. I 
think; 

Pray send one of your footmen to the mer- 
chant, 

And throw the hogsheads of March-beer 
into 

The kennel,' to make room for sacks and 
claret. 

What think you to be drunk yet before 
dinner? 

We will have constant music, and maintain 
Them and their fiddles in fantastic liveries: 
I’ll tune my voice to catches. — I must have 
My dining-room enlarged, to invite am- 
bassadors. 

8 Gutter. 
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Wc’ll fcas^t tlie parish in the fields, and teach 
1 he military men new discipline. 

Who shall charge all their great artillerj- 
With oranges and lemons, boy, to play aro 
All dinner upon our capons. 
hick. He’s exalted ! 

Born. I will do anything to please my 
lady. 

Let that suffice; and kiss o’ the same condi- 
tion. 

I am con\'erted ; do not you dispute, 

But patiently allow the miracle. 

Are. I am glad to hear you, sir, in so good 
tune. 

Enter Servant 

Serv. Madam, the painter. 

Arc. I am to sit this morning. 

Born. Do, 

While I give now directions to my steward. 

With your favor, wc’ll wait on you. 
Sitting’s but a melancholy exercise without 
Some company to discourse. 

Arc. It does conclude 
A lady’s morning work. We rise, make fine, 
Sit for our picture, and ’tis time to dine. 
Little. Praying's forgot. 

Kick. ’Tis out of fashion. Exeunt 

[SCEXE II] 

[A Room in Celcatinn's House] 

Enter Celestin.v and her Steward 

Ccl. Fiel what an air this room has I 
Stew. ’Tis porfumeil. 

Cel. With some clieap stuff. Is it your 
wisdom’s thrift 

To infect my luxstrils thus? or is’t to favor 

The gout in your worship’s hand, you are 
afraid 

To exercise your pen in your account book? 

Or do you doubt my credit to discharge 
Your bills? ^ 

Slew. Madam. I hope you have not found 
My duty, with the guilt of sloth or jealousy, 
Unapt to your command, 

Cel. You can extenuate 
Your faults with language, sir; but I expect 

lo be obeyed. Wliat hangings have we 
here I 

Stew. They arc arras, madam. 

Cel. Impudence! I know’t. 


I will have fresher, and more rich; not 
wrought 

With faces that may scandalize a Christian 
With Jewish stories stuffed with corn and 
camels.* 

You had best wrap all my chambers in wild 
Irish, 

And make a nursery of monsters here, 

To fright the ladies come to visit me. 

Slew. Madam, I hope — 

Ccl. I say I will have other. 

Good Master Steward, of a finer loom; 
Some silk and silver, if your worship please 
To let me be at so much cost. I’ll have 
Stories to fit the seasons of the year 
And change as often as I please. 

Stew, "iou shall, madam. m 

Ccl. I am bound to your consent, for- 
sooth! And is 

My coach brought home? 

Stcu). This morning I expect it. 

Cc/. The inside, as I gave directions, 

Of crimson plush? 

Stew. Of crimson camel plush. 

Cci Ten thousand motlis consume’tl 
Shall I ride throtigh 

The streets in penance, wrapt up round in 
hair cloth? 

Sell’t to an alderman, ’twill serve his wife 

I o go a feasting to their countrv-hoiise; « 

Ur fetch a merchant’s nurse-child, and come 
home 

Laden with fruit and cheese-cakes. I 
despise itl 

The nails adorn it, madam, set in 
method, 

And pretty forms. 

( <7. But single gilt, I warrant. 

Stew. No. madam. 

Cel. Another solecism! Ofiel 

This follow will biins ,„c to ,i consumption 

ith ficliinK at his icnonincc. Some ladv 

Hiul rather never pniy, than go to chuiili 
in t. 

The niiils not double gilt I To market 

With t ; * 

Twill hackney out to Mile-ond. or convey 

^our e.ly fumble, to be tln.nk with cream 
And prunes at Islington.* 

Stew. Good madam, hear me 

Ccl. ni rather be beholding to my aunt 

* i onuDoii 

nsort. 
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The countess, for her mourning coach, than 
be 

Disparaged so. Shall any juggling trades- 
man 

Be at charge to shoe his running-horse with 
gold,* • 

And shall my coach nails be but single gilt I 
How dare these knaves abuse me so? «i 
Stew. Vouchsafe 
To hear me speak. 

Cel. Is my sedan yet finished. 

And liveries for my men-mules,* according 
As I gave charge? 

Stew. Yes, madam, it is finished, 

But without tilting-plumes at the four cor- 
ners; 

The scarlet’s pure, but not embroidered. 
Cel. What mischief were it to your con- 
science ™ 

Were my coach lined with tissue, and my 
harness 

Covered with needle-work? if my sedan 
Had all the story of the prodigal 
Embroidered with pearl? 

Slew. Alas, good madam, 

I know ’tis your own cost; I am but your 
steward, 

And would discharge my duty the best way. 
You have been pleased to hear me; ’tis not 
for 

My profit that I manage your estate, 

And save expense, but for your honor, 
madam. “ 

Cel. How, sir I my honor? 

Stew. Though you hear it not, 

Men’s tongues are liberal in your character, 
Since you began to live thus high. I know 
Your fame is precious to you. 

Cel. I were best 

Make you my governor: audacious varletl 
How dare you interpose your doating coun- 
sel! 

Mind your afifairs with more obedience, 

Or I shall ease you of an office, sir. » 

Must I be limited to please your honor, 

Or, for the vulgar breath, confine ray 
pleasures? 

I will pursue ’em in what shapes I fancy. 
Here, and abroad; my entertainments shall 
Be oftener, and more rich. Who shall con- 
trol me? 

» In allusion to a favorite horse of the aaj. 

> Chair-men. 


I live i’ til’ Strand, whither few ladies come 
To live, and purchase more than fame. I 
will 

Be hospitable then, and spare no cost 
That may engage all generous report 
To trumpet forth my bounty and my 
bravery, ico 

Till the court envy, and remove. I’ll have 
My house the academy of wits, who shall 
Exalt their genius with rich sack and stur- 
geon,* 

Write panegyrics of my feasts, and praise 
The method of ray witty superfluities.^ 

The horses shall be taught, with frequent 
waiting 

Upon my gates, to stop in their career 
Toward Charing-cross, spite of the coach- 
man’s fur}'; 

And not a tilter’ but shall strike his plume, 
When he sails by ray window: ray balcony 
Shall be the courtier’s idol, and more gazed 
St 111 

Than all the pageantry at Temple Bar, 

By country clients. 

Stew. Sure my lady’s mad. 

Cel. Take that for your ill manners. 

[Strikes him} 

Stew, ‘^hank you, madam. — 

I would there were less quicksilver in your 
fingers. Exit 

Cel. There’s more than simple honesty in 
a servant 

Required to his full duty; none should dare 
But with a look, much less a saucy lan- 
guage, J30 

Check at their mistress’ pleasure. I’m re- 
solved 

To pay for some delight, my estate will 
bear it; 

I’ll rein it shorter when I please. 

[Re-}enter Steward 

Slew. A gentleman 
Desires to speak with your ladyship. 

Cel. His name? 

Slew. He says you know him not: he 
seems to be 
Of quality. 

Cel. Admit him. [Exit Steward] 

^ A delica^. 

* Clever extra va^nce* 

* Gentlemen riding by to tilt. 
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Enter Hajrcut 

Sir, with me? 

Hair. Madam, I know not how you may 
receive 

Tiiis boldness from me; but my fair intents 
Known, will incline you to be charitable. 
Cel. No doubt, sir. 

Hair. He must live obscurely', madam, 
That hath not licard what virtues you pos- 
sess; 

And I, a poor admirer of your fame 
Am come to kiss your hand. 

Cel. That all your business? 

//mV. Though it were worth much travel 
I have more 
In my ambition. 

Cel. Speak it freely, sir. 

Iloir. You are a widow. 

Cel Sol 

Hair. And I a bachelor. 

Cel. You come a wooing, sir, and would 
perhaps 

Show me a way to reconcile the two? 

/fair. And bless my stars for such a hap- 
piness. 

Cel I like you, sir, the better, that you 
do not 

Wander about, but slioot borne to tlie mean- 
mg; ^ 

It is a confidence will make a man 
Know sooner what to trust to: but I never 
|w you before and I boIie^•e you come not 

With hope to find me desperate upon mar- 
riage. 

If maids, out of their ignorance of what 

Men are refuse those offers, widows mav. 

Out of tlteir knowledge, be allowed some 
coyness 

And yet I know not how much happiness 

A peicmptor>' answer may deprive me of-— 

iou may be some young lord, and though I 
see not ® 

Far off, in conference with your horse. 
rlciise you 

?'wo?n“‘r u'"‘/“'"' ''‘'ia. 

1 would not willingly offend. 

/fair. I am 

A gentleman ; my name is Haircut, madatu. 

Cel. Sweet Master Haircut I are you a 
courtier? 

/fair. Yes. 

Cel. I did think so, by your confidence. 


Not to detain you, sir, with circumstance, no 
1 was not so unhappy in my husband 
But that ’tis possible I may be a wife 
Again ; but I must tell you. he that wins 
iVly affection, shall deserve roe. 

Hair. I will hope, 

If you can love, I shall not present, madam 
An object to displease you in my person: 

And when time, and your patience, shall 
possess you 

With further knowledge of me, and the 
truth 

Of my devotion, you will not repent i«, 
The offer of my service. 

Cel. You say well. 

How long do you imagine you can love, sir? 
is it a quotidian, or will it hold 
But every other day? 

/fair. You are pleasant,* madam. 

Cel. Does ’t take you with a burning at 
the first, 

Or with a cold fit? for you gentlemen 

iiave both your summer and your winter 
sendee. 

Hair lam ignorant what you mean; but 
1 shall never 

Be cold in my affection to such beauty. 

Ccl. And ’tw'ill be somewhat long ere I 
be warm in’t. 

f/air. If you vouclisafe me so much 
honor, madam, 

That I may wait on you sometimes, I shall 
not 

Despair to see a change. 

Ccf. But, now I know 

A our mind, you shall not need to tell it 
when 

You come again ; I shall remember it. 
f/air. \ oil make me fortunate. 

i/te~]entcr Steward 

Stew. Madam, your kinswomen, m 
Tile lady Novice, and her sister, are 
N^v lighted from their coach, 
bct. I did expect ’em, 

They partly are my pupils. I’ll attend them, 

f/air. Madam, I have been too great a 
trespasser 

Upon your patience; I will take my leave: 
i on have affairs, and I have some employ- 
ment ^ ^ 

‘ Jocular. 


II. i. 


THE LADY OF PLEASURE 


727 


Calls me to court; I shall present again 
A servant to you. 

Cel. Sir, you may present,* sio 

But not give fire, I hope. — Exit Now 

to the ladies. 

This recreation’s past, the next must be 
To read to them some court philosophy. 

Exeunt 

THE SECOND ACT. [SCENE I] 

[A Room in Sir Thomas Bornwell's House] 

Enter Sir Thomas Bornwell 

Born. ’Tis a strange humor I have under- 
taken, 

To dance, and play, and spend as fast as 
she does; 

But I am resolved; it may do good upon 
her, 

And fright her into thrift. Nay, I’ll en- 
deavor 

To make her jealous too; if this do not 
Allay her gamboling, she’s past a woman, 
And only a miracle must tame her. 

Enter Steward 

Stew. Tis master Frederick, my lady’s 
nephew 

Born. What of him? 

Stew. Is come from the university. » 
Bom. By whose directions? 

Stew. It seems, my lady’s. 

Born. Let me speak with him 
Before he sees his aunt. [Exit Stew.] — I do 
not like it. — 

Enter [Steward, with] Mr. Frederick, [in 

his college dress] 

Master Frederick, welcome! I expected not 
So soon your presence; what’s the hasty 
cause? 

Fred. These letters, from my tutor, will 
acquaint you. 

[Gives Bornwell letters] 
Stew. Welcome home, sweet Master 
Frederick I 

Fred. Where’s my aunt? 

Stew. She’s busy about her painting, in 

her closet ; * 

* Present arms. 


The outlandish ^ man of art is copying out 
Her countenance. 

Fred. She is sitting for her picture? 

Stew. Yes, sir; and when ’tis drawn she 
will be hanged 

Next the French cardinal, in the dining- 
room. 

But when she hears you ’re come, she will 
dismiss 

The Belgic gentleman, to entertain 
Your worship. 

Fred. Change of air has made you witty. 
Bom. Your tutor gives you a handsome 
character, ao 

Frederick, and is sorry your aunt’s pleasure 

Commands you from your studies; but I 
hope 

You have no quarrel to the liberal arts: 
Learning is an addition * beyond 
Nobility of birth. Honor of blood, 

Without the ornament of knowledge, is 
A glorious ® ignorance. 

Fred. I never knew 

More sweet and happy hours than I em- 
ployed 

Upon my books. I heard «, 

A part of my philosophy, and was so 
Delighted with the harmony of nature, 

I could have wasted my whole life upon it. 
Bom. [aside] ’Tis pity a rash indulgence 
should corrupt 

So fair a genius! She’s here; I’ll observe. 

Enter Aretina, Kickshaw, Littleworth, 

Steward 

Fred. My most loved aunt! 

Are. Support me, I shall faint. 

Little. What ails your ladyship? 

Are. Is that Frederick? 

In black? „ 

Kick. Yes, madam; but the doublet’s 
satin. 

Are. The boy’s undone I 

Fred. Madam, you appear troubled. 

Are. Have I not cause? Was not I 
trusted with 

Thy education, boy, and have they sent thee 
Home like a very scholar! 

Kick. Twas ill done, 

Howe'er they used him in the university, 

To send him to his friends thus. 

Fred. Why, sir? black, ao 

» Foreign. » Title. • Vain glorious. 
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(For 'tis the color that ofTends yoiir eye- 
sight,) 

Is not, within iny reading, any blemish; 
Sables are no disgrace in hcraldr>'. 

Kick. Tis corning from the college thus, 
(hat makes it 

Dishonorable. While you wore it for 
Your father, it was commendable; or were 
Your aunt dead, you might mourn, and 
justify. 

Arc. What luck’ I did not send him into 
France 

They would have given him generous educa- 
tion. 

Taught him another garb, to wear his lock,’ 
.\nd sha[)e, as gaudy as the summer; how n 
To d.ance, and wag his feather n-la-modc, 

To compliment, and cringe;’ to talk not 
modestly,’ 

Like, ‘ay forsooth,’ and 'no forsooth;’ to 
blush, 

And look so like a chaplain! — There he 
might 

Have learned a brazen confidence, and ob- 
served 

So well the custom of the country, that 
lie might, by this time, have invented 
fashions * 

For us, and been a benefit to the kingdom; 
Preserved our tailors in their wits, and 
saved » 

The charge of sending into foreign courts 
For pride and antic® fashions. — Obsen'e 
In what a posture he docs hold his hat nowl 

Fred. Madam, with your pardon you have 
practised 

Another dialect than was taught me when 
I was commended to your care and breed- 
ing. 

I understand not this; Latin or Greek 
Are more familiar to my apprehension: 

Logic was not so hard in my first lectures 
As your strange language. m 

Arc. Some strong waters; 0! 

Little. Comfits® will be as comfortable to 
your stomach, madam. 

[Offers his box] 

Arc. I fear he’s spoiled for ever! he did 
name 

‘ What a pity. 

* I.ovo lock of hair. 

* Bow. 

* Baslifiilly. 

® Novel. 

® Sweets, in Atncrica, c.andy. 


Logic, and may, for aught I know, be gone 
So far to understand it. I did always 
Suspect they would corrupt him in the 
college. — 

Will your Greek saws and sentences dis- 
charge 

The mercer? or is Latin a fit language 
To court a mistress in?— Master Alexander, 

If you have any charity, let me too 

Commend him to your breeding. — I suspect 
I must employ my doctor first, to purge 
The university that lies in’s head; 

It alters his complexion. 

Kick. If you dare 
Trust me to scr\’e him — 

Arc. Master Littlcworth, 

Be you joined in commission. 

Little. I will teach him 
Postures and rudiments. lu 

Arc. I have no patience 
To see him in this shape; it turns my 
stomach. 

When he has cast his academic skin 

He shall be your’s. I am bound in con- 
science 

To see him bred; his own state shall main- 
tain 

The charge, while he’s my ward.— Come 
hither, sir. 

Fred. What does my aunt mean to do 
with me? 

Stew. To make you a fine gentleman, and 
translate you 

Out of your learned language, sir, into 
The present Goth and Vandal, which is 
French. i» 

Born. [Aside] Into what mischief will 
this humor ebb? 

She will undo the boy; I see him mined. 

My patience is not manly: but I must 
Use stratagem to reduce her: open ways 
Give me no hope. 

Stew. \ou shall be obeyed, madam. 

Exeunt [all but Frederick 

and Steward 

F red. Master Steward, are you sure we do 
not dream? 

Was’t not my aunt you talked to? 
jSteu’. One that loves you 

Dear as her life. These clothes do not be- 
come you, m 

You must have better, sir— 

Fred. Those are not old. 
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Stew. More suitable to the town and 
time; we keep 

No Lent here, nor is’t my lady’s pleasure 
you 

Should fast from anything you have a mind 
to; 

Unless it be your learning, which she would 
have you 

Forget with all convenient speed that may 
be, 

For the credit of your noble family. 

The case is altered since we lived i’ th’ 
country; 

We do not now invite the poor o' th’ 
parish 

To dinner, keep a table for the tenants; 
Our kitchen does not smell of beef; the 
cellar 

Defies the price of malt and hops; the foot- 
men 

And coach-drivers may be drunk like gentle- 
men. 

With wine; nor mil three fiddlers upon 
holidays, 

With aid of bag-pipes, that called in the 
country 

To dance, and plough the hall up with their 
hob-nails, 

Now make my lady merry. We do feed 
Like princes, and feast nothing else but 
princes ; 

And are these robes fit to be seen amongst 
’em? 

Fred. My lady keeps a court then I Is 
Sir Thomas 

Affected* with this state and cost? 

Slew. He was not; 

But is converted : and I hope you wo’ not 
Persist in heresy, but take a course 
Of riot, to content your friends; you shall 
Want nothing, if you can be proud, and 

spend it , . , 

For my lady’s honor. Here are a hundred 

Pieces, will ser\'e you till you have new 

clothes ; . 

I will present you with a nag of mine, 

Poor tender of my service, please you 

accept; , , . 

My lady’s smile more than rewards me lor 

it. 

I must provide fit servants to attend you, 
Monsieurs, for horse and foot. 

Fred. I shall submit, 

* Delighted. 


If this be my aunt’s pleasure, and be ruled; 
My eyes are opened with this purse already, 
And sack will help to inspire me. I must 
spend it? 

Stew. What else, sir? 

Fred. I’ll begin with you: to encourage i-o 
You to have still a special care of me, 
There is five pieces, — not for your nag. 
Stew. No, sir; I hope it is not. 

Fred. Buy a beaver 

For thy own block; * I shall be ruled. Who 
does 

Command the wine cellar? 

Stew. Who commands but you, sir? 

Fred. I’ll try to drink a health or two, 
my aunt’s, 

Or anybody’s; and if that foundation 
Stagger me not too much, I will commence 
In all the arts of London. m 

Slew. If you find, sir. 

The operation of the wine exalt 
Your blood to the desire of any female 
Delight, I know your aunt wo’ not deny 
Any of her chambermaids to practise on; 
She loves you but too well. 

Fred. I know not how 
I may be for that exercise — Farewell. 
Aristotle I 

Prithee commend me to the library iw 
At Westminster; my bones I bequeath 
thither. 

And to the learned worms that mean to 
visit ’em. 

I will compose myself; I begin to think 
I have lost time indeed. — Come to the 
wine cellar. Exeunt 

[SCENE II] 

[A Room in Cclcslina's Housed 

Enter Celestina, Mariana, [and] Isabella 

Mar. But shall we not, madam, expose 
ourselves 

To censure for this freedom? 

Cel. Let them answer, 

That dare mistake us. Shall we be so 
much 

Cowards, to be frighted from our pleasure, 
Because men have malicious tongues, and 
show 

^ Block’bead. 
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What miserable souls they have? No, 
cousin, 

We hold our life and fortunes upon no 
Man’s charity; if they dare show so little 
Discretion to traduce our fames, we will i« 
Bo guilty of so much wit to laugh at ’em. 
hah. 'Tis a becoming fortitude. 

Cel. My stars 

Are yet kind to me; for, in a happy minute, 
Be ’t spoke, I’m not in love, and men shall 
never 

Make my heart lean with sighing, nor with 
tears 

Draw on my eyes the infamy of spectaclo.s. 
'Tis the chief principle to keep your heart 
Under your own obedience; jest, but love 
not. 

I say ray prayers, yet can wear good clothes, 
And only siitisfy my tailor for ’em. « 
I wo’ not lose niy privilege. 

Mar. And yet they say your entertain- 
ments are, 

Give me your pardon, madam, to proclaim 
Yourself a widow, and to get a husband. 

Cel. As if a lady of my years, some 
beauty. 

Left by her husband rich, that had mourned 
for him , 

A twelvemonth too, couhl live so obscure 
i' th’ town, 

That gallants would not know her, and in- 
vite 

Themselv^, without her chargeable* proc- 
lamations! „ 

Then we arc worse than citizens: no widow 
Loft wealthy can be throughly warm in 
mourning. 

But some one noble blood, or lusty kindred. 
Claps in, with his gilt coach, and Flandrian* 
trotters. 

And hurries her away to be a countess. 
Courtiers have spies, and great ones with 
large titles, 

Cold in their own estates, would warm 
themselves 

At a rich city bonfire. 

hah. Most true, madam. 

Cel. No mutter for corniption of the 
blood; 

Some undone courtier made her husband 
rich, 

And this new lord receives it back again. 
Admit it were my policy, and tliat 

’ Expensive. s Fk-mish. 


My entertainments pointed to acquaint me 
With many suitors, that I might be safe. 

And make the best election,* could you 
blame me? 

Mar. Madam, ’tis wisdom. 

Ccl. But I should be 
In my thoughts miserable, to be fond * 

Of leaving the sweet freedom I possess, <0 
And court myself into new marriage fetters. 
I now observe men’s several wits, and wind- 
ings,* 

And can laugh at their follies. 

Mar. You have given 
A most ingenious satisfaction. 

Cd. One thing I'll tell you more, and this 
I give you 

Worthy your imitation, from my practice: 
You see me merry, full of song and dancing, 
Pleasant in language, apt to all delights 
That crown a public meeting; but you can- 
not « 

Accuse me of being prodigal of my favors 
To any of my guests. I do not summon, 

By any wink, a gentleman to follow me, 

To my withdrawing chamber; I hear all 
Their pleas in court, nor can they boast 
abroad, 

And do me justice, after a salute, 

They have much conversation with my lip. 
I hold the kissing of my hand a courtesy. 
And he that loves me, must, upon the 
strength 

Of that, expect till I renew his favor. % 
Some ladies are so expensive in their graces, 
To those that honor 'em, and so prodigal, 
That in a little time they have nothing but 
The naked sin left to rewarti their seiwants 
hereas, a thrift in our rewards will keep 
Men long in their devotion, and presen'e 
Ourselves in stock, to encourage those that 
honor us. 

hab. This is an art worthy a lady’s 
practice. 

Cd. It takes not from the freedom of our 
mirth, 

But seems to advance it, when we can 
possess „ 


uur pleasures with security of our honor; 
And. that preser\ed, I welcome all the joya 
My uncy can let in. In this I have given 


’ St'locti in. 

* To be .to foolish as to leave 

* Iiitriguei, 
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The copy of my mind, nor do I blush 
You understand it. 

Isab. You have honored us. 

Enter Celestina’s Gentlewoman 

Gentlew. Madam, Sir William Scent- 
love’s come, to wait on you. 

Cel. There’s one would be a client. — 
Make excuse 
For a few minutes. 

[Exit Gentlewoman] 
Mar. One that comes a wooing? w 

Cel. Such a thing he would seem, but in 
his guiltiness 

Of little land, his expectation is not 
So valiant as it might be. He wears rich 
clothes 

And feeds with noblemen; to some, I hear, 
No better than a wanton emissary. 

Or scout for Venus' wild fowl; which made 
tame. 

He thinks no shame to stand court sentinel, 
In hope of the reversion. 

Mar. I have heard 

That some of them are often my lord’s 
tasters, 

The first fruits they condition for, and will 
Exact as fees, for the promotion. 

Cel. Let them agree, there’s no account 
shall lie 

For me among their traffic. 

[Re’]enter Gentlewoman 

Gentlew. Master Haircut, madam. 

Is new come in, to tender you his service. 
Cel. Let him discourse a little wth Sir 
William. Exit Gentlewoman 

Mar. What is this gentleman. Master 
Haircut, madam? 

I note him very gallant, and much courted 
By gentlemen of quality. 

Cel. I know not, 

More than a trim gay man; he has some 
great office. 

Sure, by his confident behavior: 

He would be entertained under the title 
Of ser\'ant ‘ to me, and I must conf^, 

He is the sweetest of all men that visit me. 
Isah. How mean you, madam? 

Cel. He is full of powder; 


He will save much in perfume for my cham- 
ber, 

Were he but constant here. Give ’em access. 

Enter Sir William Scentlovb and Mr. 

Haircut 

Scent. Madam, the humblest of your 
servants is 

E.xalted to a happiness, if you smile 
Upon my visit. 

Hair. I must beg your charity 
Upon my rudeness, madam; I shall give 
That day up lost to any happiness, 

When I forget to tender you my service. 

Cel. You practise courtship, gentlemen. 
Scent. But cannot 

Find wherewith more desert to exercise it. 
What lady’s this, I pray? lo 

Cel. A kinswoman 
Of mine. Sir William. 

Scent. I am more her servant. 

Cel. You came from court, now, I pre- 
sume? 

Hair. ’Tis, madam. 

The sphere I move in, and my destiny 
Was kind to place me there, where I enjoy 
All blessings that a mortal can possess, 

That lives not in your presence; and I 
should 140 

Fix my ambition, when you would vouch- 
safe 

Me so much honor, to accept from me 
An humble entertainment there. 

Cel. But by 

What name shall I be known? in what 
degree 

Shall I be of kindred to you? 

Hair. How mean you, madam? 

Cel. Perhaps you’ll call me sister, I shall 
take it 

A special preferment; or it may be 
I may pass under title of your mistress, uo 
If I seem rich, and fair enough to engage 
Your confidence to owm me. 

Hair. I would hope — 

Cel. But ’tis not come to that yet: you 
will, sir. 

Excuse my mirth. 

Hair. Sweet madam I 
Cel. Shall I take 

Boldness to ask what place you hold in 
court? 

•Tis an uncivil curiosity; 


> Suitor. 
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But you’ll have mercy to a woman’s ques- 
tion. T«M 

Hair. My present condition, madam, 
carries 

Honor and profit, though not to be named 
Witli that employment I expect i’ th’ state, 
\VIiich shall discharge the first maturity 
Upon your knowledge; until then, I beg 
You allow a modest silence. 

Ccl. I am charmed, sir; 

And if you 'scape ambassador, you cannot 
Reach a preferment wherein I’m against 
you. 

But where is Sir William Sccntlove? ito 
Hair. Give him leave 

To follow his nose, madam, while he hunts; 
In view, he’ll soon be at a fault.* 

Cel. You know him? 

Hair. Know Sccntlove? not a page but 
can decipher him; 

The waiting-women know him to a scruple; 
He's called the blister-maker of the town. 
Ccl. What's that? 

Hair. The laundry ladies can resolve you. 
And you may gucs.s: an arrant epicure, i» 
As this day lives, born to a pretty wit, 

A knight, too; but no gentleman. I must 
Be plain to you ; — your ladyship m^y have 
Use of this knowledge, but conceal the 
author. 

Scent. I kiss your fairest hand. 

Mar. You make a difference; 

Pray reconcile them to an equal whiteness. 
Scent. You wound my meaning, lady. 

Ccl. Nay, Sir William 
Has the art of compliment. iw 

Scent. Madam, you honor me 
’Bovc my desert of language. 

Ccl. Will you please 

To enrich me with your knowledge of that 
gentleman? 

Scent. Do you not know him, madam? 
Ccl. What is ho? 

Scent. A camphire ball; you shall know 
more hereafter; 

He shall toll you himself, and save my 
character; 

Till then.— you see he’s proud. 

Ccl. One thing, gentlemen, »» 

I observe in your behavior, which is rare 
In two that court one mistress: you pre- 
son'e 

A noble friendship; there’s no gum within 

* I-osc track of the game. 


Your hearts; you cannot fret,* or show an 
envy 

Of one another’s hope; some would not 
govern 

Their passions with that temper I 

Scent. The whole world 
Sha’ not divorce our friendship. — Master 
Haircut! 

Would I had lives to serve him! he is lost 
To goodness does not honor him. no 

Hair. My knight I 

Cel. This is right playing at court shuttle- 
cock. [Aside] 

[Re-]enteT Gentlewoman 

Gentlew. Madam, there is a gentleman 
desires 

To speak wi’ ye, one Sir Thomas Bomwell. 

Cel. Bomwell? 

Gentlew. He says he is a stranger to your 
ladyship. 

Scent. I know him. 

Hair. Your neighbor, madam. 

Scent. Husband to 

The lady that so revels in the Strand. mo 

Hair. He has good parts, they say, but 
cannot help 
His lady’s bias. 

Ccl. They have both much fame 
r th' town, for several merits. Pmy admit 
him. [fi’xit Gentlewoman] 

Hair. What comes he for? [And«] 

Enter Sir Thomas [Bornwell] 

Born. Your pardon, noble lady, that I 
have 

Presumed, a stranger to your knowledge, — 

[Salutes Celestina] 

Ccl. Sir, 

Your worth was here before you, and your 
person 

Cannot be here ungrateful. 

Bom. ’Tis the bounty m 

Of your sweet disposition, madam.— Make 
me 

Your ser\’ant, lady, by her fair example, 

To favor me. [Offers to salute Isabella, 
who turns from him. Aside ] — I never 
knew one turn 

Her clieek to a gentleman that came to kiss 
her, 

* Cf. / nenry IV, 1. 
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But she’d a stinking breath — Your servant, 
gentlemen. 

Will Scentlove, how is’t? 

Cel. I am sorry, coz, 

To accuse you; we in nothing more betray 
Ourselves to censure of ridiculous pride, 
Than answering a fair salute too rudely, 

O, it shows ill upon a gentlewoman 
Not to return the modest lip, if she 
Would have the world believe her breath is 
not 

Offensive. 

Bom. Madam, I have business 
With you. 

Scent. His looks are pleasant. 

Cel. With me, sir? 

Bom. I hear you have an exclient wit, 
madam; 

I see you ’re fair. 2“ 

Cel. The first is but report; 

And do not trust your eye-sight for the last, 
’Cause I presume y’are mortal, and may err. 
Hair. He is very gamesome. 

Bom. Y’have an exclient voice, 

(They say you catched it from a dying 
swan,) 

Which, joined to the harmony of your lute, 
You ravish all mankind. 

Cel. Ravish mankind? 

Bom. With their consent. «> 

Cel. It were the stranger rape; 

But there’s the less indictment lies against 
it: 

And there is hope your little honesties 
Cannot be much the worse, for men do 
rather 

Believe they had a maidenhead, than put 
Themselves to th’ rack of memory how long 
’Tis since they left the burden of their 
innocence. 

Bom. Why, you are bitter, madam I 
Cel. So is physic; 

I do not know your constitution. 

Bom. You shall, if’t please you, madam. 
Cel. Y’are too hasty, 

I must examine what certificate 
You have first, to prefer you. 

Born. Fine! certificate? 

Cel. Under your lady’s hand and seal. 

Bom. Go to; 

I see you are a wag. 

Cel. But take heed how 

You trust to’t. 

Bom. I can love you in my wedlock. 
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As well as that young gallant o’ the first 
hair, 

Or the knight-bachelor; and can return 
As amorous delight to thy soft bosom. 

Cel. Your person and your language are 
both strangers. 

Bom. But may be more familiar; I have 
those 

That dare make affidavit for my body. 

Cel. D’ye mean your surgeon? 

Born. My surgeon, madam? 

I know not how you value my abilities, 200 
But I dare undertake as much, to express 
My service to your ladyship, and with 
As fierce ambition fly to your commands, 

As the most valiant of these lay siege to 
you. 

Cel. You dare not, sir. 

Bom. How, madam? 

Cel. I will justify ’t. 

You dare not marry me; and I imagine 
Some here, should I consent, would fetch a 
priest 

Out of the fire. soo 

Bom. I have a wife indeed. 

Cel. And there’s a statute not repealed, I 
take it. 

Born. Y’are in the right; I must confess 
y’have hit 

And bled me in a master vein. 

Cel. You think 

I took you on the advantage; use your best 
Skill at defence. I’ll come up to your valor, 
And show another work you dare not do; 

You dare not, sir, be virtuous. 

Bom. I dare, sio 

By this fair hand I dare; and ask a pardon, 

If my rude words offend your innocence. 
Which, in a form so beautiful, would shine 
To force a blush in them suspected it. 

And from the rest draw wonder. 

Hair. I like not 

Their secret parley; shall I interrupt ’em? 
Isab. By no means, sir. 

Scent. Sir Thomas was not wont 
To show so much df courti 6 r« a2o 

Mar. He cannot 

Be prejudicial to you; suspect not 
Your own deserts so much; he’s married. 

Bom. I have other business, madam : you 
keep music: 

I came to try how you can dance. 

Cel. You did? — ^I’ll try his humor out of 
breath. f Aside] 



734 


JAMES SHIRLEY 


HI. i. 


Although I boast no cunning, sir, in revels. 

If you desire to show your art that way, 

1 CUD wait on you. 

Bom. You much honor me; 

Nay, all must join to make a harmony. 

They dance 

Bom. I have nothing now, madam, but to 
beseech, 

After a pardon for my boldness, you 
Would give occasion to pay my gratitude: 
I have a house will be much honored, 

If you vouchsafe your presence; and a wife 
Desires to present herself your sen’ant. 

I came with the ambition to invite you, 
Deny me not; your person you shall trust 
On fair security. mo 

Cel. Sir, although I use not 
This freedom with a stranger, you shall have 
No cause to hold me obstinate. 

Born. You grace me. 

Sir William Scentlove — 

Hair. I must take ray leave. 

You will excuse me, madam; court atten- 
dances — 

Cel. By any means. 

Bom. Ladies, you will vouchsafe 
Your company? tu 

Isab. We wait upon you, sir. ^ Exeunt 

THE THIRD ACT. (SCENE I] 
[Lord's Ho'use] 

Enter Lord, unready? Haircut preparing 
his periwig, table and looking glass 

Lord, [unthin ] — What hour is’t? 

Hair. ’Bout three o’clock, my lord. 

Lord. 'Tis time to rise. 

Hair. Your lordship went but late 
To bed last night. 

Lord. 'Twas early in the morning. 

Sec. [within] — Expect* awhile, my lord is 
busy. 

Enter Secretary 

Lord. What’s the matter? 

Sec. Here is a lady 

Desires access to you upon some affairs, lo 
Slie says, may specially concern your lord- 
ship. 

Lord. A lady? what's her name? 

* Undressed. » Walt. 


Sec. Madam Decoy. 

Lord. Decoy? Prithee admit her. — 

[Exit Secretary] 

Enter Decoy 

Have you business, madam, 

With me? 

Dec. And such, I hope, as will not be 
Offensive to your lordship. 

Lord. I pray speak it. 

Dec. I would desire your lordship’s ear 
more private. » 

Lord. Wait i’ th’ next chamber till I call. 
[Exit Haircut] — Now, madam. 

Dec. Although I am a stranger to your 
lordship, 

I would not lose a fair occasion offered, 

To show how much I honor, and would 
serve you. 

Lord. Please you to give me the particu- 
lar, 

That I may know the extent of my engage- 
ment.* 

I am ignorant by what desert you should 
Be encouraged to have care of me. 

Dec. My lord, m 

I will take boldness to be plain; beside 
Y'our other excellent parts, you have much 
fame 

For your sweet inclination to our sex. 

Lord. How d’ye mean, madam? 

Dec. r that way your lordship 
Hath honorably practised upon some 
Not to be named. Y'our noble constancy 
To a mistress, hath dcser\’ed our general 
vote; 

And I, a part of womankind, have thought 
How to express my duty. m 

Lord. In what, madam? 

Dec. Be not so strange, my lord; I knew 
the beauty 

And pleasures of your eyes; that handsome 
creature 

With whose fair life all your delight took 
leave, 

And to whose memory you have paid too 
much 

Sad tribute. 

Lord, What’s all this? 

Dec. This: if your lordship 
Accept my service, in pure zeal to cure 

* Oblijratlon. 
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Your melancholy, I could point where you 
might 60 

Repair your loss. 

Lord. Your ladyship, I conceive, 

Doth traffic in flesh merchandize. 

Dec. To men 

Of honor, like yourself. I am well known 
To some in court, and come not with ambi- 
tion 

Now to supplant your officer. 

Lord. What is 

The Lady of Pleasure you prefer? 

Dec. A lady « 

Of birth and fortune, one upon whose virtue 
I may presume, the Lady Aretina. 

Lord. Wife to Sir Thomas Bomwell? 

Dec. The same, sir. 

Lord. Have you prepared her? 

Dec. Not for your lordship, till I have 
found your pulse. 

I am acquainted with her disposition, 

She has a very appliable * nature. 

Lord. And, madam, when expect you to 
be w’hipped 

For doing these fine favors? to 

Dec. How, my lord? 

Your lordship does but jest, I hope; you 
make 

A difference betw’een a lady that 
Does honorable offices, and one 
They call a bawd. Your lordship was not 
wont 

To have such coarse opinion of our practice. 
Lord. The Lady Aretina is my kins- 
woman. 

Dec. What if she be, my lord? the nearer 
blood, 

The dearer sympathy. 

Lord. I’ll have thee carted.* “ 

Dec. Your lordship will not so much stain 
your honor 

And education, to use a woman 
Of my quality — 

Lord. Tis possible you may 
Be sent off with an honorable convoy 

Of halberdiers. 

Dec. O, my good lordl 
Lord. Your ladyship shall be no protec- 
tion. 

If you but stay three minutes. 

Dec. I am gone.— . , T 

When next you find rebellion in your blood, 

^Accessible. ^ . 

« Whipped at the tail of a cart 


Alay all within ten mile o’ th’ court turn 
honest ! ' Exit 

Lord. I do not find that proneness, since 
the fair 

Bella Maria died; my blood is cold, 

Nor is there beauty enough sunuving 
To heighten me to wantonness. — Who 
waits ? 

[Re-^enter Haircut [and Secretary] 

And what said my lady? 

Hair. The silent l anguage of her face, my 
lord, 

Was not so pleasant, as it showed upon 
Her entrance. loo 

Lord. Would any man that meets 
This lady take her for a bawd? 

Hair. She does 

The trade an honor, credit to the profession. 
We may, in time, see baldness, quarter 
noses, 

And rotten legs to take the wall ’ of foot- 
cloths.* 

Lord. I have thought better; call the lady 
back. — 

I wo’ not lose this opportunity. — 

Bid her not fear. [Exit Secretary] — The 
favor is not common, 

And I’ll reward it. I do wonder much no 
Will Scentlove was not here to-day. 

Hair. I heard him say this morning he 
would wait 

Upon your lordship. — 

She is returned, sir. 

[Re-'\enteT Secretary and DEXX)y 

Sec. Madam, be confident, my lord’s not 
angry. 

Lord. You return welcome, madam; you 
are better 

Read in your art, I hope, than to be frighted 
With any shape of anger, when you bring 
Such news to gentlemen. Madam, you shall 
Soon understand how I accept the office, lao 
Dec. You are the first lord, since I studied 
carriage. 

That showed such infidelity and fury 
Upon so kind a message. Every gentleman 

’ Chaste. 

* Take precedence of. 

• The caparison of a horse of state. 
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Will j^how some breeding; but if one right 
lionorable 

Should not liavc noble blood — 

Lord. Vou shall return 
My compliment, in a letter, to my lady 
Aretina. Favor me with a little patience.— 
Show her that chamber. 

Dee. I’ll attend your lordship. lao 

Exeunt (Decoy o/k/ II.MRCUT. Secre- 
tary scats himself at a table] 
Lord. Write, — ‘Madam where your honor 
is in dangiT, my love must not be silent.’ 

Enter [Sir William] Scentlovb and 

Kicksuaw 

Scentlovo and Kicksliaw! 

Kick. Your lordship’s busy. 

Lord. Writing a letter;— nay, it shall not 
bar 

Any discourse. 

[Walks alternately to the SccreUiry 
and to Scentlovb and Kickshaw] 
See. ‘Silent.’ 

Lord. ‘Though I he no physician, I may 
prevent a fever in your blood.’ — 

And where have you spent the morning’s 
conversation? « 

Scent. Where you would have given the 
best barbary 

In your stable, to have met on honorable 
terms. 

Lord. What new beauty? You acquaint 
yourselves 

With none but wonders. 

Scent. Tis too low, — a miracle. 

Lord. It will require a strong faith. 

Sec. ‘Your blood.’ 

Lord. ‘If you be innocent, preserve your 
Came, le.st this Decoy-madam betray it to 
your ri'penfance.’— ’ 

By what name is she known? 

Scent. Avsk Alexander. 

He knows her. 

Kick. Whom? 

Scent. The lady Colestina. 

Lord. He h:»s a vast knowledge of ladies. 
Las, poor Alexanilerl 

When dost thou mean thy body shall lie 
fallow? 

Kick. When tliere is mercy in a petticoat: 

•1 must turn pilgrim for some breath 
Lord. I think ’ 

Twere cooler travel, if you e.xaraine it, 




Upon the hoof through Spain. 

Scent. Through Ethiopia. 

Lord. Nay, less laborious to serve a 
prenticeship 

In Peru, and dig gold out of the mine, 
Though all the year were dog-days. 

See. ‘To repentance.’ 

Lord. ‘In brief, this lady, could you fall 
from virtue, within my knowledge, will not 
blii.'^h to be a bawd.’ m 

Scent. But hang ’t, ’tis honorable journey- 
work ; 

Thou art famous by it, and thy name’s up. 
Kick. So, sir I 

Let me ask you a question, my dear knight: 
Which is less servile, to bring up the 
pheasant. 

And wait, or sit at table uncontrolled, 

And carve to my own appetite? 

Scent. No more; 

Thou’rt witty, as I am. 

Sec. ‘A bawd.’ 

Scent. How’s that? 

Kick. 0, 

\ou are famous by’t, and your name’s up, 
sir. 

Lord. ‘Be wise, and reward my caution 
with timely care of yourself, so I shall not 
repent to be known your loving kinsman 
and sen’ant’ — 

Gentlemen, the lady Colestina, 

Is she so rare a thing? 

Kick. If you'll have my im 

Opinion, my lord, I never saw 
So sweet, so fair, so rich a piece of nature. 
Lord. 1 11 sliow thee a fairer presently, to 
shame 

Thy eyes and judgment; look o' that. 
[Cu-cs him a miumlurc]— So; I’ll sub- 
scribe. [Si(77is his name to the Iciicr] 
Seal it; I’ll excuse your pen for the direc- 
tion. 

Kick. Bella Maria’s picture! she was 
handsome. 

Scent. But not to be compared— 

Lord. A our patience, gentlemen; I’ll re- 
turn instantly. £xii 

Kick. Whither is my lord gone? 

Sec. To a lady i’ th’ next chamber. « 
Scent. What is she? 

Sec. A oil shall pardon me, I am his 
secretary. 

Scent. I was wont to be of his counsel. 
A new ofiiccr, 
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And I not know’t? I ara resolved to batter 
All other with the praise of Celestina: 

I must retain him. 

[Re-enter'\ Lord 

Lord. Has not that object 
Convinced your erring judgments? 

Kick. What ! this picture? 

Lord. Were but your thoughts as capable 
as mine no 

Of her idea/ you would wish no thought 
That were not active in her praise, above 
All worth and memory of her sex. 

Scent. She was fair, 

1 must confess; but had your lordship 
looked 

With eyes more narrow, and some less affec- 
tion, 

Upon her face, — 

Kick. I do not love the copies 
Of any dead, they make me dream of 
goblins; 

Give me a living mistress, with but half 220 
The beauty of Celestina. [Returns the 
miniature'^ Come, my lord, 

’Tis pity that a lord of so much flesh 
Should waste upon a ghost, when they are 
living 

Can give you a more honorable consump- 
tion. 

Scent. Why, do you mean, my lord, to 
live an infidel? 

Do, and see what will come on’t; observe 
still,* 

And dote upon your vigils; build a cham- 
ber 

Within a rock, a tomb among the worms. 

Not far off, where you may, in proof 

apociy’phal, 

Court ’em not to devour the pretty pile 
Of flesh your mistress carried to the grave. 
There are no women in the world; all eyes, 
And tongues, and lips, are buried in her 

coffin I 

Lord. Why, do you think yourselves com- 
petent judges 
Of beauty, gentlemen? 

Both. What should hinder us? 

Kick. I have seen and tried as many as 

another, 

With a mortal back. 

Lord. Your eyes are bribed, 

Worship ever. 


And your hearts chained to some desires; 
j'ou cannot 

Enjoy the freedom of a sense. 

Kick. Your lordship 

Has a clear eyesight, and can judge and 
penetrate. 

Lord. I can, and give a perfect censure ' 
of 

Each line and point; distinguish beauty 
from 

A thousand forms, which your corrupted 
optics 

Would pass for natural. 

Scent. I desire no other 
Judge should determine* us, and if your 
lordship sm 

Dare venture but your eyes upon this lady, 
I’ll stand their justice, and be confident 
You shall give Celestina victory, 

And triumph, o’er all beauties past and 
living. 

Kick. I dare, my lord, venture a suit of 
clothes. 

You’ll be o’ercome. 

Lord. You do not know my fortitude. 
Scent. Nor frailty; you dare not trust 
yourself to see her. 

Lord. Think you so, gentlemen? I dare 
see this creature 

To make you know your errors, and the 
difference 2» 

Of her, whose memory is my saint. Not 
trust 

My senses ! I dare see, and speak with her. 
Which holds the best acquaintance to pre- 
pare 

My visit to her? 

Scent. I will do’t, my lord. 

Kick. She is a lad. free in entertainments. 
Lord. I would give this advantage to your 
cause. 

Bid her appear in all the ornaments 
Did ever wait on beauty, all the riches 
Pride can put on, and teach her face more 
charms *70 

Than ever poet drest up Venus in ; 

Bid her be all the Graces, and the queen 
Of love in one. I’ll see her, Scentlove, and 
Bring off my heart, armed but with a single 
thought 

Of one that’s dead, without a wound; and 
when 

* Judgment. * Decide for us. 


* Imiige. 
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I have made your folly pru-soner, I’ll laugh 
at you. 

Sc(n(. She .shall expect you; trust to me 
for knowledge. 

Lord. I'm for the pre.^ent somewhere else 
engaged ; 

Let me hoar from you. [Exiti 

Scent. So! I am glad he’s yet sw 

So near con\ cr.<ion. 

Kick. I am for Arefina. 

Scent. No mention of rny lord. 

Kick. Prepare his lady, 

Tis time he were reduced ' to the old sport; 
One lord like him more would undo the 
court. Exeunt 

[SCENE II] 

[A Room, in Sir Thomas BornwclVs IIouse'\ 
Enter Aretina with a letter, [and] Decoy 

Dec. Ho is the ornament of your blood, 
madam ; 

I am much bound to his lordship. 

Are. He gives you 
A noble character, 

Dec. Tis his goodness, madam. 

Are. I wanted such an engine. »My lord 
has 

Done me a courtesy, to disclose her nature; 

I now know one to trust, and will employ 
her. [.'l.vjV/el 

Touching my lord, for reasons which I shall 
Offer to your ladyship hereafter, I lo 

Dc.sire you would bo silent ; but, to show 

How much I dare be confident in your 
secrecy, 

I pour my bosom forth: I love a gentleman, 
On whom there wo’ not need much con- 
juration 

To meet.— Your car. [M'/iwpcrs her] 

Dec. I apprehend you. and I shall 
Be happy to be serviceable. I am sorry 
Your hulyship did not know me before now: 

I have done offices: and not a few 
Of tlie nobility but have done feats so 

Within my hou.se. which is convenient 
For situation, anrl artful chambers. 

And pretty pictures to provoke the fancy. 

Enter Littleworth 

Little. Madam, all pleasures languish in 
your absence. 

* Brimglit Iwck. 


Are. Your pardon a few minutes, sir. 

You must 
Contrive it thus. 

[IValks aside with Decoy] 
Little. I attend, and shall account it 
Honor to wait on your return. 

Are. He must not 

Have the least knowledge of my name or 
person. ao 

Dec. I have practised that already for 
some great ones, 

And dare again, to satisfy you, madam; 

I have a thousand ways to do sweet 
offices. 

Little. If this Lady Aretina should be 
honest, 

I have lost time: she’s free as air; I must 
Have closer conference, and if I have art, 
Make her affect ’ me in revenge. 

Dec. This evening? 

Leave me to manage things. 

Arc. You will oblige me. m 

Dec. You shall command my art, and 
thank me after. Eni 

Arc. I hope the revels are maintained 
within? 

Little. By Sir Thomas and his mistress. 
Arc. How? his mistress? 

Little. The lady Celestina; I never saw 
Eyes shoot more amorous interchange. 

Arc. Is’t so? 

Little. He wears her favor with mere* 
pride — 

Arc. Her favor? 

Little. A feather that he ravished from 
her fan ; lo 

And is so full of courtship I which she smiles 
on. 

Arc. ’Tis well. 

Little. And praises her beyond all poetry. 
Arc. I am glad he has so much wit. 
Little, (a*’K/cJ Not jealous! 

Arc. [aside] This secures me. What 
would make other ladies pale 

With jealousy, gives but license to my wan- 
derings. 

Let him now tax' me. if he dare; and yet 
Her beauty s worth my envy, and I wish 
Revenge upon it. not because he loves, " 
But that it shines above my own. 

* I.o\o. 

* Umnixpd. Q. orv. 

* Accujm'. 
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Enter Kickshaw 
Kick. Dear madam! 

Are. I have it. — You two gentlemen pro- 
fess 

Much serv’ice to me ; if I have a way 
To employ your wit and secrecy? — 

Both. You’ll honor us. 

Are. You gave a high and worthy char- 
acter 

Of Celestina. 

Kick. I remember, madam. 

Are. Do either of you love her? 70 

Kick. Not I, madam. 

Little. I would not, if I might. 

Are. She’s now my guest, 

And, by a trick, invited by my husband, 

To disgrace me. — You, gentlemen, are held 
Wits of the town, the consuls that do govern 
The senate here, whose jeers are all 
authentic. 

The taverns and the ordinaries are 
Made academies, where you come, and all 
Your sins and surfeits made the time’s 
example. “ 

Your very nods can quell a theater. 

No speech or poem good without your seal; 
You can protect scurrility, and publish, 

By your authority believed, no rapture 
Ought to have honest meaning. 

Kick. Leave our characters. 

Little. And name the employment. 

Are. You must exercise 
The strength of both your wits upon this 
lady, 

And talk her into humbleness or anger, 

Both which are equal, to my thought. If 
you 

Dare undertake this slight thing for my sake. 
My favor shall reward it; but be faithful, 
And seem to let all spring from your own 
freedom. 

Kick. This all! We can defame her; if 
you please. 

My friend shall call her whore, or any thing. 
And never be endangered to a duel. 

Are. How’s that? 

Kick. He can endure a cudgeling, and no 
man 

Will fight after so fair a satisfaction: »«> 

But leave us to our art, and do not hmit us. 
Are. They are here; begin not till 1 

whisper you. 


Enter Sir Thomas Bornwell, Celestina, 
Mariana, [and} Isabella 

Are. Je voils prie, madame, d’excuser 
Vimportunite de mes affaires, qid m’ont fait 
offenser, par mon absence, une dame de 
laquelle j’ai regu tant d' obligations. 

Cel. Pardonnez ‘moi, 'tnadame ; vous me 
faites trop d’honneur. 

Are. C'est bien de la douceur de votre 
naturel, que vous tenez cette langage; no 
inais j’espere que mon mari n'a pas manque 
de vous entretenir en mon absence. 

Cel. En verite, monsieur nous a fort 
oblige. 

Are. II eut trop failli, s'il n'eut tache de 
tout son pouvoir d vous rendre toutes sortes 
de services. 

Cel. C'est de sa bonte qu’il nous a tant 
favorise. 

Are. De la votre plutot, madame, que i» 
vous fail donner d’ interpretation si benigne 
d ses efforts. 

Cel. Je vois bien que la victoire sera 
toujours d madame, et de langage et de la 
courtesie. 

Are. Vraiment, madame, que jamais per- 
sonne a plus desire I'honneur de votre com- 
pagnie que moi. 

Cel. Laissons-en, je vous supplie, des com- 
plimens, et permettez d votre servants de w 
vous baiser les mains. 

Are. Vous m’obligez trop. 

Bom. I have no more patience; let’s be 
merry again 

In our own language: madam, our mirth 
cools. 

Our nephew ! 

Enter Frederick [intoxicated, and Steward] 

Are. Passion of my brain! 

Fred. Save you, gentlemen! save you, 
ladies! 

Are. I am undone. 

Fred. I must salute; no matter at which 
end I begin. [Salutes Celestina] 

Are. There’s a compliment ! 140 

Cel. Is this your nephew, madam? 

Are. Je vous prie, madame, d'excuser les 
habits et le rude comportement de mon 
cousin. II est tout fraichement venu de 
I’universile, oil on Va tout gate. 
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Cfl. Excuscz moi, madamc, il est bien 
accompli. 

Fred. This language should bo French by 
the motions of your heads, and the mirth 
of your faces. 

Arc. I am dishonored. 

Fred. Tis one of the finest tongues for 
ladies to show their teeth in: if you’ll Latin 
it, I am for you, or Greek it; my tailor has 
not put me into French yet. MUlc basia, 
basia mille. 

Cfl. Jc nc vous entends pas, monsieur; 
I understand you not, sir. 

Fred. Wliy, so! 

^011 and I fiien .•jhall be in charity; i« 
For though wo should be abusive, we ha’ the 
benefit 

Not to understand one another. Where’s 
my aunt? 

1 did liear music somewhere; and my brains, 
Tuned with a bottle of your capering claret. 
Made haste to show their dancing. 

Little. Please you, madam, 

[Ofjering his box of sweet- 

meats to Celestina] 
They are very comfortable.^ 

Stew. Alas, madam. 

How would you have mo help it? f did use 
All means I could, after he heard the music, 

To make him drunk, in hope so to contain 
him, 

But the wine made him lighter, and his head 
Flew hither, ere I missed his heels. 

Kick. Nay, he 

Spoke Latin to the lady. 

Are. O, most unpardonablel 

Get him off quickly, and discreetly too 
Or.^ if I live- 

Stew. It is not in my power; he swears I 
am 

An nb-surd .sober fellow; and if you keep .ao 

A .servant in his house to crass his humor, 

When the rich sword and belt comes home[ 
he’ll kill him. 

Are What shall I do? Try your skill, 
Master Littleworth. 

Little. He has ne’er a sword.— Sweet 
Ma.ster Frederick — 

Born. Tis pity, madam, such a scion 
.should 

Be last; but you arc clouded. 

Cel. Not I, sir, 

I never found myself more clear at heart. 

* Comforting. 




Born. I could play with a feather; your 
fan, lady. — 

Gentlemen, Aretina, ta, ra, ra, ral Come, 
madam. 

Fred. Why, my good tutor in election, 
You might have been a scholar. 

Little. But I thank 

My friends, they brought me up a little 
better. 

Give me the town wits, that deliver jests 
Clean from the bow, that whistle in the air, 
And cleave the pin* at twelvescorcl Ladies 
do 

But laugh at a gentleman that has any 
learning; 

Tis sin enough to have your clothes sus- 
pected. 

Leave us, and I will find a time to instruct 
you. „ 

Como, here are sugar plums; ’tis a good 
Frederick. 

F red. Why, is not this my aunt’s house in 
the Strand? 

The noble rendezvous? Who laughs at me? 
Go, I will root here if I list, and talk 
Of rhetoric, logic, Latin, Greek, or any 
thing. 

And understand ’em too; who says the con- 
trary? 

^et, in a fair way, I contemn all learning, 
And will be as ignorant as he, or he. 

Or any taffata, satin, scarlet, plush, 

Tissue, or cloth o’ bodkin* gentleman, »» 
Whose manners are most gloriously in- 
fected. — 

Did you laugh at me, lady? 

Cel. Not I, sir; 

But if I did show mirth upon your question, 
I hope you would not beat me, little gen- 
tleman? 

Fred, Howl 'little gentleman?’ you dare 
not say 

Those words to my new clothes, and fighting 
sword. 

Are. Nephew Frederick 1 
^ Fred. ‘Little gentleman!’ 

Tis an affront both to my blood and per- 
son. ^ 

I am a gentleman of as tall a birth 
As any boast nobility; though my clothes 
Smell o’ the lamp, my coat is honorable, 

* Bull's eye. 

* Of silk and gold thread. 

* Supply lAaf. 
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Right honorable, full of or and argent. — 

A ‘little gentleman!’ 

Bom. Coz, you must be patient; 

My lady meant you no dishonor, and 
You must remember she’s a woman. 

Fred. Is she a woman? that’s another 
matter. — 

Do you hear? my uncle tells me what you 
are. 

Cel. So, sir. oo 

Fred. You called me ‘little gentleman.’ 
Cel. I did, sir. 

Fred. A little pink * has made a lusty ship 
Strike her top-sail; the crow may beard the 
elephant, 

A whelp may tame the tiger, spite of all 
False decks and murderers;^ and a ‘little 
gentleman’ 

Be hard enough to grapple with your lady- 
ship, 

Top and top-gallant. — Will you go drink, 
uncle, 

T’ other enchanted bottle? you and I 
Will tipple, and talk philosophy. «o 

Bom. Come, nephew. — 

You will excuse a minute’s absence, 
madam. — 

Wait you on us. 

Stew. My duty, sir. 

Exeunt all but Celestina, 
Kickshaw and Littlewobth 
Are. Now, gentlemen. 

Kick. Madam, I had rather you excuse 
my language 

For speaking truth, than virtue suffer in 
My further silence; and it is rny wonder 
That you, whose noble carriage hath de- 
served 

All honor and opinion, should now a»o 

Be guilty of ill manners. 

Cel. What was that 
You told me, sir? 

Little. Do you not blush, madam, 

To ask that question? 

Cel. You amaze rather 
My cheek to paleness. What mean you by 

this? 

1 am not troubled with the hickup, gentle- 
men, 

You should bestow this fright upon me. 

Little. Then 

Pride and ill memory go together. 

Cel. How, sir? 

^ Small boat. 


Kick. The gentleman on whom you exer- 
cise(d] 

Your thin wit, was a nephew to the lady 
Whose guest you are ; and though her 
modesty 

Look calm on the abuse of one so near 
Her blood, the affront was impious. 

Little. I am ashamed on’t. 

You an ingenious lady, and well mannered 1 
I'll teach a bear as much civility. no 

Cel. You may be master of the college, 
sir, 

For aught I know. 

Little. What college? 

[Cel.] Of the bears. 

Have you a plot upon me? Do you po&sess 
Your wits, or know me, gentlemen? 

[Re-]enter [Sir Thomas] Born well 

[behind] 

Bom. How’s this? 

Kick. IOqow you? yes; we do know you 
to an atom. 

Little. Madam, we know what stuff your 
soul is made on. 

Cel. But do not bark so like a mastiff, 
pray( — 28 o 

Sure they are mad. — Let your brains stand 
awhile, 

And settle, gentlemen; you know not me; 
What am I? 

Little. Th’art a puppet, a thing made 
Of clothes and painting, and not half so 
handsome 

As that which played Susanna in the fair. 

Cel. I heard you visited those canvas 
tragedies. 

One of their constant audience, and so taken 
With Susan, that you wished yourself a 
rival 

With the two wicked elders. too 

Kick. You think this 
Is wit now. Come, you are — 

Cel. What, I beseech you? 

Your character will be full of salt and satire. 
No doubt. What am I? 

Kick. Why, you are a woman — 

Cel. And that's at least a bow wide of 
your knowledge. 

Kick. Wo’d be thought handsome, and 
might pass i’ th’ country 
Upon a market day ; but so miserably a» 
Forfeit to pride and fashions, that if heaven 


> Cannon. 
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Were a new gown, you’d not stay in’t a 
fortnight. 

Ccl. It must be miserably out of fashion 
then. 

Have I no sin but pride? 

Kick. Hast any virtue, 

Or but a good face, to excuse that want? 
Cel. You prai.^ed it yesterday. 

Kick. That made you proud. 

Cel. More pride 1 

Kick. You need not;— to close up the 
praise, ao# 

I have seen a better countenance in a sybil. 
Cel. When you wore spectacles of sack,* 
mistook 

The painted cloth,* and kissed it for your 
mistress. 

Kick. Lot me ask you a question: how 
much 

Have you consumed in expectation 
That I would love you? 

Cel. Why I think as much 
As you have pai<l away in honest debts 
This seven year. 'Ti.s a pretty impudence, 
But cannot make me angry. 

Little. Is there any sjo 

Man that will cast away his limbs unon 
her? ♦ 

Kick. You do not sing so well ns I imag- 
ined, 

Nor dance; you reel in your coranto,* and 
pinch 

Your petticoat too hard ; y’ave no good ear 
To th music, and incline too much one 
shoulder, 

As you were dancing on the rope, and fall- 
ing. 

You speak abominable French, and make i 
A curtsey like a dair>’.maid.— [As<V/cl Not 
mad 1 

Little. Do we not sting her handsomely? 
Bom. A conspiracy! 

Kick, ^our state is not so much ns ’tis 
reported, 

When yon confer notes, all your husband’s 
debts, 

And your own reconciled; but that’s not it 
Will .so much spoil your marriage. 

Cel. As what, sir? 

Let me know all iny faults. 

Kick. Some men do whisper 

* Were drunk. 

* A cheap sub.stitute for arras 

* A quick dance. 


You are not over honest.* 

Cel. All this shall not 
Move me to more than, laughter, and some 

pity, MO 

Becau.se you have the shapes of gentlemen; 
And though you have been insolent upon 
me, 

I will engage no friend to kick or cudgel 
you, 

To spoil your living and your limbs to- 
gether: 

I leave that to diseases that offend you, 
And spare my curse, poor silken vermin 1 
and 

Hereafter shall distinguish men from mon- 
keys. 

Bom. [coming forword} Brave soull 

You brace of horse-leeches! — I have 
heard 

Their barbarous language, madam; y’are too 
merciful: 

They shall bo silent to your tongue; pray 
punish ’em. 

Ccl. They are things not worth my char- 
acter,* nor mention 

Of any clean breath; so lost in honesty. 
They cannot satisfy for wrongs enough, 
Though they should steal out of the world 
at Tyburn.* 

Little. We are hanged already. 

Cel. Yet I will talk a little to the pil- 
chards.* 

Yoti two. that have not ’twixt you both the 
hundred 

Part of a soul, coarse woollon-witted fellows, 
^\ithout a nap, with bodies made for bur- 
dens I 

^ou, that arc only stuffings for apparel, 

As you were made but engines* for your 
tailors 

To frame their clothes upon, and get them 
custom, 

Until men see you move; yet. then you dare 
not, 

Out of your guilt* of being the ignobler 
beast. 

But give a horse the wall,* whom vou excel 
Only m dancing of the brawls,* because 

* Chaste. 

* CharacterlzaUon. 

J He hniiffcd as criminals. 

■ M.umi'klnf'' ' 

* Consrlousnosjc, 

* A show of respect. 

* A spet irs o( <lancc. 
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The horse was not taught the French way. 
Your two faces, 

One fat, like Christmas, t’ other lean, like 
Candlemas, 

And prologue to a Lent, both bound to- 
gether. 

Would figure Janus, and do many cures art. 

On agues, and the green disease,* by fright- 
ing. 

But neither can, with all the characters 

And conjuring circles, charm a woman, 
though 

Sh’ad fourscore years upon her, and but one 

Tooth in her head, to love, or think well 
of you : 

And I were miserable, to be at cost 

To court such a complexion, as your malice 

Did impudently insinuate. But I waste 
time. 

And stain my breath in talking to such tad- 
poles. 

Go home, and wash your tongues in barley- 
water, aso 

Drink * clean tobacco, be not hot i’ th’ 
mouth. 

And you may 'scape the beadle; so I leave 
you 

To shame, and your own garters!® — Sir, I 
must 

Entreat you, for my honor, do not penance 
them 

They are not worth your anger. How shall I 

Acquit your lady’s silence? 

Bom. Madam, I 

Am sorry to suspect, and dare revenge. 

Cel. No cause of mine. 

Bom. It must become me to attend you 
home. 

Cel. You are noble. — Farewell, mush- 
rooms. 

[Exit with Sir Thomas Born- 
we:ll; re-enter Aretina] 

Are. Is she gone? 

Little. I think we peppered her. 

Kick. I’m glad 'tis over; 

But I repent no service for you, madam. — 

Enter Servant, with a letter [and a jewel, 
which he delivers'] to Kickshaw 

To me? from whence? — a jewel! a good 
preface. 

^ Perhaps here jaundice (Neilson). 

* The usual word for smoke tobacco# 

* To be used as halters. 


Be happy the conclusion! 

He smiles upon it 

Are. Some love letter. 

Little. He has a hundred mistresses: you 
may 

Be charitable, madam, I ha’ none; .oo 

He surfeits, and I fall away i’ th’ kidneys. 

[Exit Servant] 

Kick. I’ll meet. — [Aside] 

’Tis some great lady, questionless, that has 
Taken notice, and would satisfy her appe- 
tite. 

Are.^ Now, Master Alexander, you look 
bright o’ the sudden; 

Another spirit’s in your eye. 

Kick. Not mine, madam; 

Only a summons to meet a friend. 

Are. What friend? 

Little. By this jewel, I know her not. no 
Are. ’Tis a she-friend. I’ll follow, gentle- 
men; 

We may have a game at cent * before you 
go. 

Kick. I shall attend you, madam. 

Little. ’Tis our duty. 

[Exeunt Kickshaw and Littleworth] 
Are. I blush while I converse with my 
ow'ii thoughts. 

Some strange fate governs me, but I must 
on; 

The ways are cast already, and we thrive 
When our sin fears no eye nor pei*spective. 

Exnt 

THE FOURTH ACT, [SCENE I] 

[A Room in Decoy^s House] 

Enter two men leading Kickshaw blinded, 

and go off suddenly 

Kick. I am not hurt; my patience to obey 
’em. 

Not without fear to ha' my throat cut else. 
Did me a courtesy. Whither ha’ they 
brought me? [Pulls off a bandage] 

’Tis devilish dark ; the bottom of a well 
At midnight, with but two stars on the top. 
Were broad day to this darkness. I but 
think 

How like a whirlwind the rogues caught me 
up, 

And smothered my eyesight. Let me see, 

*A game like piquet; also called saint. 
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These may be spirits, and. for aught I know, 
Have brought me hither over twenty 
steeples. lo 

Pray heaven they were not bailiffs 1 that’s 
more worth 

My fear, and this a prison. All my debts 
Reek in my nostril, and my bones begin 
To ache with fear to be made dice; and yet 
This is too calm and quiet for a prison. — 
What if the riddle prove I am robbed? and 
yet 

I did not feel ’em search me. How nowl 
fii'isicl [J/u«c xvithinl 

Enter Decoy, like an old Woman, with a 

light 

And a light I What beldam’s this? I cannot 
pray.— 

What art? 

Dec. A friend. Fear not, young man, I 
am „ 

No spirit. 

Kick. Offl 

Dec. Despise me not for age, 

Or this coarse outside, which I wear not out 
Of poverty; tHy eyes be witness; ’tis 
No cave, or beggar’s cell, th’art brought to; 
let » 

That gold speak here’s no want, which thou 
mayst spend, 

And find a spring to tire even prodigality, 

If thou be’st wise. [Gii'cs him a purse] 
Kick. The devil was u coiner m 

From the beginning; yet the gold looks 
current. 

Dec. Thou’rt still in wonder: know, I am 
mistress of 

This house, and of a fortune that shall sen-e 
And feed thee with delights; ’twas I sent 
for thee; 

The jewel and the letter came from me. 

It was my art thtis to contrive our meeting 

Because I would not trust thee with my 
fame, 

Until I found thee worth a woman’s honor 
Kick. Honor and fame I [AsiWe] The 
devil means to have „ 

A care on’s credit. Though she sent for me, 
f hope she has another customer 

To do the trick withal; I would not turn 
i'amiliar to a witch. 

Dec. What say’st? Canst thou 

Dwell in my arms to-night? shall we change 
kisses. 


And entertain the silent hours with pleasure. 
Such as old Time shall be delighted with. 
And blame the too swift motion of his 
wings. 

While we embrace? 

Kick, [aside] Embrace! she has had no 
teeth „ 

This twenty years, and the next violent 
cough 

Brings up her tongue; it cannot possibly 
Be sound at root. I do not think but one 
Strong sneeze upon her, and well meant, 
would make 

Her quarters fall away; one kick would 
blow 

Her up like gunpowder, and loose all her 
limbs. 

She is so cold, an incubus would not heat 
her; 

Her phlegm would quench a furnace, and 
her breath 

Would damp a musket bullet. 

Dec. Have you, sir, m 

Considered? 

Kick. What? 

Dec. My proposition. 

Canst love? 

Kick. I could have done; whom do you 
mean? 

I know you are pleased but to make sport. 

Dec. Thou art not 

So dull of soul as thou appear’st. 

Kick. This is 

But some device; my grannam* has some 
trick in’t. — n 

Yes, I can love. 

Dec. But canst thou affect me? 

Kick. Although to reverence so grave a 
matron 

Were an ambitious word in me, yet since 
\ou give me boldness, I do love you. 

Dec. Then 

Thou art my own. 

Kick. Has she no cloven foot? 

Dec. And I am thine, and all that I com- 
mand. 

Thy ser\'ants; from this minute thou art 
happy, m 

And fate in thee will crown all my de- 
sires. 

I grieved u proper* man should be com- 
pelled 

' Crantimolher. 


’ Handsome. 
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To bring his body to the common market. 
My wealth shall make thee glorious; and, 
the more 

To encourage thee, howe'er this form may 
fright 

Thy youthful eyes, yet thou wo’t find, by 
light 

Of thy own sense, for other light is banished 
My chamber, when our arms tie lovers’ 
knots. 

And kisses seal the welcome of our lips, 6« 
I shall not there affright thee, nor seem old. 
With rivelled* veins; my skin is smooth and 
soft 

As ermines, with a spirit to meet thine, 
Active, and equal to the queen of love's. 
When she did court Adonis. 

Kick, [aside] This doth more 
Confirm she is a devil, and I am 
Within his own dominions. I must on, 

Or else be tom o’ pieces. I have heard 
These succubae must not be crossed. 

Dec. We trifle loo 

Too precious time away; I’ll show you a 
prospect 

Of the next chamber, and then out the 
candle. 

Kick. Have you no sack i’ th’ house? I 
would go armed 
Upon this breach. 

Dec. It sha’ not need. 

Kick. One word, 

Mother; have not you been a cat in your 
days 

Dec. I am glad you are so merry, sir. 
You observe 

That bed? [Opens a door] 

Kick. A very brave one. 

Dec. When you are 

Disrobed, you can come thither in the 
dark. 

You sha’ not stay for me? Come, as you 
wish 

For happiness. 

Kick. I am preferred, if I 
Be modest and obey: she cannot have 
The heart to do me harm, an she were 
Hecate, 

Herself. I will have a strong faith, and 
think 

I march upon a mistress, the less evil. 

If I ’scape fire now, I defy the devil. Exit 


[SCENE II] 

[A Room in Sir Thomas BomwelVs House] 

Enter Frederick [gaily dressed,] Little- 
worth, [and] Steward 

Fred. And how d’ye like me now? 

Slew. Most excellent. 

Fred. Your opinion, Master Littleworth. 
Little. Your French tailor 
Has made you a perfect gentleman; I may 
Converse now with you, and preserve my 
credit. 

D’ye find no alteration in your body 
With these new clothes? 

Fred. My body altered? No. 

Little. You are not yet in fashion then? 
that must lo 

Have a new motion, garb, and posture too, 
Or all your pride is cast away ; it is not 
The cut of your apparel makes a gallant. 
But the geometrical wearing of your clothes. 
Stew. Master Littleworth tells you right; 
you wear your hat 
Too like a citizen. 

Little. 'Tis like a midwife 
Place it with best advantage of your hair. 
Is half your feather moulted? This does 
make 

No show; it should spread over, like a 
canopy » 

Your hot-reined monsieur wears it for a 
shade. 

And cooler to his back. Your doublet must 
Be more unbuttoned hereabouts; you’ll not 
Be a sloven else, a foul shirt is no blemish; 
You must be confident, and outface clean 
linen. 

Your doublet and your breeches must be al- 
lowed 

No private meeting here; your cloak’s too 
long. 

It reaches to your buttock, and doth smell 
Too much of Spanish gravity; the fashion 
Is to wear nothing but a cape ; a coat «o 
May be allowed a covering for one elbow, 
And some, to avoid the trouble choose to 
walk 

In querpo^ thus. 

Stew, [aside] Your coat and cloak’s a 
brushing 

» Stripped of the upper garment. 


* Wrinkled. 
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In Long-lane, Lombard.' 

Fred. But what if it rain? 

Little. Your belt about your shoulder is 
sufficient 

To keep off any storm; beside, a reed 
But waved discreetly, has so many pores, 
It sucks up all the rain that falls about one. 
With this defence, when other men have 
been n 

Wet to the skin through all their cloaks, I 
have 

Defied a tempest, and walked by the taverns 
Dry as a bone. 

Stew, [aside] Because he had no money 
To call for wine. 

Fred. Why, do you walk enchanted? 
Have you such pretty charms in to\vn? But 
stay; 

Who must I have to attend me? 

Little. Is not that m 

Yet thought upon? 

Stew. I have laid out’ for servants. 
Little. They are everywhere. 

Stew. I cannot yet be furnished 
With such as I would put into his hands. 
Fred. Of what condition must they be, 
and how 

Many in number, sir? * 

Little. Beside your fencing, 

Your singing, dancing, riding, and French 
master, 

Two may serve domestic, to be constant 
waiters « 

Upon a gentleman; a fool, a pimp. 

Stew. For these two officers I have en- 
quired, 

And I am promised a convenient whiskin: ’ 
I could save charges, and employ the pie- 
wench, 

That carries her intelligence in whitepots;' 
Or ’tis but taking order* with the woman 
That trolls* the ballads, she could fit him 
with 

A concubine to any tune; but I 
Have a design to place a fellow with him 
That has read all Sir Pandarus’ works’ a 
Trojan’ 

That lies concealed, and is acquainted with 
Both city and suburban fripperies,* 

\A looiility famed for p-awtivslion^s. 

» Arranged. « q. 

• Oo-hetween. » Rnsral. 

ntilk-pudflingfl. I piist women. 

" ArruiiKing. 


Can fetch ’em with a spell at midnight to 
him, 

And warrant which are for his turn; can, for 
A need, supply the surgeon too. 

Fred. I like thy providence; such a one 
deser\'es 

A livery twice a year. 

Stew. It sha’ not need; a cast suit of your 
worship’s 

Will ser\’e; he’ll find a cloak to cover it, 
Out of his share with those he brings to bed 
to you, M 

Fred. But must I call this fellow pimp? 
Little. It is 

Not necessary; or Jack, or Harry, 

Or what he’s known abroad by, will sound 
better, 

That men may think he is a Christian. 
Fred. But hear you, Master Littleworth: 
is there not 

A method, and degrees of title in 
Men of this art? 

Little. According to the honor 
Of men that do employ 'em. An emporor « 
May give this office to a duke; a king 
May have his viceroy to negotiate for him; 
A duke may use a lord; the lord a knight, 

A knight may trust a gentleman; and when 
They are abroad, and merry, gentlemen 
May pimp to one another. 

Fred. Good, good fellowship! 

But for the fool now, that should wait on 
me, 

And break me jests? 

Little. A fool is necessary. 

Slew. By any means.* 

Fred. But which of these two servants 
Must now take place?* 

Little. That question. Master Frederick, 
The school of heraldry should conclude 
upon : 

But if my judgment may be heard, the fool 
Is yo\ir first man ; and it is known a point 
Of state to have a fool. 

Stew. But, sir. the other 
Is held the finer ser\’ant; his employments 
Are full of trust, his person clean and 
nimble, 

And none so soon can leap into preferment, 
Where fools are poor. 

Little. Not all; there’s story* for’t; 
Princes have been no wiser than they should 
be. 

‘ At any rate. * Trecodenw. 


* Rxtinple. 
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Would any nobleman, that were no fool, 
Spend all in hope of the philosopher’s stone, 
To buy new lordships in another country'? 
Would knights build colleges, or gentlemen 
Of good estates challenge the field, and fight, 
Because a whore wo’ not be honest? Come, 
Fools are a family over all the world; m 
We do affect one naturally; ‘ indeed 
The fool is leiger* with us. 

Stew. Then the pimp 
Is extraordinary. 

Fred. Do not you fall out 
About their places. — Here’s my noble aunt I 

Enter Aretina 

Little. How do you like your nephew, 
madam, now? 

Are. Weill turn about, Frederick. Very 
well I «o 

Fred. Am I not now a proper * gentleman? 
The virtue of rich clothes I Now could I 
take 

The wall of Julius C®sar, or affront 
Great Pompey’s upper lip, and defy the' 
senate. 

Nay, I can be as proud as your own heart, 
madam. 

You may take that for your comfort ; I put 
on 

That virtue with my clothes, and I doubt 
not 

But in a little time I shall be impudent 
As any page, or player’s boy. I am 
Beholding to this gentleman’s good dis- 
cipline ; 

But I shall do him credit in my practice. 
Your steward has some pretty notions too, 
In moral mischief. 

Are. Your desert in this 
Exceeds all other sendee, and shall bind me 
Both to acknowledge and reward. 

Little. Sweet madam, 

Think me but worth your favor; I would 
creep 

Upon my knees to honor you, and for every 
Minute you lend to my reward, I’ll pay 
A year of serviceable tribute. 

Are. You 
Can compliment. 

* Love one by nature. 

» Resident as an ambassador. 

• Handsome. 


Little, [aside} Thus still she puts me off; 
unless I speak 

The downright word, she’ll never understand 
me. 

A man would think that creeping on one’s 
knees 

Were English to a lady. 

Enter Kickshaw 

Kick. How is’t, Jack? — Pleasures attend 
you, madam I 

How does my plant of honor? 

Are. Who is this? im 

Kick. ’Tis Alexander. 

Are. Rich and glorious! 

Little. ’Tis Alexander the Great. 

Kick. And my Bucephalus 
Waits at the door. 

Are. Your case is altered, sir. 

Kick. I cannot help these things, the 
Fates will have it; 

’Tis not my land does this. 

Little. But thou hast a plough 
That brings it in. i7o 

Are. Now he looks brave and lovely. 
Fred. Welcome, my gallant Macedonian. 
Kick. .Madam, you gave your nephew for 
my pupil. 

I read* but in a tavern; if you’ll honor us. 
The Bear at the Bridge foot* shall entertain 
you. 

A drawer is my Ganymede, he shall skink* 
Brisk nectar to us; we will only have 
A dozen partridge in a dish ; as many 
pheasants, 

Quails, cocks, and godwits shall come march- 
ing up 170 

Like the trained-band;* a fort of sturgeon® 
Shall give most bold defiance to an army, 
And triumph o’er the table. — 

Are. Sir, it will 

But dull the appetite to hear more, and 
mine 

Must be excused. Another time I may be 
Your guest. 

Kick. ’Tis grown in fashion now with 
ladies; 

When you please. I’ll attend you. Little- 
worth. — 

* Hold forth. 

» A tavern at Strand-bridge. 

* Draw, unbottle. 

* City militia. 

*A rtui^on-pasty. 
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Come, Frederick. 

Fred. We’ll have music; I love noise, w 
We will out-roar the Thames, and shake the 
bridge, boy. 

Exit [urith ICickshaw] 
Little. Madam. I kiss your hand; would 
you would think 

Of your poor servant; flesh and blood is 
frail, 

And troublesome to carry, without help. 

Arc. A coach will easily convey it, or 
You may take water at Strand-bridge. 

Little. But I 
Have taken fire. 

Arc. The Thames will cool it, sir. 

Little. But never quench my heart; your 
charity no 

Can only do that. 

Arc. I will keep it cold 
Of purpose. 

Little. Now you bless me, and I dare 
Be drunk in expectation. [Ezit'\ 

Are. I am confident 

He knows me not, and I were worse than 
mad 

To be my own betrayer. Here’s my hus- 
band. 

a 

Enter [Sir Thomas] Bornwell 

Bom. Why, how now, Aretina? What I 
alone? 

The mystery of this solitude? My house «<• 
Turn desert o’ the sudden ! all the gamesters 
Blown up I Why is the music put to silence? 
Or have their instruments caught a cold, 
since we 

Gave ’em the last heat? I must know thy 
ground 

Of melancholy. 

Are. You are merry, as 
You came from kissing Celestina. 

Bom. I 

Fool her yet warm upon my lip; she is 
Most excellent company: I did not think t« 
There was that sweetness in her sex. I must 
Acknowledge, 'twas thy care* to disenchant 
me 

From a dull husband to an active lover. 
With such a lady I could spend more years 
Than since my birth ray glass hath run soft 
minutes, 

^Q. cure. 


And yet be young ; her presence has a spell 
To keep off age; she has an eye would strike 
Fire through an adamant. 

Are. I have heard as much 
Bestowed upon a dull-faced chambermaid, w 
Whom love and wit would thus commend. 
True beauty 

Is mocked when we compare thus,* itself 
being 

Above what can be fetched* to make it 
lovely; 

0 * could our thoughts reach something to 

declare 

The glories of a face, or body’s elegance. 
That touches but our sense, when beauty 
spreads 

Over the soul, and calls up understanding 
To look when thence* is offered, and admire. 
In both I must acknowledge Celestina 
Most excellently fair, fair above all m> 

The beauties I ha’ seen, and one most 
worthy 

Man’s love and wonder. 

Bom. Do you speak, Aretina, 

This with a pure sense to commend? or is’t 
The mockery of my praise? 

Are. Although it shame 
Mj'self, I must be just, and give her all 
The excellency of women; and were 1 
A man — 

Bom. What then? m 

Are. I know not with what loss 

1 should attempt her love. She is a piece 
So angelically moving, I sliould think 
Frailty excused to dote upon her form, 

And almost virtue to be wicked with her. 

Exit 

Born. What should this mean? This is no 
jealousy. 

Or she believes I counterfeit. I feel 
Something within me, like a heat, to give 
Her cause, would Celestina but consent. 
What a frail thing is manl It is not worth •• 
Our glory to be chaste, while we deny 
Mirth and converse with women. He is 
good 

That dares the tempter, yet corrects his 
blood. Exit 

• Make compaHsona such as these. 

• BrouRlit into comparison. 

• Q. or. Cotild but our thoughts, etc* * . . could 
we but declare, etc. when bosuty, etc. 

*/.e.r from understanding. 
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[SCENE ni] 

[A Room in Celestina's House] 

[Enter] Celestina, Mariana, [and] Isabell.^ 

Cel. I have told you all my knowledge: 
since he is pleased 

To invite himself, he shall be entertained, 
And you shall be my witnesses. 

Mar. Who comes with him? 

Cel. Sir William Scentlove, that prepared 
me for 

The honorable encounter. I expect 
His lordship every minute. 

Enter [Sir Wiluam] Scentlove 

Scent. My lord is come. 

Cel. He has honored me. 

Enter Lord [and] Haircut 


Scent. My lord, your periwig is awry, w 

Lord. You, sir — 

While Haircut is busy about his 
hair, Scentlove goes to Celestina 
Scent. You may guess at the gentleman 
that’s with him. 

It is his barber, madam, d’ye observe? 

An your ladyship wants a shaver. 

Hair. She is here, sir. 

I am betrayed.— Scentlove, your plot. I 


may 


Exit 


Have opportunity to be revenged. 

Scent. She in the midst. 

Lord. She’s fair, I must confess; » 

But does she keep this distance out of state? 
Cel. Though I am poor in language to 
express 

How much your lordship honors me, my 

heart t u n 

Is rich and proud in such a guest. 1 shall 

Be out of love with every air abroad, 

And for this grace done my unworthy house. 

Be a fond prisoner, become anchorite, 

And spend my hours in prayer, to reward 

The blessing and the bounty of this pres- 

0Z1C6* 

Lord. Though you could turn each place 
you move in to 

A temple, rather than a wall should hide » 
3o rich a beauty from the world, it were 
Less want to lose our piety and your prayer. 


A throne were fitter to present you to 

Our wonder, whence your eyes, more worth 
than all 

They look on, should chain every heart a 
prisoner. 

Scent. Twas pretty well come off. 

Lord. By your example 
I shall know how to compliment; in this, 
You more confirm my welcome. 

Cel. I shall love *o 

My lips the better, if their silent language 
Persuade your lordship but to think so truly. 
Lord. You make me smile, madam. 

Cel. I hope you came not 

With fear that any sadness here should 
shake 

One blossom from your eye. I should be 
miserable 

To present any object should displease 
you. — 

Lord. ^ ou do not, madam. 

Cel. As I should account 
It no less sorrow, if your lordship should w 
Lay too severe a censure on my freedom. 

I wo’ not court a prince against his justice, 
Nor bribe him with a smile to think me 
honest. 

Pardon, my lord, this boldness, and the 
mirth 

That may flow from me. I believe my 
father 

Thought of no winding-sheet when he begot 
me. 

Lord. She has a merry soul. — It will be- 
come 

Me ask your pardon, madam, for my rude 
Approach, so much a stranger to your 
knowledge. 

Cel. Not, my lord, so much stranger to 
my knowledge; eo 

Though I have but seen your person afar 
off, 

I am acquainted with your character, 

Which I have heard so often, I can speak 
it. 

Lord. You shall do me an honor. 

Cel. If your lordship will 
Be patient. 

Lord. And glad to hear my faults. 

Cel. That as your conscience can agree 
upon ’em : 

However, if your lordship give me privilege. 

I'll tell you what’s the opinion of the world. 
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Lord. You cannot please me better. 

Cel. Y’are a lord. 

Born with as much nobility as would, 
Divided, serve to make ten noblemen, 
Without a herald; but with so much spirit 
And height of soul, as well might furnish 
twenty. 

You are learned, a thing not compatible now 
With native honor; and are master of 
A language that doth chain all ears,’ and 
charm 

All hearts, where you pereuadc; a wit so 
flowing. fto 

And prudence to correct it, that all men 
Believe they only meet in you, which, with 
A spacious memor>’, make up the full 
wonders: 

To these* you have known valor, and upon 
A noble cause, know how to use a sword 
To honors best advantage, though you wear 
none. 

You are us bountiful as the showers that fall 
Into the spring's green bosom ; as you were 
Created lord of Fortune, not her steward; «> 
So constant to the cause in which you make 
Yourself an advocate, you dare all dangers; 
And men had rather you should be their 
friend. 

Than justice or the bench bound up to- 
gether. 

Lord. But did you hear all this? 

Ccl. And more, my lord. 

Lord. Pray let me have it, madam. 

Ccl. To all these virtues there is added 
one, — 

(Your lordship wdll remember, when I name 
it. 

I speak but what I gather from the voice 
Of others)— it is grown to a full fame j» 
That you have loved a woman. 

Lord. But one. madam? 

Ccl. Yes. many; give me leave to smile 
my lord, ’ 

I shall not need to interpret in what sense; 

But you have showed yourself right hon- 
orable, 

And. for yotir love to ladies, have deserved 
If their vote might prevail, a marble statue! 

I make no comment on the people's text,— 
My lord, I should be sorr>- to offend. 

Lord. You cannot, madam; these are 
things we owe 
To nature for. 

years, 1 1n adejition to these. 
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Cel. And honest men will pay 
Their debts. 

Lord. If they be able, or compound. 

Ccl. She had a hard heart would be un- 
merciful, 

And not give day to men so promising; 
But you owed women nothing. 

Lord. Yes, I am 

Still in their debt, and I must owe them 
love, 

It was part of my character. i» 

Ccl. With your lordship’s 
Pardon, I only said you had a fame 
For loving women; but of late, men say 
You have, against the imperial laws of love, 
Restrained the active flowings of your blood, 
And with a mistress buried all that is 
Hoped for in love’s succession, as all beauty 
Had died with her, and left the world be- 
nighted I 

In this you more dishonor nil our sex 
Than you did grace a part; when every- 
where 

Love tempts your eye to admire a glorious 
harvest, 

Anil everywhere as full blown cars submit 
Their golden heads, the laden trees bow 
down 

Their willing fruit, and court your amorous 
tasting. 

Lord. I see men would dissect me to a 
fiber; 

But do you believe tliis? 

Ccl. It is my wonder, 

I must confess, a man of nobler earth 
Than goes to vulgar composition, 

(Born and bred high, so unconfined, so rich 
In fortunes, and so read in all that sum jm 
U p human knowledge, to feed gloriously, 
And live at court, the only sphere wherein 
True beauty moves; nature’s most wealthy 
garden, 

Where every blossom is more worth than all 
The Hesperian fruit by jealous dragon 
watched, 

here all ilclights do circle appetite, 

.yul pleasures multiply by being tasted,) 
Should bo so lost with thought of one turned 
ashes. 

riieres nothing left, my lord, that can ex- 
cuse you. ,* 

Unless you plead, what I am ashamed to 
prompt 

Your wisdom to? 


751 


THE LADY OF PLEASURE 


Lord. What’s that? 

Cel. That you have played 
The surgeon with yourself. 

Lord. And am made eunuch? 

Cel. It were much pity. 

Lord. Trouble not yourself, 

I could convince your fears with demon- 
stration 150 

That I am man enough, but knew not where, 
Until this meeting, beauty dwelt. The court 
You talked of must be where the Queen of 
Love is. 

Which moves but \Wth your person; in your 
eye 

Her glory shines, and only at that flame 
Her wanton boy doth light his quickening 
torch. 

Cel. Nay, now you compliment; I would 
it did, 

My lord, for your o^\'n sake. 

Lord. You would be kind, 

And love me then? 

Cel. My lord, I should be loving, 170 
Where I found worth to invite it, and should 
cherish 

A constant man. 

Lord. Then you should me, madam. 

Cel. But is the ice about your heart fallen 
off? 

Can you return to do what love com- 
mands? — 

Cupid, thou shalt have instant sacrifice, 

And I dare be the priest. 

Lord. Your hand, your lip; {Kisses herl 
Now I am proof 'gainst all temptation. 

Cel. Your meaning, my good lord? 

Lord. I, that have strength 
Against thy voice and beauty, after this 
May dare the charms of womankind. — Thou 
art, 

Bella Maria, unprofaned yet; 

This magic has no power upon my blood. — 
Farewell, madam ! if you durst be the ex- 
ample 

Of chaste as well as fair, you were a brave 
one. 

Cel. I hope your lordship means not this 
for earnest: 

Be pleased to grace a banquet. 

Lord. Pardon, madam.— 

Will Scentlove, follow ; I must laugh at you. 

Cel. My lord, I must beseech you stay. 

for honor. 

For her whose memory you love best. 


Lord. Your pleasure. 

Cel. And by that virtue you have now 
professed, 

I charge you to believe me too; I can 
Now glory that you have been worth my 
trial. 

Which, I beseech you, pardon. Had not you 
So valiantly recovered in this conflict. 

You had been my triumph, without hope of 
more aw 

Than my just scorn upon your wanton 
flame; 

Nor will I think these noble thoughts grew 
first 

From melancholy, for some female loss. 

As the fantastic world believes, but from 
Truth, and your love of innocence, which 
shine 

So bright in the two royal luminaries* 

At court, you cannot lose your way to 
chastity. 

Proceed, and speak of me as honor guides 
you. Exit Lord 

I am almost tired. Come, ladies, we’ll be- 
guile 

Dull time, and take the air another while. 

Exeunt 

THE FIFTH ACT, [SCENE I] 

[A Room in Sir Thomas Bomwell’s House] 

Enter Aretina and a Serv'ant 

Are. But hath Sir Thomas lost five hun- 
dred pounds 
Already? 

Serv. And five hundred more he bor- 
rowed. 

The dice are notable devourers, madam; 

They make no more of pieces than of 
pebbles. 

But thrust their heaps together, to en- 
gender. 

‘Two hundred more the caster!’* cries this 
gentleman. 

‘I am wi’ ye. — I ha' that to nothing, sir.’ 
Again; ‘Tis covered!’ and the table too, 

With sums that frightened me. Here one 
sneaks out, 70 

» Charles I and his queen, Henrietta Maria, a 
tribute well deserved. 

* Thrower. 
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And with a martyr’s patience smiles upon 
His money’s executioner, the dice; 
Commands a pipe of {rood tobacco, and 
I' th’ smoke on't vanishes. Another makes 
riie bones \ault o’er his heatl, swears that 
ill-throwing 


Has put his shoulder out of joint, calls for 
A bone-setter. That' looks to the box, to 
bid 

His master send him .< 5 ome more hundred 
pounds, 

Which lo.^t. he takes tobacco, and is quiet. 
Hero a strong arm tlirows in and in, with 
whicli 20 

He brushetli all (lie table, pays the rooks* 
'I'hat went their smelts’ a piece upon his 
hand, 


"^ct .swears he has not drawn a stake this 


seven year. 

But I was bid make liaste; my master may 
ho.se this five hundred pounds ere I come 

Exit 

Arc. If we both waste so fast, we shall 
soon find 

Our stat(’ is not immortal. Something in 
His other ways appear not well already. 


Enter Sir Thomas flhmNWKLu and Ser- 
vants, onn U'ith a parse] 


Born. Ye tortoises, why make ye no more 
haste? 

Go pay to (he mjLster of the hotise that 
money, so 

And tell the noble gamesters I have another 
Superfluous thousand pound; at night I’ll 
visit ’em. 

D'ye hear? 

•Sere. \ es. an* please you. 

Born. Do’t ye drudges. 

[Exeunt Ser\'ants] 

Ta, ra, ral — .\rc(inal 
Arc. ou have a jileasant humor, sir. 
Born. What! should a gentleman be sad? 
Arc. You have lost — 

Born. A transitory sum; as good that way 
As another. 

Are. Do you not vex within for’t? 

Born. I had rather lose a thousand more, 
than one 

* That one, 

’ FtKils, 

* Sfjikfd tli(*ir Iriflini^ snnis. 

^ If it. 


Sad thought come near my heart for’t. Vex 
for trash! 

Although it go from other men like drops 
Of their life blood, we lose with the alacrity 
W’e <lrink a cup of sack, or kiss a mistress. 
No money is considerable with a gamester; 
They have souls more spacious than kings. 
Dili two 

Gamesters divide the empire of the' world, » 
They’d make one throw for’t all. and he that 
lost 

Be no more melancholy than to have played 
for 

A morning’s draught. Vex a rich soul for 
dirt ! 

The quiet of whose every thought is worth 
A province, 

Arc. But when dice have consumed all, 
Your patience will not pawn for as much 
more. 

Born. Hang pawning! sell outright, and 
the fear’s over. 

Are. Say you so? I’ll have another coach 
to-morrow 

If there be rich above ground, « 

Born. I forgot 

To bid the fellow ask my jeweler 
Whether the chain of diamonds be made 
up; 

I will present it to my Lady Bellamour. 
Fair Celestina. 

Are. This gown I have worn 
Six days already; it looks dull, I’ll give it 
My waiting-woman, and have one of cloth 
Of goM embroidered; shoes and pantables* 
Will show well of the same. to 

Born. I have invited 

A covey of ladies, and as many gentlemen 
To-morrow, to the Italian ordinary;* 

I shall have rarities and regiUias 
To pay for, madam; music, wanton songs, 
And tunes of silken petticoats to dance to. 
Are. Ami to-morroiv have I invited half 
the court 

To dine here. What misfortune ’tis your 
company 

And our’s should bo divided I After dinner 
I entertain ’em with a play. •» 

Born. By that time 

^ our play inclines to the epilogue, shall we 
Quit our Italian host ; and whirl in coaches 

‘ SlijlIHTS. 

* Eating-tioust'. 
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To the Dutch magazine of sauce, the Still- 
yard,* 

Where deal, and backrag,’ and what strange 
wine else 

They dare but give a name to in the reckon- 
ing, 

Shall flow into our room, and drown West- 
phalias,^ 

Tongues, and anchovies, like some little 
town 

Endangered by a sluice, through whose 
fierce ebb 

We wade and wash ourselves, into a boat, «> 
And bid our coachmen drive their leather 
tenements 

By land, while we sail home, with a fresh 
tide. 

To some new rendezvous. 

Are. If you have not 

’Pointed the place, pray bring your ladies 
hither; 

I mean to have a ball to-morrow night. 

And a rich banquet for ’em, where we’ll 
dance 

Till morning rise and blush to interrupt us. 
Born. Have you no ladies i’ th’ next room, 
to advance* 

A present mirth? What a dull house you 
govern I »«> 

Farewell ! a wife’s no company. — Aretina, 

I’ve summed up my estate, and find we may 
have 

A month good yet. 

Are. What mean you? 

Bom. And I’d rather 

Be lord one month of pleasures, to the 
height 

And rapture of our senses, than be years 
Consuming what we have in foolish tem- 
perance. 

Live in the dark, and no fame wait upon us! 

I will live so, posterity shall stand 
At gaze when I am mentioned. 

Are. A month goodl 
And what shall be done then? 

Bom. I’ll over sea. 

And trail a pike. With watching, marching, 
lying 

In trenches, with enduring cold and hunger. 
And taking here and there a musket-shot, 

* Steelyard, the German merchants’ precinct. 

^ Baccaracli^ Rhine wine, 

»Ham. 

^ Arouse. 


I can earn every week four shillings, 
madam ; 

And if the bullets favor me to snatch 
Any superfluous limb, when I return, 120 
With good friends, I despair not to be en- 
rolled 

Poor knight of Windsor.* For your course, 
madam. 

No doubt you may do well; your friends are 
great : 

Or if your poverty, and their pride, cannot 
Agree, you need not trouble much invention. 
To find a trade to live by; there are cus- 
tomers. 

Farewell, be frolic, madam! If I live, 

I will feast all my senses, and not fall 
Less than a Phaeton from my throne of 
pleasure, 

Though my estate flame like the world about 

Exit 1*0 

Are. ’Tis very pretty! — 

Enter Decxjv 

Madam Decoy I 
Dec. What! melancholy, 

After so sweet a night’s work? Have not I 
Showed myself mistress of my art? 

Are. A lady. 

Dec. That title makes the credit of the 
act 

A story higher. Y’ave not seen him yet? 

I wonder what he’ll say. 

Arc. He’s here. 1*0 


Enter Kickshaw and Frederick 

Kick. Bear up, 

My little myrmidon; does not Jack Little- 
worth 
Follow? 

Fred. Follow? he fell into the Thames 
At landing. 

Kick. The devil shall dive for him. 

Ere I endanger my silk stockings for him; 
Let the watermen alone, they have drags 
and engines.* 

When he has drunk his julep, I shall laugh 
To see him come in pickled the next tide, iso 

Fred. He’ll never sink, he has such a 
cork brain. 

Kick. Let him be hanged or dro^vned, all’s 
one to me; 

» A pensioner. * Devices. 
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Yet he deserves to die by water, cannot 
Bear his wine credibly. 

Fred. Is not this my aunt? 

Kick. And another handsome lady; I 
must know her. 

[Goes up to Decoy] 
Fred. My blood is rampant too, I must 
court somebody; 

As good my aunt as any other lady. 

Arc. Whore have you been, cousin? 

Fred. At the Bridge ' iw 

At the Bear-foot,* where our first health be- 
gan 

To the fair Arctina, whose sweet company 
Was wished by all. We could not get a lay, 
A tumbler, a device, a bona robn* 

For any money; drawers were grown dull; 
We wanted our true firks,’ and our 
vagaries. — 

When were you in drink, aunt? 

Are. How? 

Fred. Do not ladies 

Play the good fellows too? There’s no 
true mirth no 

Without ’em. I have now such tickling 
fancies! 

That doctor of the chair of wit has read 
A precious lecture, how I should behave 
Myself to ladies; as now, for example. 

[Goc.s up to Lady Born well] 
Are. Would you practise upon me? 

Fred. I first salute you, 

\ ou have a soft hand, madam; are you so 
All over? 

Arc. Nephew! 

Fred. Nay. you should but smile. i» 
And then again I kiss you; and thus draw 
Off your white glove, and start, to see your 
hand 

More excellently white: I grace my own 
Lip with this touch, and turning gently 
thus. 

Prepare you for my skill in palmistry, 
Which, out of curiosity, no lady 
But easily applies* to: the first line 
I look with most ambition to find out. 

Is Venus’ girdle, a fair semicircle. 

Enclosing both the mount of Sol and 
Saturn; 

If that appear, she’s for my turn; a lady 
Whom nature has prepared for the career; 

» An intentional misplaormcnt for the Doar at 
BrnlRe-foot. 

* t’oiirtcsan. ‘Antics. ‘Yields. 


And, Cupid at my elbow, I put forward: 
You have this very line, aunt. 

Are. The boy’s frantic 1 
Fred. You have a couch or pallet; I can 
shut 

The chamber door. Enrich a stranger, when 
Your nephew’s coming into play I 
Are. No more. 

Fred. Are you so coy to your own flesh 
and blood? m 

Kick. Here, take your playfellow; I talk 
of sport. 

And she would have me marry her. 

Fred. Here’s Littleworth. 

Enter Littleworth, wet 

Why, how now, tutor? 

Little. I ha’ been fishing. 

Fred. And what have you caught? 

Little. My belly full of water. 

Kick. Ha, ha! Where’s thy rapier? 

Little. My rapier is drowned, 

And I am little better; I was held up b’ the 
heels, m 

And out came a ton of water, beside wine. 
Kick. It has made thee sober. 

Little. Would you have me drunk 
With water? 

Are. I hope your fire is quenched by 
this time. 

Fred. It is not now, as when ‘your wor- 
ship walked 

By all the taverns, Jack, dry as a bone.’ 
Kick. ^ oil had store of fish under water, 
Jack. 

Little. It has made a poor John of me.* 
Fred. I do not think but if we cast an 
angle „ 

Into his belly, we might find some pilchards.* 
Little. And boiled, by this time. — Dear 
madam, a bed. 

Kick. Cany but the water-spaniel to a 
grass-plot, 

\Miere he may roll himself; let him but 
shake 

His ears twice in the sun, and you may 
grind him 
Into a posset.* 

Fred. Come, thou shalt to my bed, 

Poor pickerel. 

* Dried and saltct! hake. 

* A sninll fish. 

* A warm spiced drink. 
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Dec. Alas, sweet gentleman 1 
Little. I have ill luck an I should smell 
by this time ; ao 

I am but new ta’en, I am sure. — Sweet 
gentlewoman! 

Dec. Your servant. 

Little. Pray do not pluck off my skin; 

It is so wet, unless you have good eyes, 
You’ll hardly know it from a shirt. 

Dec. Fear nothing. 

Exeunt [all but Kickshaw 

and Aretina] 

Are. [aside} He has sack enough, and I 
may find his humor. 

Kick. And how is't with your ladyship? 
You look 

Without a sunshine in your face, «« 

Are. You are glorious. 

In mind and habit. 

Kick. Ends of gold and silver! 

Are. Your other clothes were not so rich. 
Who was 
Your tailor, sir? 

Kick. They were made for me long since ; 
They have known but two bright days upon 
my back. 

I had a humor, madam, to lay things by; 
They will serve two days more: I think I 
have gold enough 

To go to the mercer. I’ll now allow myself 
A suit a week, as this, with necessary 
Dependences, beaver, silk stockings, garters, 

■ And roses,* in their due conformity; 

Boots are forbid a clean leg, but to ride in. 
My linen every morning comes in new, 

The old goes to great bellies. 

Are. You are charitable. 

Kick. I may dine wi’ you sometime, or 
at the court. 

To meet good company, not for the table. 

My clerk o’ th’ kitchen’s here, a witty 
epicure, 

A spirit, that, to please me with what’s rare, 
Can fly a hundred mile a day to market. 

And make me lord of fish and fowl. I shall 
Forget there is a butcher; and to make 
My footman nimble, he shall feed on noth- 
ing 

But wings of wild fowl. 

Are. These ways are costly. ^ 

Kick. Therefore I’ll have it so; I ha 
sprung a mine. 

^ Rosettes. 


m 


Are. \ou make me wonder, sir, to see 
this change 

Of fortune: your revenue was not late 
So plentiful. 

Kick. Hang dirty land, and lordships! 

I wo’ not change one lodging I ha’ got, 

For the Chamber of London. 

Are. Strange, of such a sudden, 

To rise to this estate! No fortunate hand 
At dice could lift you up so, for ’tis since 
Last night: yesterday, you were no such 
monarch. 

Kick. There be more games than dice. 

Are. It cannot be 

A mistress, though your person is worth 
love; 

None possibly are rich enough to feed 
As you have cast the method of your riots. 

A princess, after all her jewels, must 
Be forced to sell her provinces. 

Kick. Now you talk 
Of jewels, what do you think of this? 

Are. A rich one. 

Kick. You’ll honor me to wear’t; this 
other toy 

I had from you; this chain I borrowed of 
you, 

A friend had it in keeping. [Gives her the 
jewel and chain} If your ladyship 
Want any sum, you know your friend and 
Alexander. 

Are. Dare you trust my security? 

Kick. There's gold, 

I shall have more to-morrow. 

Are. You astonish me; 

Who can supply these? 

Kick. A dear friend I have. 

She promised we should meet again i’ th’ 
morning. 

Are. Not that I wish to know *» 

More of your happiness than I have already 
Heart to congratulate, — be pleased to lay * 

My wonder. 

Kick. ’Tis a secret — 

Are. Which I’ll die 
Ere I’ll betray. 

Kick. You have always wished me well; 

But you shall swear not to reveal the party. 
Are. I’ll lose the benefit of my tongue. 

Kick. Nor be 

Afraid at what I say. What think you first 
Of an old witch, a strange ill-favored hag, 

» Allay. 
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That, for my company last night, has 
wrought 

This euro upon my fortune? I do sweat 
To think upon her name. 

Are. How, sirl a witcli? 

Kick. I would not fright your ladyship 
too much 

At first, but witches are akin to spirits. 

The truth is — Nay, if you look pale already, 
I have done. 

Are. Sir, I beseech you. 

Kick. If you have 

But courage tlien to kno<v the truth, I’ll 
tell you 

In one word; my chief friend is— the devil I 
Are. What devil? how I tremblel 
Kick. Have a heart ; 

Twas a she-devil too. a most insatiate, 
Abominable devil, with a tail 
Thus long. 

Are. Goodness defend mol did you see 

’ 880 

Kick. No. 'twas i’ th' dark; but she ap- 
peared first to mo 

r th’ likeness of a beldam, and was brought, 
I know not how, nor whither, by two 
goblins. 

More hooded than n hawk. 

Are. But would you venture 
Upon a devil! 

Kick. Ay, for means. 

Arc. [a.si(ic] How black 
An impudence is this!— But are you sure 
It was the devil you enjoyed? uo 

Kick. Say nothing; 

I ilid the best to please her; but os sure 
A.S you live, twas a liell-cat. 

Are. D'ye not quake? 

Kiek. I found myself in the very room i’ 
th’ morning. 

Where two of her familiars had left me. 

Enter Servant 

Sen;. My lord is come to visit you. 

Kick. No words, 

As you respect iny safety. I ha' told tales 
Out of the devil’s school; if it be known, aw 
I lose a friend. ’Tis now about the time 
I promised her to meet again; at my 
Return I’ll tell you wonders. Not a word. 

Exit 

Are. Tis a false glass; sure I am more 
deformed: [Looks in her pocket mirror] 
What have I done? my soul is miserable. 


Enter Lord 

Lord. I sent you a letter, madam. 

Arc. You expressed 
Your noble care of me, my lord. 

[Re~]cntcr [Sir Thomas] Bornwkll [twfh] 

Celestina 

Bom. Your lordship 
Does me an honor. 

Lord. Madam, I am glad 

To see you here; I meant to have kissed 
your hand, 

Ere my return to court. 

Cel. Sir Thomas has 

Prevailed to bring me, to his trouble, hither. 
Lord. You do him grace. 

Born. Wliy, what’s the matter, madam? 
Your eyes are tuning Lachrimie.* 

Arc. As you 

Do hope for heaven, withdraw, and give me 
but ^ 

The patience of ten minutes. 

Born. Wonderful 1 

I wo’not hear you above that proportion. 
She talks of heaven Come, where must we 
to counsel? 

Arc. \ou shall conclude me when you 
please. [Exit] 

Born. I follow. 

Lord. What alteration is this? I, that so 
late 

Stood the temptation of her eye and voice, 
Boasted a heart ’bove all licentious flame, 

At second view turn renegade, and think m 
I was too superstitious, and full 

Of phlegm, not to reward her amorous court- 
ship 

With manly freedom. 

Cel. 1 obey you. sir. 

Born. I’ll wait upon your lordship 
presently, [Exit] 

Lord. She could not want a cunning to 
seem honest 

AVhen I neglected her. I am resolved. — 

1 oil still look pleasant, madam. 

Cel. I have cause, 

My lonl, the rather for your presence, which 
Hath power to charm all trouble in my 
thoughts. m 

'tiottinjr rc.'iil;’ to cry. I.acriina wai a populu 
mournful tune. 
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Lord. I must translate that compliment, 
and owe 

All that is cheerful in myself to these 
All-quick’ning smiles: and rather than such 
bright 

Eyes should repent their influence upon me, 
I would release the aspects, and quit the 
bounty 

Of all the other stars. Did you not think 
me 

A strange and melancholy gentleman, 

To use you so unkindly? 

Cel. Me, my lord? *» 

Lord. I hope you made no loud com- 
plaint; I would not 
Be tried by a jury of ladies. 

Cel. For what, my lord? 

Lord. I did not meet that noble enter- 
tainment 

You were late pleased to show me. 

Cel. I observed 

No such defect in your lordship, but a brave 
And noble fortitude. 

Lord. A noble folly; 

I bring repentance for’t. I know you have, 
Madam, a gentle faith, and wo’ not ruin *u 
What you have built to honor you. 

Cel. What’s that? 

Lord. If you can love. I’ll tell your lady- 
ship. 

Cel. I have a stubborn soul else. 

Lord. You are all 
Composed of harmony. 

Cel. What love d’ye mean? 

Lord. That which doth perfect both; 
madam, you have heard 
I can be constant, and if you consent 
To grace it so, there is a spacious dwelling 
Prepared within my heart for such a 
mistress. 

Cel. Your mistress, my good lord? 

Lord. Why, my good lady, 

Your sex doth hold it no dishonor 
To become mistress to a noble servant 
In the new ‘ court Platonic way. Consider 
Who ’tis that pleads to you; my birth, and 
present 

Value, can be no stain to your embrace; 

But these are shadows when my love ap- 
pears, 

Which shall, in his first miracle, return 
Me in my bloom of youth, and thee a 
virgin; 

» Q. new. 


VHien I, within some new Elysium, 

Of purpose made and meant for us, shall be 
In every thing Adonis, but in his 
Contempt of love; and court thee from a 
Daphne 

Hid in the cold rind of a bashful tree, 

With such warm language and delight, till 
thou 

Leap from that bays into the queen of love, 
And pay my conquest with composing 
garlands mo 

Of thy own myrtle for me. 

Cel. What’s all this? 

Lord. Consent to be my mistress, Celes- 
tina, 

And we wull have it spring-time all the year; 
Upon whose invitations, when we walk. 

The winds shall play soft descant to our 
feet. 

And breathe rich odors to re-pure the air: 
Green bowers on every side shall tempt our 
stay, 

And violets stoop to have us tread upon 
’em. 

The red rose shall grow pale, being near thy 
cheek, «6o 

And the white blush, o’ercome with such a 
forehead. 

Here laid, and measuring with ourselves 
some bank, 

A thousand birds shall from the woods re- 
pair, 

And place themselves so cunningly behind 
The leaves of every tree, that while they 

pay 

Us * tribute of their songs, thou sha’t 
imagine 

The very trees bear music, and sweet voices 
Do grow in every arbor. Here can we 
Embrace and kiss, tell tales, and kiss again. 
And none but heaven our rival. <m 

Cel. When we are 

Weary of these, what if we shift our para- 
dise, 

And through a grove of tall and even pine. 
Descend into a valley, that shall shame 
All the delights of Tempe; upon w’hose 
Green plush the Graces shall be called to 
dance. 

To please us, and maintain their fairy revels. 

To the harmonious murmurs of a stream 
That gently falls upon a rock of pearl. 

Here doth the nymph, forsaken Echo, dwell, 

> Q. At. 
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To whom we’ll tell the story of our love, »n 
Till at our surfeit and her want of joy, 

We break her heart with envy. Not far off, 
A grove shall call us to a wanton river, 

'I'o see a d> ing swan give up the ghost, 

The fishes shooting up their tears in bulDbles, 
Tliat they must lose the genius of their 
waves — 

And such love linscy woolsey, to no purpose. 
Lord. You chide me handsomely; pray 
tell me how 
5 ou like this language. 

Cd. Good iny lord, forbear. 

Lord. You need not fly out of this circle, 
madam ; 

These widows arc so full of circumstance I 
I'll undertake, in this time I ha’ courted 
Your ladyship for the toy, to ha’ broken 
ten, 

Nay, twenty colts, virgins I moan, and 
taught ’em 

The amble, or what pace I most affected. 
Cd. Y’are not, my lord, again, the lord 
I thought you ; 

And I must tell you now, you do forget 
Yourself and me. *» 

Lord. You’ll not be angr>’, madam? 

Cd. Nor rude, (though gay men have a 
privilege,) 

It shall appear: — there is a man, my lord, 
Within my acquiiintance, ricli in worldly 
fortunes, 

But cannot boast any descent of blood, 

Would buy a coat of arms. 

Lord. He may, and legs 
Booted and spurred, to ride into the countrj'. 
CvL But these will want antiquity, my 
lord. 

The seal of honor. What’s a coat cut out «o 
But yesterday, to make a man a gentleman? 
^ our family, as old a.s tlie first virtue 
That merited an escutcheon, doth owe* 

A glorious coat of arms; if you will sell 
now 

All that your name doth challenge, in that 
ensign, 

I’ll help you to a chapman, that shall pay, 
And pour down wealth enough for’t. 

Lord. Sell my arms! 

I cannot, madam, 

Cd. Give but your consent, bio 

You know not how the state may be in- 
clined 


To dispensation; w’e may prevail 
Upon the Heralds’ office afterward. 

Lord. I’ll sooner give these arms to th' 
hangman’s axe, 

My head, my heart, to twenty executions, 
Than sell one atom from my name. 

Cd. Cliange that, 

And answer him would buy my honor from 
me; 

Honor, that is not worn \ipon a flag, 

Or pennon, that, without the owner’s 
dangers, bm 

An enemy may ravish, and bear from me; 
But that which grows and withers with my 
soul, 

Beside the body’s stain: think, think, mv 
lord. 

To what you would unworthily betray me, 

If you would not, for price of gold, or 
pleasure, 

(If that be more your idol,) lose the glory 
And painted honor of your house. — I ha’ 
done. 

Lord. Enough to rectify a satyr’s blood. 
Obscure my blushes here. 

Enter [Sir Willum] Scxntlovb and Hair- 
cut [behind] 

Hair. Or this, or fight with me; mo 

It shall be no exception that I wait 
Upon my lord; I am a gentleman. 

You may be less, and be a knight : the office 
I do my lord is honest, sir. How many 
Such you have been guilty of heaven 
knows. 

Scent. ’Tis no fear of your sword, but that 
I would not 

Break the good laws established against 
duels. 

Hair. Off with your periwig, and stand 
bare. 

[Sir WiLUAM Scentu)VB 
takes ofj hU periwig] 

Lord. From this ea» 

Minute I’ll be a servant to thy goodness; 

A mistress in the wanton sense is common, 
I’ll honor you with chaste thoughts, and 
call you so. 

Cd. Ill study to be worth your fair 
opinion. 

Lord. Scent love, your head was used to a 
covering, 

Beside a hat; when wont the hair away? 


‘ Own. 
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Scent. I laid a wager, my lord, with Hair- 
cut, 

Who thinks I shall catch cold, that I’ll stand 
bare 

This half hour. 

Hair. Pardon my ambition. 

Madam, I told you truth ; I am a gentle- 
man, ^ 

And cannot fear that name is drowned in 

my 

Relation to my lord. 

Ccl. I dare not think so. 

Hair. From henceforth call my service 

duty, madam : 

That pig’s head, that betrayed me to your 
mirth, 

Is doing penance for’t. 

Scent. Why may not I, 

My lord, begin a fashion of no hair? 

Cel. Do you sweat. Sir William? 

Scent. Not with store of nightcaps. wo 


[Re-lenter Aretina and Bornwell 


Are. Heaven has dissolved the clouds that 
hung upon 

My eyes, and if you can with mercy meet 
A penitent, I throw my own will off, 

And now in all things obey yours. My 
nephew 

Send back again to the college, and mysell 
To what place you’ll confine me. 

Born. Dearer now 

Than ever to my bosom, thou shalt please 
Me best to live at thy own choice. X dm 
But fright thee with a noise of my expenses ; 
The sums are safe, and we have 

enough, , , , ^ 

If yet we use it nobly. My lord— madam. 

Pray honor us to-night, 

Are. I beg your presence, 

And pardon. 

Bom. I know not how my Aretina 
May be disposed to-morrow for the coun- 


Cel. You must not go before you 
done , 

Me honor to accept an entertainment 

Where I have power; on those terms 
your guest. 


have 


I’m 

eso 


Bom. You grace us, madam. 

Arc. [oiiWc] Already 
I feel a cure upon my soul, and promise 
My after life to virtue. Pardon, heaven. 
My shame, yet hid from the world’s eye. 

[Re-lenter Decoy lbehind'\ 

Dec. Sweet madam ! 

Are. Not for the world be seen here! we 
are lost. 

I'll visit you at home. [A.vidt ] — But not 
to practise 

What she expects: my counsel may recover 
her. [Exit Decoy 1 

[Rc-^cnlcr Kickshaw 

Kick. Where’s madam? — Pray leml me a 
little money, ««> 

My spirit has deceived me; Proserpine 
Has broke her word. 

Are. Do you expect to find 
The devil true to you 
Kick. Not too loud. 

Are. I’ll voice it 

Louder, to all the world, your horrid sin, 
Unless you promise me religiously. 

To purge your foul blood by repentance, sir. 
Kick. Then I’m undone. 

Are. Not while I have power 
To encourage you to virtue; I’ll endeavor 
To find you out some nobler way at court. 
To thrive in. 

Kick. Do’t, and I’ll forsake the devil. 
And bring my flesh to obedience. You shall 
steer me. — 

My lord, your servant. 

Lord. You are brave again. 

Kick. Madam, your pardon. 

Bom. Your offence requires 
Humility. 

Kick. Low as my heart.— Sir Thomas, 

I’ll sup with you, a part of satisfaction. 
Bom. Our pleasures cool. Music! and 
when our ladies 

Are tired with active motion, to give 
Them rest, in some new rapture to advance 
Full mirth, our souls shall leap into a 
dance. Exeunt 
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[PERSONS IN THESE SCENES 


John Lincoln 

Geohoe Betts "I o 

Rafb Betts, the Clown, 

Doll Williamson, a luxty Woman 
Caveler 'I „ 

FIMNCI3 DE BaRDE 

Williamson, a Carpenter, Doll's Husband 
SiiBRWiN, a Goldsmith 
Earl op Shrewsbury 

Scene: 


Earl of Surrey 
Sir Thomas Palmer 
Sir Roger Cholmeley 
Messenger 
The Lord Maa'or 
Sir Thomas More 
Sir John MuaNday 
Cropts 

Sheriff and Officers 
LodUod] 


[ILL MAY DAY SCENES FROM] THE BOOK OF 

SIR THOMAS MOORE 


[SCENE I] 

[A Street in the City] 

Enter at one end John Lincoln unth [the 
two Bettses] ‘ together; at the other end 
enters Francis de [Bardb and Doll], a 
lusty woman, he haling her by the arm 

Doll. Whither wilt thou hale me? 

Bard. Whither I please, thou art my prize 
and I plead purchase ’ of thee. 

Doll. Purchase of me? Away ye rascal, 
I am an honest plain carpenter's wife, and 
though I have no beauty to like ® a hus- 
band, yet whatsoever is mine scorns to stoop 
to a stranger: hand off then when I bid 
thee. 

Bard. Go with me quietly, or I'll compel 
thee. » 

Doll. Compel me, ye dog’s face? Thou 
thinkst thou hast the goldsmith’s wife in 
hand, whom thou enticedst from her hus- 
band with all his plate, and when thou 
turndst her home to him again, madst him 
(like an ass) pay for his wife’s board. 

Bard. So will I make thy husband too, if 
please me. 

Enter Caveler tvith a pair of dove3, 
Williamson, the carpenter, and 
Sherwin following him 

Doll. Here he comes himself, tell him » 
so if thou darst. 

Cave. Follow me no further, I say thou 
shalt not have them. 

Wil. I bought them in CTheapside, and 
paid my money for them. 

Sher. He did, sir, indeed, and you offer 
him wrong, both to take them from him, 
and not restore him his money neither. 

^ George, so designated, and the Clown. 

* Claim thee aa booty. 

’ Please. 



Cave. If he paid for them, let it suffice 
that I possess them ; beef and brews ' w 
may sen^e such hinds;* are pigeons meat 
for a coarse carpenter? 

Lin. It is hard when Englishmen’s 
patience must be thus jetted on* by 
strangers and they not dare to revenge their 
own wrongs. 

Geo. Lincoln, let’s beat them down, and 
bear no more of those abuses. 

Lin. We may not, Betts; be patient and 
hear more. .o 

Doll. How now, husband? What, one 
stranger take thy food from thee, and an- 
other thy wife? Bir’ Lady, flesh and blood, 
I think, can hardly brook that. 

Lin. Will this gear^ never be otherwise? 
Must these wrongs be thus endured? 

Geo. Let us step in, and help to revenge 
their injury. 

Bard. What art thou that talkest of re- 
venge? My Lord Ambassador shall once co 
more make your Mayor have a check,® if 
he punish thee not for this saucy presump- 
tion. 

Wil. Indeed my Lord Mayor, on the 
Ambassador’s complaint, sent me to New- 
gate one day, because (against my will) I 
took the wall * of a stranger. You may do 
anything, the goldsmith’s wife, and mine 
DOW, must be at your commandment. 

Geo. The more patient fools are ye « 
both to suffer it. 

Bard. Suffer it? Mend it thou or he if 
ye can or dare; I tell thee fellow, and’ she 
were the Mayor of London’s wfe, had I 
her once in my possession, I would keep her 
in spite of him that durst say nay. 

Geo. I tell thee, Lombard, these words 
should cost thy best cap, were I not curbed 


* Broths. 

3 Peasants. 

* Boldly encroached on : to jet is to strut 
< Matter* 

® Rebuff. * j # 

* This was to show a lack of deference. 

Mf. 
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by duty and obedience. The Mayor of 
London’s wife I 0 God, shall it be thus I to 
Doll. Why Betts, am not I as dear to my 
husband, as my Lord Mayor’s wife to him, 
and wilt thou so neglectly ‘ suffer thine own 
shame? Hands off, proud stranger, or, [by] 
him that bought me, if men’s milky hearts 
dare not strike a stranger, yet women will 
beat them down, ere they bear these abuses. 

Bard. Mistress, I say you shall along with 
me. 

Doll. Touch not Doll Williamson, lest » 
she lay thee along on God’s dear earth. {To 
Cav'eler) And you, sir, that allow such 
coarse cates* to carpenters, whilst pigeons, 
which they pay for, must serve your dainty 
appetite: deliver them back to my husband 
again or I’ll call so many women to mine 
a>.si.'?tance. ns* we’ll not lea\‘e one inch 
untorn of thee. If our husbands must be 
bridled by law and forced to boar your 
wrongs, their wives will be a little lawless, » 
and soundly beat ye. 

Cave. Come away, de Barde and let us go 
complain to niy Lord Ambassador. 

^ Exeunt ambo 

Doll. Ay, go, and send him among us, and 
we 11 give him his welcome too. I am 
ashamed that freeborn Englishmen, having 
beaten strangers within their own bounds 

should thus be braved and abused by them’ 
at home. 

Sher. It is not our lack of courage in 

the cause, but the strict obedience that we 

arc bound to: I am the goldsmith whose 

wrongs you talke<l of, but how to redress 

yours or mine own, is a matter beyond all 
our abilities. 

Lm Not so, not so, my good friends; I 
though a mean man. a broker* hv profes- 
amn and named John Lincoln, have long 
hme winked at these vild ’ enormities with 
mighty impa, lance, and, as these two ... 
brethren here (Bettses by name) can wit- 
ness, with loss of mine own life would gladly 
remedy them. 

telf'’"' ■?'”?, forwardness I 

tell ye, if all hit right. 

Doll As how, I pre’thee? Tell it to Doll 
Williamson. 


’ NoKlf*ctfuny. 

* Food. 

• That. 


* A tapstpr or peddler. 

! ""I't eyes to. 

• Vile. 


Lm You know the Spittle* Sermons 
begin the next week; I have drawn a [bill] 

of our wrongs, and the strangers’ inso- i» 
lencies. 

Geo. Which he means the preachers shall 
there openly publish in the pulpit. 

0, but that they would, in faith it 
would tickle our strangers thoroughly. 

E>oU. Ay, and if you men durst not 
undertake it, before God, we women [will* 

Take] an 1 onest woman from her husband 
why It IS intolerable! 

S/icr. But how find ye the preachers uo 
affected tj [our proceeding?] 

Lin. Master Doctor Standish' 

[rejform it and doubts not but happy 
success wil ensu ... our wrongs. You shall 
perceive there’s no hurt in the bill; here’s 
a copy of it, I pray ye, hear it. 

AH. With all our hearts, for God’s sake 
read it. 

Lin. {reads) To you all the worshipful 
lords and masters of this City, that will take 
compassion over the poor people your 
neighbors, and also of the great importable * 
hurts, losses and hinderances, wherof pro- 
ceedeth extreme poverty to all the King’s 
subject, that inhabit within this City and 
suburbs of the same. For so it is that 
aliens and strangers eat the bread from the 
fatherless children, and take the living «o 
from all the artificers, and the intercouree* 
from nil merchants whereby poverty is so 
much increased, that every man bewaileth 
the misery of other, for craftsmen be 
brought to boggar>', and merchants to 
neediness. Wherefor, the premises con- 
sidered, the redress must be of the commons, 
knit and united to one part. And as the 
hurt and damage grieveth all men, so must 
all men see to their willing power for i« 
romec y, and not suffer* the said aliens in 
cir wealth, and the natural bom men of 
this region to come to confusion. 

Doll. Before God. ’tis excellent, and I’ll 
maintain the suit to be honest. 

SAor. Well, sny >tis read, what ia your 
further meaning in the matter? 


‘ Hospital. 

In preference 


The MS. IS 

* Intolcmi»le. 

* Trade. 

* Endure. 


wanting here. 


to Dyce’i trould 
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Geo. What? Marry,' list to me. No 
doubt but this will store us with friends 
enow, whose names we will closely * keep ito 
in writing, and on May day next in the 
morning well go forth a-Maying, but make 
it the worst May day for the strangers that 
ever they saw. How say ye? Do ye sub- 
scribe, or are ye fainthearted revolters? 

Doll. Hold thee, George Bettes, there’s 
my hand and my heart, by the Lord I’ll 
make a captain among ye, and do somewhat 
to be talked of for ever after. 

Will. My masters, ere we part, let’s iw 
friendly go and drink together, and swear 
true secrecy upon our lives. 

Geo. There spake an angel, come, let us 
along then. Exeunt ’ 

[SCENE III] 

[The Council Chamber] 

Enter the Earls of Shrewsbury and 
Surrey, Sir Thomas Palmer and Sir 
Roger Cholmeley 

Shrew. My Lord of Surrey, and Sir 
Thomas Palmer, 

Might I with patience tempt your grave 
advice? 

I tell ye true, that in these dangerous 

times, ^ 

I do not like this frowning vulgar brow. 
My searching eye® did never entertain, 

A more distracted countenance of grief 

Than I have late obsen'ed 

In the displeased commons of the city. 

Sur. Tis strange, that from his princely 

clemency, 

So well a-tempered mercy and a grace. 

To all the aliens in this fruitful land, 

That this high-crested insolence should 

spring, , . . 

From them that breathe from his majestic 

bounty, ^ ^ 

That fattened with the traffic of our 

country, 

Already leap into his subjects face. 

Pal. Yet Sherwinf’s] hindered to com- 
mence his suit 


concerned with HI 


^ Mary, an attenuated oath. 

* Secretly. . 

» Scene II is omitted as not 

May Day. , , ^ 

* Frown on common ® j never see, etc. 

' My eye looking for such things, did never » 


Against de Barde, by the Ambassador 
By supplication made unto the king. 

Who, having first enticed away his vvife, » 
And got his plate, near worth four hundred 
pound, 

To grieve some wronged citizens, that found 
This vile disgrace oft cast into their teeth: 
Of late sues Shenvin, and arrested him 
For money for the boarding of his wife. 

Sur. The more knave Barde, that using 
Shenvin’s goods, 

Doth ask him interest for the occupation: 

I like not that, my Lord of Shrewsbury. 
He’s ill bested,' that lends a well paced 
horse, 

Unto a man that will not find him meat. » 

Choi. My Lord of Surrey will be pleasant 
still.' 

Pal. I being then employed by your 
honors 

To stay the broil that fell about the same. 
Where by persuasion I enforced the wrongs, 
And urged the grief of the displeased City: 
He answered me and with a solemn oath 
That if he had the Mayor of London’s wife. 
He would keep her in despite of any English. 

Sur. Tis good. Sir Thomas, then for you 
and me, 

Your wife is dead, and I a bachelor. « 
If no man can possess his wife alone, 

I am glad. Sir Thomas Palmer, I have none. 

Choi. If a ’ take my wife, a shall find her 
meat. 

Sur. And reason good, Sir Roger Cholme- 
ley, too. 

If these hot Frenchmen needsly® will have 
sport. 

They should in kindness yet defray the 
charge. 

Tis hard when men possess our wives in 
quiet: 

And yet leave us in to discharge their diet. 

Shrew. My Lord, our cators’ shall not use 
the market 

For our provision, but some stranger now » 
Will take the victuals from him he hath 
bought. 

A carpenter, as I was late informed, 

Who, having bought a pair of doves in 

Cheap.® 


1 Little advantaged 
> Will always be jocular. 

• He. 

* Necessarily. 


• Caterers. 

• The Market, 
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Immediately a Frenchman took them from 
him, 

And beat the poor man for resisting him 

And when the fellow did complain his 
wrongs: 

He was severely punished for his labor. 

Sur. But if the English blood be once but 
up, 

As I perceive their hearts already full 

I fear me ^ much, before their spleens be 
cooled. 

Some of these saucy aliens for their pridl 

"ill pay for it soundly; wheresoe’er it 
lights. 

This tide of rage, that with the eddy strives, 

1 much will drown too many lives! 

Ckol Now afore God, your honors, 
pardon mo. 

Men of your place and greatness, are to 
blame, 

I tell ye true, my Lords, in that his 
majesty 

Is not informed of this base abu^e 

An.l daily wrongs are ofTored to his subjects • 

For if he were. I know his gracious wisdom. 

Would soon redress it. 


He, backed with other grave and sober 
men. 

May by his gentle and persuasive speech 

Ferhaps prevail more than we can with 
power. 

Shrew. Believe me, but your honor well 
advises. 

Let us make haste, or I do greatly fear 
borne to their graves this morning’s work 

Exeunt 

[SCENE IV] 

[A Street in Saint Martin's-le-Grand] 

EnUr Lincoln, [Mr] Bettses, Williamson! 
SumwiN and other armed, Doll m a 
shirt of mail, a head piece, sword and 
buckler, a crew' attending 


Enter a Me.ssengcr 

Shrew, Sirrah, what news? 

Choi. None good, I fear. 

Mess. ^ly Lord, ill news, and worse I 
fear will follow. 

If speedily it be not looked unto. 

llie city 1 .S m an uproar and the mayor 

Is threatened, if lie come out of his house. 
A number poor artitifeors] * 

This fo lows on the doctor’s publishing. « 
the bill of wrongs m public at the Spittle 
Shrew. 1 hat Doctor Beale may chance 
beshrewMiimself 
For reading of the bill. 

Pal. I.et us go gatlicr forces fo the mayor, 
lor quick suppre.ssing thi.s rebellious route ^ 

^ bethink myself of Master 

One of the sherinfs. a wise and learned 
gentleman, 

And in especial favor with the people. 


’ I am miirh afraid. 
A broiik ill tin- AIS. 


* Curse. 

* U;U.hlc, 


Oo/l. Peace there, I say, hear Captain 
Lincoln speak, 

Keep silence, till we know his mind at large. 

All. Agreed, agreed, speak, then, brave 
Laptam Lincoln, 

Lin. Come, gallant bloods, you whose free 
souls do scorn 

To bear the enforced wrongs of aliens, 

Add rage to resolution, fire the houses 

U 1 these audacious strangers. This is Saint 
Martin s 

And yonder dwells Mutas, a wealthy Picard, 
At the Green Gate, 

de Bard. Peter van Hollock, Adrian MarUn. 
" ith many more outlandish * fugitives. u 
bhall these enjoy more privilege than we 

In our own country? Let’s then become 
tneir slaves, 

We’M 

We be ourselves rough ministem at law. 
A/f Firc the houses I fire the houses I 
Voll. Ay, for we may as well make bon- 
fires on May Day as at midsummer. We’ll 
alter (he day m (he calender, and set it 
down in flaming letters.* » 

5/irr. Stay, that would much endanger the 

n hole city, whereto I would not the least 
prejudice. 

1 ^ neither, so may mine own 

house be burned for company; I’ll tell ve 
what, we ’II drag the strangers out into More- 
* Mob. 

’ Foreijfn. 

caIemSare.‘‘“'‘"'* ^ used in 
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fields and there bombast* them till they 

stink again. 

Geo. Let some of us enter the strangers’ 
houses, 

And if we find them there, then bring them 
forth. 30 

Exieunt] some and Sher[win] 

Doll. If ye bring them forth before ye 

find them, I’ll never allow of that. 

Will. Now, lads, how shall we labor in 
our safety? 

I hear the maj'or hath gathered men in 
arms, 

And that Sheriff More an hour ago received 

Some of the privy council in at Ludgate. 

Force now must make our peace or else we 
fall. 

’Twill soon be known we are the principal. 

Doll. And what of that? if thou beest 
afraid, husband, 

Go home again and hide thy head, for by 
the Lord 

I’ll have a little sport now I am at it. 

Geo. Let’s stand upon our guards, and if 
they come, 

Receive them as they were our enemies. 

En[ter'\ Sher[win] and the rest 

Lin. How now? Have ye found any? 

Sher. Not one: th’are fled. 

Lin. Then fire the houses, that the mayor 
being busy, 

About the quenching of them, we may 
scape. 

Bum down their kennels; let us sftraightj 
away, 

Lest that this day prove to us all an ill 
May day. Exeunt 


[SCENE V] 

[The Guildhall] 

Enter at one door Sir Thomas More and 
Lord Mayor; at another door Sir John 

Munday, hurt 

Mayor. What, Sir John Munday, are you 

hurt? , 

Sir John. A little knock, my lord, there 

was, even now, 

A sort* of prentices playing at cudgels; 

• Beat. * Gone , group. 


I did command them to their masters’ 
houses, 

But one of them, backed by the other crew. 
Wounded me in the forehead with his 
cudgel. 

And now I fear me they are gone to join 
With Lincoln, Sherwin and their dangerous 
train.* 

More. The captains of this insurrection 
Have ta’en themselves to armes, and came 
but now 10 

To both the counters* where they ha\e 
released 

Sundry indebted prisoners,* and from thence 
I hear that they are gone into Saint Martin’s 
Where they intend to offer violence 
To the amazed * Lombards. Therefore, my 
lord, 

If we expect the safety of the city, 

’Tis time that force or parley do encounter 
With these displeased men. 


Enter a Messenger 

Mayor. How now, what news? 

Mess. My lord, the rebells have broke 
open Newgate 20 

From whence they have delivered many 
prisoners, 

Both felons and notorious murderers. 

That desperately cleave to their lawless 
train.** 

Mayor. Up with the draw bridge, gather 
some forces 

To Cornhill and Cheapside. And, gentle- 
men. 

If diligence be used on every side, 

A quiet ebb will follow this rough tide. 

Enter Shrewsbury, Surrey, P.\lmer, 

Cholmeley 


Shrew. Lord Mayor, his majesty receiving 
notice 

Of this most dangerous insurrection. 

Hath sent my Lord of Surrey and myself, » 
Sir Thomas Palmer and our followers. 

To add unto [yjour forces our best means 
For pacifying of this mutiny. 

In God’s name then, set on with happy 

speed, 


i Followers. 
« Prisons. 

» Debtors. 


^ Surprised. 
» Followers. 
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The King laments if one tnie subject bleed. 
Sur. I hear they mean to fire the Lom- 
bard’s houses; 

0 pouer, what art thou in a madman's eyes! 
Thou rnak'st the plodding idiot bloody wise. 
Moore. My lords, I doubt not but wc 
shall appease 

^ith a calm breath this flux of discontent. <o 

Pal. To call thorn to a parley cpiestionless 

May fall out good; 'tic wx’ll said, Master 
More. 

More. Let’s to these simple men; for 
many sweat 

Under this act, that knows not the law’s 
debt 

Which hangs upon their lives; for silly men 
Plod on they know not how, like a fool’s 
pen, 

That, ending, shows not any sentence writ, 

Linked but to common reason or slightest 
wit ; 

These follow for no harm, but yet incur 
Self-penalty * with those that raised this 

name, one to calm our private foes 
nith breath of gravity, not dangerous 

Exeunt 

[SCENE VI] 

[The Gale of Saint Marlin’s-le-Grand] 

Enter LiiN'colx, Doll, Clown, George 
BETT a, Wi!jj.\MsoN, Others and a 
Sergeant at Arms 

Lin. Peace, hear me. Ho that will not 
see a red herring at a harry groat.“ butter at 
eleven pence a pound, meal at nine shillings 
a bushell and beef at four nobles’ a stone 
list to me. 

Geo. It will come to that pass, if 
strangers be suffered, mark him. 

Lin. Our country is a great eating coun- 
try, argo they oat more in our country than 
they do in their own. ‘ „ 

C/o. By a half-penny loaf* a dav. troy 

weight. 

Lin. They bring in strange roots," which 

' Ti e self sjinio penalty. 

JA jrroat coimMl in Henry MlVs reiim 

* A coin worth 6 s. 8 d. 

Ergo, therefore. 

* MS. loot. 

" I't rliaps the potato. 


is meerly ' to tlie undoing of poor appren- 
tices; for what’s a sorry parsnip to a good 
heart? 

Wt//. Trash, trash; they breed sore eyes, 

and ’tis enough to infect the city with the 
palsy. 

Lin. Nay, it has infected it mth the m 
palsy; for these bastards of dung, as you 
know they grow in dung, have infected us, 
and it is our infection will make the city 

shake, which partly comes through the eat- 
ing of parsnips. 

C/o. True; and pumpions together.’ 

Ser. What say you to tlie mercy of the 
king? Do you refuse it? 

Lin. \ou would have us upon th’ hip,* 
would you? No. many, do we not; we » 
accept of the king’s mercy, but we will show 
no mercy upon the strangei-s. 

Ser. You are the simplest things that ever 
stood in such a question. 

Lin. How say ye now, prentices? Pren- 
tices simple 1 Down with him I 
All. Prentices simple I Prentices simple I 

Enter the Lord Mayor, Surrey, Shrcws- 
iiuRY, [Palmer, Cholmeley. More] 

Mayor. Hold! in the king’s name, hold I 
SuT. Friends, masters, countr>'menl— 
Mayor. Peace! Hoi Peace! I charge » 
you, keep the peace I 

Shrew. My masters, countrymen! — 

ill. The noble earl of Shrewsbury, let’s 
hear him. 

Geo. We'll hear the earl of Surrey. 

Lin. The earl of Shrewsbur>' I 
Geo. We’ll hear both. 

All. Both I bothl both! both! 

Lm. Peace! I say peace! Are you men 
of wisdom, or what are you! » 

Sur. What will you have them, but not 
men of wisdom. 

All. We’ll not hear my lord of Surrey; 

no, no, no, no, no 1 Shrewsbuiy I Shrews- 
bury' I 

More, Whiles they are o’er the bank of 

their obedience, thus will they bear down 
all things. 

Lin. Shroove " More speaks; shall we hear 
bhreeve More speak? « 

' Wholly. 

’ Pumpkins also. 

; ‘yrrehant of Vemce, I. 8. 
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Doll. Let’s hear him; a keeps a plentiful 
shrievaltry, and a made my brother, Arthur 
Watchins, Serjeant Safe’s yeoman. Let’s 
hear Shreeve More. 

All. Shreeve Morel More! Morel Shreeve 
Morel 

More. Even by the rule you have among 
yourselves, 

Command still audience. 

All. Surrey I Surrey 1 

All. Morel Morel ” 

Peace, peace, silence, peace 1 

More. You that have voice and credit 
with the number. 

Command them to a stillness. 

Lin. A plague on them, they will not hold 
their peace; the devil can not rule them. 
Afor. Then what a rough and riotous 
charge have you, 

To lead those that the devil can not rule I 
Good masters, hear me speak. 

Doll. Ay, by th’ mass, w'ill we, More. 
Th’art a good housekeeper, and I thank w 
thy good worship for my brother, Arthur 
Watchins. 

All. Peace! peace 1 

More. Look, what you do offend, you cry 
upon, 

That is the peace; not [one] of you here 
present 

Had there such fellows lived when you were 
babes. 

That could have topped ‘ the peace, as now 
you would. 

The peace, wherein you have till now grown 

Had been ta’en from you, and the bloody 
times 

Could not have brought you to the state of 
men. ^ 

Alas, poor things, what is it you have got. 
Although we grant you get the thing you 
seek? 

Geo. Marry, the removing of the 
strangers, which can not choose but much 
advantage the poor handicrafts of the city. 
More. Grant them removed and grant 
that this your noise 

Hath chid down all the majesty of England, 
Imagine that you see the wretched strangers. 
Their babies at their backs, with their poor 
luggage, 

* Perhaps toppled, overthrown. 


Plodding to th’ ports and coasts for trans- 
portation, 100 

And that you sit as kings in your desires. 
Authority quite silent by your brawl, 

And you in ruff of your opinion clothed; 
What had you got? I’ll tell you; you had 
taught 

How insolence and strong hand should pre- 
vail. 

How order should be quelled; and by this 
pattern 

Not one of you should live an aged man. 
For other ruffians, as their fancies wrought. 
With self-same hand,* self reasons, and self 
right,* 

Would shark on you, and men like ravenous 
fishes 

Would feed on one another. 

Doll. Before God, that’s as true as the 
gospel. 

Lin. Nay, this [is] a sound fellow, I tell 
you; let’s mark him. 

More. Let me set up before your thoughts, 
good friends, 

One supposition, which if you will mark, 
You shall perceive how horrible a shape 
Your innovation bears; first, ’tis a sin 
Which oft th’ apostle did forewarn us of, 
Urging obedience to authority; 

And ’twere no error if I told you all, 

You were in arms 'gainst God. 

All. Marry, God forbid that ! 

More. Nay, certainly you are; 

For to the king God hath his oflBce lent 
Of dread, of justice, power and command, 
Hath bid him rule and willed you to obey; 
And to add ampler majesty to this. 

He hath not only lent the king his figure, 
His throne and sword, but given him his 


own name 

Calls him a god on earth. What do you, 

Rising^’gainst him that God himself enstalls, 
But rise 'gainst God? what do you to your 
souls. 

In doing this? 0, desperate as you are 
Wash your foul minds with tears, and those 

same hands, , 

That you like rebels, lift against the peace, 
Lift up for peace, and your unreverent knees 
Make them your feet to kneel to be for- 
given. 


With the same violence. . 

Similar reasons and assumed nghta. 


772 


ILL MAY DAY SCENES 


I. Vi. 


Tell me but this; what rebel captain, 

As mutinies are incident.^ by his name 
Can still the rout? who will obey a traitor? 
Or how can well that proclamation sound i« 
When there is no addition * but, a rebel 
To qualify a rebel? You’ll put down 
strangers, 

Kill them, cut their throats, possess their 
houses, 

And lead the majesty of law in liom,’ 

To slip him like a hound. Say now the 
king, 

As he is clement, if th’ offender mourn. 
Should so much come too short of your 
great trespass 

As but to banish you, whither would you 
go? 

What countiy by the nature of your error .« 
bhould give you harbor? Go you to France 
or Flanders, 

To any German province, to Spain or Por- 
tigall, 

Nay any where that not adlieres to Ene- 
land,— ^ 

Why, you must needs be strangers; would 
you be pleased 

To find a nation of such barbarous temper, 

1 hat, breaking out in hideous violence 

Would not afford you an abode on earth. 

Whet their detested knives against your 
throats, 

Spurn you like dogs, and like as if that God 

Owed not nor made not you, nor that the 
elements 

Were not all appropriate to your comforts? 

But chartered unto them, what would you 
think 

To be thus used? This is the strangem' 

And this your momtanisli'' inhumanity. 

All. Faith, a says tme. Let’s do as we 
may be done by. 

Lm. We’ll be ruled by you. Master More 
pardon 

More. Submit you to these noble gentle- 

Entreat their mediation to the king 
Give up yourself to form, obey tim magis- 

VrutC* 


’ IJoblr to occur. 

^ * Leash. 




morthi, 


or 


And there s no doubt but mercy may be 
found, 

If you so seek it. 

All. We yield, and desire hia highness’ 
mercy. 

They lay by their rveapons 
More. No doubt his majesty will grant it 
you; 

But you must yield to go to several prisons. 

lill that his highness’ will be further known 

All. Most willingly, whither you will have 
us. 

Shrew. Lord Mayor, let them be sent to 
several prisons, 

And there, in any case, be well entreated.* isi 

My Lord of Surrey, please you to take 
horse, 

And ride to Cheapside, where the aldermen 
Are with their several companies in arms. 
Will them to go unto their several wards, 
Both for the stay of further mutiny, 

And for the apprehending of such pereons 
As shall contend. 

5ur. I go, my noble Lord. Exit Surmy 
Shrew. We’ll straight go tell his highness 
these good news. 

Withal, Shreeve* More, I’ll tell him how 
your breath ^ 

Hath ransomed many a subject from sad 
death. 

Exeunt Shrewsbury and Cholmelet 
Mayor. Lincoln and Sherwin, you shall 
both to Newgate, 

The rest unto the Coxmters.’ 

Go, guard them hence, a little breath 
well spent, 

Cheats expectation in his fair’st event. 

Doll. Well. Slionff More, thou hast done 

could do with their weapons: give me thy 

liand, keep tliy promise now for the king’s 

pardon, or by the Lord, I’ll call thee a 
plain cony-catcher.* 

Lin. Farewell, Shreeve More; and as we 
yield by thee. 

So make our peace, then thou dealst hon- 
est ly. 

Clo Ay and save us from the gallows, 
cLe a“ deals double.* 

.Treated 

* Sluirper. • ,, 

• iirxg's reading, in Shakrspfarr's Hand. 
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Mayor. Master Shreeve More, you have 


preserved the City 

From a most dangerous fierce commotion. 
For if this limb of riot, here in Saint Mar- 
tin’s, 

Had joined with other branches of the city 
That did begin to kindle, 'twould have bred 
Great rage, that rage, much murder would 
have fed. no 

More. My Lord, and brethren, what I 
here have spoke, 

My country’s love, and next, the city’s care, 
Enjoined me to, which since it thus pre- 
vails/ 

Think, God hath made weak More his in- 
strument. 

To thwart sedition’s violent intent. 

I think ’twere best, my Lord, some two 
hours hence, 

We meet at the Guildhall, and there deter- 
mine, 

That thorough every ward the watch be 
clad 

In armor, but especially provide 

That at the city gates, selected men, *» 

Substantial citizens, do ward tonight, 

For fear of further mischief. 

Mayor. It shall be so. 

Enter Shrewsbury 

But yond me thinks my Lord of Shrews- 
bury. 

Shrew. My Lord, his majesty sends loving 
thanks, 

To you, your brethren, and his faithful sub- 
jects, 

Your careful citizens. But Master More, to 
you 

A rougher, yet as kind a salutation: 

Your name is yet too short; nay, you must 
kneel, 

A knight’s creation is this knightly steel. =» 
Rise up Sir Thomas More. 

More. I thank his highness for thus hon- 
oring me. 

Shrew. This is but first taste of his 
princely favor; 

For it hath pleased his high majesty 
(Noting your wisdom and deserving merit) 
To put this staff of honor in your hand, 

For he hath chose you of his Privy Council. 


More. My Lord, for to deny ^ my Sov- 
ereign’s bounty, 

Were to drop precious stones into the heaps 
Whence first they came; 2*0 

To urge my imperfections in excuse, 

Were all as stale as custom. No my Lord, 
My sen-ice is my king’s, good reason why: 
Since life and death hangs on our sovereign’s 
eye. 

Mayor. His majesty hath honored much 
the city 

In this his princely choice. 

More. My Lord and brethren, 

Though I depart for . my love shall rest 

• 

I now must sleep in court, sound sleeps for- 
bear, 250 

The chamberlain to state is public care. 

Yet, in this rising of my private blood, 

My studious thoughts shall tend the City’s 
good. 

Enter Crofts 

Shrew. How, now, Oofts? What news? 
Crofts. My Lord, his highness send ex- 
press command, 

That a record be entered of this riot. 

And that the chief and capital offenders 
Be thereon straight arraigned, for himself 
intends 

To sit in person on the rest tomorrow 
At Westminster. m> 

Shrew. Lord Mayor, you hear your 
charge. 

Come, good Sir Thomas More, to court let’s 
hie 

You are th’ appeaser of this mutiny. 

More. My Lord, farewell, new days be- 
gets new- tides. 

Life whirls ’bout fate, then to a grave it 
slides. Exeunt severally 

[SCENE VII] 

[Cheapsidel 

Enter Master Sheriff, and meet a Mes- 
senger 

Sher. Messenger, w-hat news? 

Mess. Is e.xecution yet performed? 

Sher. Not yet; the carts stand ready at 
the stairs, 


* Avails. 


» Reject. 
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And they sliall presently away to Tyburn. 
Mess. Stay, MjL^fer Siircevo, it is the 
C’ouncil’s pleasure. 

For niore twarnple in so bad a case, 
fribbet be erected in Cheapsidc, 

Hard by the Standard; ‘ whither you must 
brinp: 

Lincoln and those that were the chief with 
him, 

To suffer death, and that immediately. 

Enter Officers 

Shcr. It shall be done. sir. {Exit Messen- 
ger) Officers, be sixt'dy. 
fall for a gibbet, .see it be erected. 

Ofliers. make iiaste to Newgate, bill tiiem 
bring 

I he pri.'oner.s hither, for they here must die. 
Away, I say, and see no time be slacked. 

OfJ. W(‘ go. sir. 

'S/or. 1 hat 8 well said, fellows, now you 
do your duty. 

Ex[cunt] some severally ; 
others set up the gibbet 
(.od for his pity help these troublous times 1 
ihe streets stopped up with gazing multi- 
tudes. 

Command our armed officers with halberds 
Mak(‘ way for entrance of the prisoners. « 
Let iiroclaiimtion once again be made 
That every liouseholder. on pain of death. 
Keep in his prentices, and every man 
Stand with a weapon ready at his door, 

A.s he will answer to tlie contrary. 

Of), ril see it done, sir. Exit 

Enter another Officer 

Shcr. Bi'ing them away to execution, 

Th(.‘ writ is come above two hours since 

1 he city will be fined for this neglect. ’ » 

OfJ There’s such a press and multitude at 
Newgate, 

j hey cannot bring the carts unto the stairs, 
lo take the prisoners in. 

Sher. Then let them come on foot ■ 

We may not dally time with great’ com- 
mand, 

OfJ. Some of the bench, sir, think it ver\' 
fit 

That stay be made, and give it out abroad 


The execution is deferred till morning; 

And when the streets shall be a ’little 
cleared. 

To chain them up,' and suddenly dispatch 

Shcr. Stay, in mean time me thinks they 
come along. 

The Prisoners are brought in, well guarded 

Sec, they are coming, so, 'tis very well. 
Bring Lincoln there the first unto the tree. 
Clo. Ay. for I cry lug, sir. 

Lin. I knew the first, sir, did belong to 
me. 

This the old proverb now complete doth 
make, 

That Lincoln should be hanged for London’s 
sake, 

A God’s name let’s to work. (He goes up) 
Fellow, dispatch; 

I was the foremost man in this rebellion, 
And I the foremost that must die for it, ’ w 
Doll. Bravely. John Lincoln, let thy 
death express, 

That, ns thou liv’dst a man, thou diedst no 
less, 

Lin. Doll Williamson, thine eyes shall 
witness it. 

Then to all you that come to view mine 
end, 

I must confess, I had no ill intent, 

But against such as wronged us over much. 
And now I can perceive, it was not fit, 

That private men should carve out their 
redress 

Inch way thej' list, no, learn it now by 
me: 

Obedience is the best in each degree.’ «> 
And asking mercy meekly of my king 
I patiently submit me to the law. 

But God forgive them that were cause of iti 
And, as a Christian, truly from my heart 

1 likewise crave tlicy would forgive me too. 

♦ 

That others by example of the same 
Henceforth bo warned to attempt the like 
Gainst any alien that repaireth hither. 

Faro ye well all ; the next time that we meet 
1 trust in heaven we shall each other greet, n 

p. _ fic leaps off 

Doll. Farewell, John Lincoln, say all what 
they can, 

• the streets. » Station in life. 
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Thou liv’dst a good fellow, and diedst an 
honest man. 

Clo. Would I were so far on my journey; 
the first stretch is the worst, me thinks. 

Sher. Bring Williamson there forward, 

Doll. Good Master Shreeve, I have an 
earnest suit. 

And as you are a man, deny ’t me not. 

Sher. Woman, what is it? Be it in my 
power, 

Thou shall obtain it. “ 

Doll. Let me die next, sir; that is all I 
crave. 

You know not what a comfort you shall 
bring 

To my poor heart to die before my Iiusband. 

Sher. Bring her to death; she shall have 
her desire. 

Clo. Sir, and I have a suit to you too. 

[Sher.^ What is it? 

[C/o.] That as you have hanged Lincoln 
first and will hang her next, so you will not 
hang me at all. 

[Sher.1 Nay, you set ope the Counter » 
gates and you must hang [for] the folly. 

[Clo] Well, then, so much for it! 

Doll. Sir, your free bounty much contents 
my mind, 

Commend me to that good Shreeve Master 
More, 

And tell him had ’t not been for his per- 
suasion, 

John Lincoln had not hung here as he does. 
We would first have [been] locked up in 
Leadenhall, 

And there been burnt to ashes with the roof. 

Sher. Woman, what Master More did, was 
a subject’s duty, 

And hath so pleased our gracious lord the 
king, 

That he is hence removed to higher place. 
And made of Council to his majesty. 

Doll. Well is he worthy of it, by my 
troth, 

An honest, wise, well spoken gentleman. 

Yet would I praise his honesty much more, 
If he had kept his word, and saved our 
lives; 

But let that pass, men are but men, and so 
Words are but words, and pays not what 
men owe. 

Now, husband, since perhaps the world may 
say 


That through my means thou comcst thus 
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Here I begin this cup of death to thee. 
Because thou shalt be sure to taste no worse 
Than I have taken, that must go before 
thee. 

What though I be a woman? that’s no 
matter; 

I do owe God a death, and I must pay him. 
Husband, give me thy hand; be not dis- 
mayed; 

This char being charred,^ then all our debt 
is paid. 

Only two little babes we leave behind us. 
.■\nd all I can bequeath them at this time 
Is but the lo\ e of some good lionest friend u-o 
To bring them up in charitable sort. 

What masters! he goes upiight that ne\’er 
halts. 

And they maj' live to mend their parents’ 
faults. 

Will. Why, well said, wife, i’ faith thou 
cheerst my heart. 

Give my thy hand; let’s kiss, and so let’s 
part. 

He kisacs her on the ladder 

Doll. The next kiss, Williamson, shall be 
in hca\en. 

Now cheerily lad! George Betts, a hand 
with thee; 

And thine too, Rafe; and thine, good honest 
Sherwin. 

Now let me tell the women of this town, 

No stranger yet brought Doll to lying down. 
So long as I an Engli.diman can see, lai 

Nor French nor Dutch shall get a kiss of 
me. 

And when that I am dead, for me yet say, 

I died in scorn to be a stranger’s prey. 

A great shout and noise [udthin] 
Pardon! pardon! pardon! pardon! 

Room for the Ea[r]l of Surrey! room 
there! room! 

Enter Surrey 

Sxir. Save the man’s life, if it be possible. 

Sher. It is too late my lord, he’s dead 
already. 

Sur. 1 tell ye. Master Sheriff, you are too 
forward, 

To make such haste with men unto their 
death ; ’ 

1 This work being done. 
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r think yonr puins will merit little thanks, 

Since that his highness is so merciful 

As not to spill the blood of any subject. 
kshcr. My noble Lord, would we so much 
liad known, 

The Council's warrant hastened our dis- 
patch ; 

It had not else *^000 done so suddenly. 

Sur. Sir Thomas More humbly upon his 
knee, 

Did beg the lives of all. since on his word 

They -did .so gently yield. The king hath 
granted it. 

And made iiiin Lord High Chancellor of 
England. ,5,, 

According as he wortliily deserves. 

Since Lincoln’s life cannot be had again, 

Then for the rest, from my dread sov- 
ereign’s lips, 

I here pronounce free pardon for them all. 

All. {flinging up cn/xs) God save the king! 
God save the kingl 

My good Lord aiunccllor and the Earl of 
Surrey ! 

Do//. And Doll desires it from her very 
heart, 

More’s name may live for this right noble 
part. 

And whensoe’er we lalk of ill May day 

Praise More /whose] 


Sur. In hope his highness’ clemency and 
mercy, 

Which in the arms of mild and meek com- 
passion 

Would rather clip* you. as the loving nuree 
Oft doth the wayward infant, then to leave 
you 

To the sharp rod of justice so to draw you 
To shun such lewd* assemblies as beget 
Unlawful riots and such traitorous acts, 
That, striking with the hand of private hate, 
Maim your dear country with a public 
wound. 

O God, tiiat Mercy, whose majestic brow, m 
Should be unwrinkled, and that awful Jus- 
tice, 

\\hich looketh through a veil of sufiferance 
Upon the frailty of the multitude, 

Should with the clamors of outrageous 
wrongs, 

Be stirred and wakened thus to punishmentl 
But your desened death he doth forgive; 
Who gives you life, pray all he long may 
live. 

All. God save the kingl God save the 
king! 

My good Lord Chancellor and the Earl of 

Exeunt 

* Embrace. 

* Base. 
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The Return from Pamasaus Part II is the third and last of a trilogy of plays, written 
evidently bv a collegian or by collegians and acted, perhaps more than once, at St. 
John’s College, Cambridge, speaking now of all three plays, between 1598 and 1601 
or 1602. The first part. The Pilgrimage to Parnaasus, tells of the “travails” of two 
students through the curriculum of the University of their day; the other two parts 
satirically describe the vicissitudes of scholarship. All three plays are witty and wel 
written, and of abiding interest as representative of the very considerable body of 
dramas tragic, comic and especially satirical with which the Elizabethan university 
man amused himself when the London stage was ringing with le successes o a e 
speare, Jonson and Fletcher. The authorship of this play remains unknown, despite 
some clever guessing on the part of scholars. The play of o ex a one i^me o 
the press, the other two parts remaining in manuscript to be 
treasures of the Bodleian Librar>' at Oxford by its Librarian. W D. 

published the three plays together in 1886. The ° f^fho^oirirto of 1606 not 
The Second Part of The Return from Parnassus, is that of the 

tvithout profit of the work of Macray and the later edition, , 
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THE RETURN FROM PARNASSUS 


THE PROLOGUE 
Boy, Stagej-keeper, Momus, Defensor 

Boy. Spectators, we will act a comedy — 

(non plus) 

Stage-K. A pox on’t, this book hath it not 
in it, you would be whipped, thou rascal: 
thou must be sitting up all night at cards, 
when thou should be conning thy part. 

Boy. It’s all along on you : I could not 
get my part a night or two before, that I 
might sleep on it. 

Stage-keeper carrieth the Boy away under 

his arm 

Mo. It’s even well done, here is such a w 
stir about a scurvy English show. 

Defen. Scurvy in thy face, thou scurvy 
jack,* if this company were not — you paltry 
critic gentleman, you that know what it is 
to play at primero,* or passage; you that 
have been student at post and pair, saint 
and loadam; you that have spent all your 
quarter’s revenues in riding post^ one night 
in Christmas bear with the weak memory 
of a gamester. ” 

Mo. Gentlemen, you that can play at 
noddy or rather play upon noddies : you 
that can set up a jest, at primero instead 
of a rest,® laugh at the prologue that was 
taken away in a voyder.® 

Defen. What we present I must needs 
confess is but slubbered ’ invention : if your 
wisdom obscure the circumstance, your kind- 
ness will pardon the substance. 

Mo. What is presented here, is an old »> 
musty show, that hath Iain this twelvemonth 
in the bottom of a coal-house amongst 


* Rogrue. 

* Primero, post and pair, saint or cent and lodam 
were all popular games at cards, 

* Gaming furiously* 

A game, also a fool* 

A term at primero* 

The tray or basin for scraps from the table 
^ Slovenly, 


brooms and old shoes, an invention that 
we are ashamed of, and therefore we have 
promised the copies to the chandlers to 
wrap his candles in. 

Defen. It’s but a Christmas toy, and may 
it please your courtesies to let it pass. 

Mom. It’s a Christmas toy indeed, as 
good a conceit as sloughing hotcockles,* or « 
blind-man buff. 

Defen. Some humors * you shall see aimed 
at, if not well resembled. 

Mom. Humors indeed: is it not a pretty 
humor to stand hammering upon two m- 
dividuum vagum* two scholars some whole 
year. These same Philomusus and Studioso 
have been followed with a whip and a verse, 
like a couple of vagabonds, through England 
and Italy. The Pilgrimage to Parnassus, m 
and the R^'turn from Parnassus, have stood 
the honest stage-keepers in many a crown’s 
expense; for links and vizards* purchased a 
sophister® a knock, which a club hindered 
the butler’s box,® and emptied the College 
barrels; and now unless you know the sub- 
ject well, you may return home as wise as 
you came, for this last is the least part of 
the Return from Parnassus, that is both the 
first and the last time that the author’s « 
wit will turn upon the toe in this vein, and 
at this time the scene is not at Parnassus, 
that is, looks not good invention in the face. 

Defen. If the catastrophe please you not, 
impute it to the unpleasing fortunes of dis- 
contented scholars. 

Mom. For catastrophe there’s never a tale 
in Sir John Mandeville.' or Bevis of South- 
ampton,® but hath a better turning. 

Stage-K. What, you jeering ass, be to 
gone with a pox. 

* stooping blind-man’s-buff. 

* Eccentricities of character. 

* Wandering erwtures. 

* Lights and masks. 

box'* -nfiinTnT cards -d counters, for the 

use of which the butler was 
T Ilis tale of marvelous travel. 

» An old romance full of adventure. 
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Morn. You may do bettor to busy your 
self in providing beer, for the shew will be 
pitiful diy, pitiful dry. Exit 

ho more of ihr.s; / heard the spectators ask 

for a blank verse 

hat we shew, is but a Christmas jest, 
Conceive of this, and guess of all the’ rest: 
Full like a scholars hapless fortunes 
penned. 

Whoso former griefs seldom have happy end. 
I' lame as well, we might with easy strain. 
With far more praise, and with as’little pain, 
Stones of love, where fornc* the wondring 
bench, g, 

The lisjiing gallant might enjoy liis weneli; 
Or make some sire acknowledge his lost son 
hound when the wear>' act is almost done.* 

Nor unto this, nor unto that our scene is 
bent, 

^\e only shew a scholar’s discontent; 

In scholars’ fortunes twice forlorn and dead, 
Twice hath our weary pen erst labored. 
Making them pilgrims in Paraassiis lull, 
Tlien penning their return with ruder quill « 
Now wo present unto each pitying eye. 

The scholars progress in their misery. 
Ri’fined wits your patience is our bliss. 

Too weak our .scene, too great fylour j’udg- 
ment is. 

To you wo seek to shew a scholar’s state, 

Hi.s scorned fortunes, his unpitied fate. 

To you; for if you did not scliolars bless. 

I heir case, (poor case), were too too pitiless. 

1 oil shade the muses under fostering, 

And make them leave * to sigh, and learn to 
sing. 

® lOO 

SCENA II 
Ingbnioso. JuDiao 

Jud. What, Ingenio.so. carr>'ing a vinegar^ 

bottle about thee, like a great school-boy 
giving the world a bloody nose? 

Imj. Faith, Judicio. if I carry the vinegar 
bottle. Its great reason I should confer it 
upon the bald-pated world; and again, if mv 
kitchen want the utensils of viands, it’s great 
reason other men should have the sauce of 
vinegar; and for the bloody nose, Judicio, I 

of the time. 

* \ tiugar n‘pr(S4'nte«| l.l.xxlsliccl In the old drama 


may chance indeed give the world a lo 
bloody nose, but it shall hardly give me a 

cracked crown, though it gives other poets 
French crowns.* 

Jud. I would wish thee, Ingenioso, to 
sheath fhy pen, for thou canst not be sue* 
cessful in the fray, considering thy enemies 
have the advantage of the ground, 

/«{7. Or rather, Judicio, they have the 
grounds with advantage, and the French 
crowns with a po.\, and I would they had » 
them with a plague too; but hung them, 
swads.* the base.^t comer in my thoughts, is 
too gallant a room to lodge them in; but 
say, Judicio, what news in your press, did 
you keep any late corrections* upon ’any 
tardy pamphlets? 

Jud. Vetcrern iubes renovare dolorem 
Ingenioso; what e’er befalls thee, keep thee 
from the trade of the corrector of the press* 
lug. Marr>' so I will, I warrant thee, if » 
poverty press not too much, I’ll correct no 
press but the press of the people. 

Jud. Wouhl it not grieve any good spirits 
to sit a whole month knitting* out a lousy, 
beggarly paiuphlet, and like a needy physi- 
Clan to stand whole years, tossing and 
tumbling, flic filth that falleth from so many 
draughty inventions ns daily swarm in our 
printing-house? 

lug. Come, I think we shall have you « 
put finger m the eye. and cry, ‘0 friends, no 
friends’;* say man. what new paper hobby- 
horscs. what rattle-babies* are come out in 
your late May morris dance?* 

Jud. Fly my rhymes as thick as flics in 
the sun, I think there be never an ale house 
in England; nor any so base a May pole on 
a counto' Krecn. but sets forth some poet’s 
petronels or demilances* to the paper wars 
m Faul s Churchyard.** „ 

Ing. And wcii too may the issue of a 
strong hop learn (o hop all over England, 
when ns better wits sit like lame coblere in 

“nunlpkins. 

* Crilicisnis. 

ns proof-reader. 

Putting Into Rhnpo. editing. 

betrimiK^Tj; Spanish Trapedy 

I "‘‘w publications. 

the morrjs dance was a feature of Mav Dav 
here perhaps, new devices for the ^ng “tide 

The chief site of the Elizabethan book trade. 
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their studies. Such barmy' heads will al- 
ways be working, when as sad vinegar wits 
sit souring at the bottom of a barrel; plain 
meteors, bred of the exhalation of tobacco, 
and the vapors of a moist pot, that soar up 
into the open air, whenas ' sounder wit keeps 
below. eo 

Jud. Considering the furies of the times, 
I could better endure to see those young 
can-quaffing hucksters shoot off their pellets, 
so they would keep them from these Eng- 
lish flores-poetarum ; but now the world is 
come to that pass, that there starts up every 
day an old goose that sits hatching up those 
eggs which have been filched from the nest 
of crows and kestrels: here is a book, In- 
genioso; why, to condemn it to the usual ^ 
Tyburn ’ of all misliving papers, were too 
fair a death for so foul an offender. 

Ing. What’s the name of it, I pray thee, 
Judicio? 

Jud. Look, it’s here, Belvedere.* 

Ing. What a bellwether in Panics Church- 
yard, so called, because it keeps a bleating, 
or because it hath the tinkling bell of so 
many poets about the neck of it; what is 
the rest of the title? » 

Jud. The Garden oj the Muses. 

Ing. What have we here, the poet’s garish 
gaily bedecked like fore-horses of the 
parish? what follows? 

Jud. Quern referent musce, vivel dum 
robora tellus, 

Dum cesium Stellas, dum vehit amnis aquas. 
Who blurs fair paper, with foul bastard 
rhymes. 

Shall live full many an age in latter times; 
Who makes a ballad for an ale-house door, 
Shall live in future times for ever more. » 
Then ( ) ® thy muse shall live so long, 

Gta) 

As drafty ballads to thy praise are sung. 

But what’s his device,® Parnassus with the 
sun and the laurels? I wonder this owl 
dares look on the sun, and I marvel this 
goose flies not the laurel; his device might 
have been better a fool going in to the 

‘ One of Marston’s words ridiculed by Jonson, the 
whole passage seems aimed at the former. 

» When. 

■The place of execution for criminals of lower 
station. . . , . 

*A flores-poetarum or book of selections of poetry. 

“ The omitted word is Boderiliam, the collector of 
Belvedere. 

• Printer’s device. 


market place to be seen, with this motto. 
scribimus indocli; or a poor beggar gleaning 
of ears in the end of harvest, with this 
word, sua cuique gloria. 

Jud. Turn over the leaf, ingenioso, and 
thou shalt see the paines of this worthy 
gentleman; ‘sentences gathered out of all 
kind of poets, referred to certain methodical 
heades, profitable for the use of these times, 
to rhyme upon any occasion at a little 
warning’: Read the names. 

Ing. So I will, if thou wilt help me to 
censure them. 


Michael Drayton. 
John Davis. 

John Marston. 
Kit. Marlowe. 


Edmund Spenser.' 

Henry Constable. 

Thomas Lodge. 

Samuel Daniel. 

Thomas Watson. 

Good men and true; stand together; hear 
your censure. What’s thy judgment of 
Spenser? 

Jud. A sweeter swan than ever song in Po, 
A shriller nightingale than over blessed, J 
The prouder groves of self-admiring Rome. 
Blithe was each valley, and each shepheid 
proud. 

While he did chant his rural minstrelsy. 
Attentive was full many a dainty ear; 

Nay, hearers hung upon his melting tongue. 
While sweetly of his Fairy Queen he sung. ' 
While to the waters’ fall he tuned for fame, 
And in each bark engraved Eliza’s name. 

And yet for all this, unregarding soil • 
Unlaced the line of his desired life, ia> 
Denying maintenance for his dear relief. 
Careless care to prevent his exeqiiy,’ 

Scarce deigning to shut up his dying eye. 

Ing. Pity it is that gentler wits should 
breed. 

Where thickskin chuffes * laugh at a scholar’s 
need. 

But softly may our honor’s ashes rest. 

That lie by merry Chaucer’s noble chest.* 

* For these well known poets, see the litemry liis- 
tories of the age. The point, here, is that all were 
contemporary. In 1602, Spenser had been dead three 
years, Marlowe less than ten. Drayton and Daniei 
had succeeded to the former’.s popularity as a treii- 
eral poet and were famous sonneteers as were Wat- 
son. Constable and Lodge, whose greater repute was 
in his pamphlets. Sir John Davies had just pub- 
lisheil Nosce Teipsum. and Marston was enjoyinsr a 
repute of scandal for his Satires and satirical plays. 

® The misfortune of nejrlect. 

» Carelessness in providing for his funeral rites. 

* Clowns. 

»In allusion to Spenser’s tomb in the .\bbey near 
to Chaucer’s. 
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But I pray thee proceed briefly in thy 
consiuro.* (liat I may be proud of my self, 
as in the first, so in the last, my censure no 
may jump'* with tliine; Henry Constable, 
Sfamuel] Dfaniel], Thomas Lodge, Thomas 
Watson. 

Jud. Sweefe Constable doth fake the won- 
dering ear, 

And lays it up in willing prisonmenf ; 

Sweet honey dropping Dfaniel] doth wage 
War with tlie proudest big Italian, 

That njclfs his heart in sugared sonneting. 
Only let him more sparingly make use 
Of others’ wit, and use his own the more; ra 
That well may scorn base imitation. 

For Lodge and Watson, men of some desert. 
Yet subject to a critic’s marginal.® 

Lodge for his oar in e\ery paper boat,* 

He that turns over Galen every day, 

To sit and simper Kuphues' legacy.® 

Ing. Michael Drayton. 

Jud. Drayton's sweet muse is like a san- 
guine dye, 

Able to ravisli the rash gazer’s eye. 

Ing. How ever, he wants one true note i*. 
of a poet of our times, and that is tins he 
cannot swagger it well in a tavern, nor 
domineer in a hothouse.® 

Jud. John Da\’is. 

Acute Jolm Davis, I affect' thy rl.yme.s, 

lhat jerk m hidden charms the.<e Ioosit 
times; 

Thy plainer verse, thy unafTected vein. 

Is graced with a fair and a sooping" train 
Ing. Lock ami Hudson."’ 

Jud. Lock and Hudson, sleep vou quiet m 
shavers, among the shavings of the press 
and let your books lie in some old nooks 
amongst old boots and shoes, so you may 
avoid my cen.^ure. 

Ing. Wiiy then clap a lock on their feet 
and turn tliein to commons. ' 

John Marston. 

Jud. What, Monsieur Kinsayder,’* lifting 

’ f'riticisni. 

* .Vifn-f. 

* CommenUry. 

* Piiinplilrt. 

* Urotlicl. 

’ lake. 

* will) .<yuir.>. Oj-/. />iV. 

" Soii}iiu<j. Sweeping. 

' A pen luitiie vt M:irslnn‘.s. 


up your leg . , . against the world? put up 
man, put up for shame. ,8^ 

Methinks he is a ruffian in his style, 
Withouten bands or garters' ornament. 

He quaffs a cup of Frenchman’s Helicon.* 
Then roister doistcr in his oily terms,* 

Cuts, thrusts, and foines at whomsoever he 
meets. 

And strews about Ram-Ally meditations,® 
Tut, what cares he for modest close-couched 
terms, 

Cleanly to gird our looser libertines? 

Give him plain naked words stripped from 
their shirts. 

That might beseem plain-dealing Aretine: i*q 
A\ ! theic is one that backs a paper steed, 
And manngeth a pen-knife gallantly; 

Strikes his poinardo at a button’s breadth, 
Brings the great battering ram of terms to* 
towns. 

And at first volley of his cannon shot, 
Battei-s tlie walls of the old fusty world. 
Ing. Christ oj)lier Marlowe. 

Jud. Marlowe was happy in his buskined 
niusc, 

Alas I unliappy in his life and end; 

Fity it is that wit so ill should dwell, n> 

U it lent from heaven, but vices sent from 
hell.* 

Ing. Our theater hath lost, Pluto hath got, 
A tragic penman for a dreary plot. 

Ben Jonson.® 

Jud. The wittiest fellow of a bricklayer in 
England. 

Ing. A more empiric,* one that gets what 

ho hath by observation, and makes only 

nature privy to what ho endites; so slow 

an inventor,* that he were better betake 

himself, to his old trade of bricklaying, t>o 

a bold whoreson, ns confident now in making 

of a book, as he was in times past in laying 
of a briek. 

^^iIliam Shakespeare. 

Jud. \yiio loves Adonis' love, or Lucrece’ 
rape," 

I Mnrston rc.nlly Itallanato. 

^jy the re- 

* ShakoN}H-;uo*s poems were very popular. 
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SCENA III 


His sweeter verse contains heart-throbbing 
life, 

Could but a graver subject him content. 
Without loves’ foolish lazy languishment.* 
Ing. Churchyard. 

Hath not Shore’s wife,^ although a light- 
skirts she, 220 

Given him a chaste long-lasting memorv'? 
Jud. No, all light pamphlets once I findon 
shall, 

A Church-yard and a grave to bury all. 

Ing. Thomas Nash. 

Ay! here is a fellow, Judicio, that carried 
the deadly stock® in his pen, whose muse 
was armed with a gagtooth,^ and his pen 
possessed with Hercules’ furies. 

Jud. Let all his faults sleep with his 
mournful chest,® 

And then for ever with his ashes rest. =» 
His style was witty, though he had some 
gall. 

Something he might have mended, so may 
all. 

Yet this I say, that for a mother wit, 

Few men have ever seen the like of it. 

Ingenioso reads the rest of the names.^ 
Jud. As for these, they have some of 
them been the old hedgestakes of the press,^ 
and some of them are at this instant the 
bots and glanders* of the printing-house. 
Fellows that stand only upon terms to wo 
serve the turn, with their blotted papers, 
write as men go to stool, for needs, and 
when they ^vrite, they write as a bear, . . . 
now and then drop a pamphlet. 

Ing. Durum ielum nccessitas. Good faith 
they do as I do, exchange words for money : 

I have some traffic this day with Danter,® 
about a little book which I have made, the 
name of it is a Catalogue of Cambridge 
Cuckolds, but this Belvidere, this method- aso 
ical ass, hath made me almost forget my 
time; I’ll now to Pauls Church-yard, meet 
me an hour hence, at the sign of the Pegasus, 
in Cheapside, and I’ll moist thy temples 
with a cup of claret, as hard as the world 
goes. Exit Juniao 

‘ A strange comment on Shakespeare in 1602. 

* Mistress of Edward IV, the subject of Churcii- 
yard’s b^t known narrative poem. 

• Thrust. * Fang. ■ Coffin. 

• Of the contributors to Belvidere. 

’ Men marking mediocrity like stakes in a hedge. 

* Diseases of the horse. , 

" A popular Elizabethan printer who published 

books of Nash and Breton. 


Enter Banter the Printer 

Ing. Banter, thou art deceived; wit is 
dearer than thou takest it to be; I tell thee 
this libel of Cambridge has much fat and 
pepper in the nose; it will sell sheerely^ 
underhand, when all these books of Exhor- 
tations and Catechisms lie molding on thy 
shopboard. 

Dan. It’s true; but good faith, M. In- 
genioso, I lost by your last book: and you 
know there is many one that pays me lo 
largely, for the printing of their inventions; 
but for all this, you shall have 40 shillings’ 
and an odd pottle of wine. 

Ing. 40 shillings? a fit reward for one 
of your rheumatic poets, that beslavers all 
the paper he comes by, and furnishes the 
chandlers with waste papers to wrap candles 
in; but as for me, I’ll be paid dear, 
even for the dregs of my wit; little know's 
the world what belongs to the keeping of so 
a good wit in waters, diets, drinks, tobacco, 
&c. it is a dainty and costly creature, 
and therefore I must be paid sweetly: fur- 
nish me with money, that I may put my 
self in a new suit of clothes, and I’ll suit thy 
shop with a new suit of terms; it’s the gal- 
lantest child my invention was ever deliv- 
ered of. The title is, a Chronicle of Cam- 
bridge Cuckolds; here a man may see what 
day of the month such a man’s commons » 
were enclosed, and when thrown open, and 
when anj' entailed some odd crowns, upon 
the heirs of their bodies unlawfully be- 
gotten; speak quickly else I am gone. 

Dan. O this will sell gallantly; I’ll have it 
whatsoever it cost; will 3 ’e walk on, M. 
Ingenioso, we’ll sit over a cup of wine and 
agree on it. 

Ing. A cup of wine is as good a constable 
as can be, to take up the quarrel betwixt us. 

Exeunt 

ACTUS II, SCENA IV 

Enter Immerito, and Stercutio, his Father; 

[to Amoretto, Academico overhearing'l 

Stcr. Son, is this the gentleman that sells 
us the living?® 

• Admirably easily, ^ A benefice. 
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Im. Fy, fathor, thou must not call it 
prllinff, thou must say. is this the gentleman 
that must have the gratiiito?* 

Acad. W hat have we here, old truepenny * 
come to town, to fetch away the living in 
his old greasy .slops; tlien I'll none; the time 
hath been wlien siich a fellow medilled with 
nothing but his ploughshare, his .spade, iq 
and his hobnails, and .so to a piece of bread 
and cheese, and went his way; but now 
these fellows are grown the only factors’ 
for preferment. 

S(<r. 0 is fliis the grating Gentleman, and 
how many pounds must I pay? 

Ifn. O thou must not call them pounds, 
but thanks; and hark thou, father, thou’ 
inu>t tell of nothing that is done; for I 
must .seem to come clear to it. so 

Arad. Not pounds but tliank.s: see 
whether this .simple fellow that hath nothing 
of a scholar, but that the draper hath 
blacked him over." hatii not gotten the style 
of the time. 

Shr. By niy faith, .son, look for no more 
portion. 

/w. 'Well, fatlier, I will not, upon tliis 
condition, that wlum thou lun'c gotten me 
tlie gratuito of the living, thou will like- .“w 
wise (hsbiir.se a little money to the bishops 
poser.- for there are cert.ain questions I 
make .scru[)le to be posed" in. 

Arad. He rneaas any question in Latin 

which he counts a .scruple; O this lionesl 

inan could never abide this popish tongue 

of J.aiin.* ()! he is as true an Kngli.sli nmn 
as lives. 

*SVrr. I'll lake the gentleman now, he is in 
a good vein, for he smiles. 

^Imor. Sweet Ovid. I do honor eveiy page 
/tend. Good Ovi.l, that in his life time 
live, with the G,>tes.’‘ and now after liis 
death conver.sefh with a baiLarian. 

.SVer. God be at your work, sir; mv son 
tohl me you were the grafn|ting“ g.nlle- 

nian; I am Stercutio, his father, sir, .simple 
tis 1 >it;in(] licro. 

Amor. Fellow. I li.id rather given thee 


* Gratuity. 

Mluncvt old follow, 0,10 wlm diirs 

* A(,a',its. ■ 

; I)ro>.o,l Iiim in l.l;„k. tlie olorital color 
AjipoMT or oxiiiiiitior. 

® Kxaininod. 

’ A rorj|||„,|, I’lirilaii olijoction. 

* \ h.irl(;iroiis trilH'. 

“ Q. g'iiting. 


an hundred pounds, than thou should ea 
have put me out of my excellent medita- 
tion; by the faith of a gentleman, I was 
wrapt in contemplation, 

Im. Sir, you must pardon my father, he 
wants bringing up. ’ 

Acad. Marry, it seems he hath good 
bringing up, when he brings up so much 
money. 

SUt. Indeed, sir, you must pardon me, I 
did not know you were a gentleman of « 
the Temple’ before. 

Amor. IFell I am content, in a generous 
disposition, to bear with country education, 
but fellow, what’s thy name? 

5/cr. My name, sir, Stercutio, sir. 

Amor. Why then, Stercutio, I would be 
very willing to be the instrument to my 
fathor, that this living might be conferred 
upon your son; marry, I would have you 
know, that I have been importuned by w 
two or tiiree several lords, my kind cousins, 
in the boiialf of some Cambridge man, and 
liave almost engaged my word. Marry, if I 
shall sec your disposition to be more thank- 
ful than other men, I shall be very ready 
to re.'jpcct kind natured men; for, as the 
Italian proverbe speaketh wel. chi ha. 
ovrn? 

Acad. ^ hy, licre is a gallant young 
drover of livings. w 

5b r. I beseech you, sir, speak English; 
for that is natural to me and to my son, 

and all our kindred, to understand but one 
language. 

Amor. IMiy thus, in plain English; I must 
be respected with thanks. 

Acad. This is a subtle tractive, when 
thanks may be felt and seen. 

Stvr. And I pray you. sir, what is the 
lowest (hanks that you will take? n 

Acflc/. The very same method that he 
usoth at the buying of an ox. 

Amor. I must have some odd sprinkling 

of an hundred pounds; if so, so-I shall 

think you thankful, and commend your son 

as a man of good gifts to my father. 

Acad. A sweet world I give an hvindred 

pounds, and this is but counted thankful- 
ness. 

5/cr. Hark thou, sir, you shall have 80 »» 
thunks. 

\ A aUuleut of Inw. licnoo already a graduate. 

Hi- wliu has, will have. Q. reads Aaura. 
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Amor. I tell thee, fellow, I never opened 
my mouth in this kind so cheap before in 
my life. I tell thee, few young gentlemen 
are found, that would deal so kindly with 
thee as I do. 

Ster. Well, sir, because I know my son 
to be a toward" thing, and one that hath 
taken all his learning on his own head, with- 
out sending to the university, I am con- no 
tent to give you as many thanks as you 
ask, so you will promise me to bring it to 
pass. 

Amor. I warrant you for that, if I say it 
once. Repair you to the place, and stay 
there for my father; he is walked abroad 
to take the benefit of the air. I’ll meet him 
as he returns, and make way for your suit. 

Exeunt Ster[cutio], Im[merito] 

SCENA V 

Enter Academico, Amoretto [reading'\ 

Amor. Gallant, i’ faith. 

Acad. I see we scholars fish for a living 
in these shallow fords without a silver hook. 
Why, would it not gall a man to see a 
spruce gartered youth of our College, a i 
while ago, be a broker for a living, and an 
old bawd for a benefice? This sweet sir'-* 
proffered me such kindness when he was of 
our College, and now I’ll try what wind 
remains in his bladder. God save you, lo 
sir. 

Amor. By the mass I fear me, I saw this 
genus-and-species in Cambridge before now : 
I’ll take no notice of him now. — By the 
faith of a gentleman, this is pretty elegy. 
Of what age is the day, fellow? Sirrah boy, 
icalUng off} hath the groom saddled my 
hunting hobby? can Robin Hunter tell 
where a hare sits? 

Acad. See, a poor old friend of yours, «• 
of S[t John’s] College in Cambridge. 

Amor. Good faith, sir, you must pardon 
me. I have forgotten you. 

Acad. My name is Academico, sir, one 
that made an oration for you once on the 
queen’s day,* and a show that you got some 
credit by. 

Amor. It may be so, it may be so, but 

* Promising. 

* This precious fellow. 

* The queen’s birthday* 


I have forgotten it; marry, yet I remember 
there was such a fellow that I was ^•ery 30 
beneficial unto in my time. But howsoever 
sir, I have the courtesy of the town for 
you I am Sony you did not take me at 

now I am in e.xcecd- 

I mg great haste, for I have vowed the death 
of a hare that we found this inornnig mus- 
ing on her meaze." 

Acad. Sir, I am emboldened by that great 

acquaintance that heretofore I had with you 

as likewise it hath pleased you hereto- .a 
fore — 

Amor. Look, sirrah, [caihng off, as if lo 

nis boy] if you see my hobby" come hither- 
ward as yet. 

Acad. To make mo some promises, I am 
to request your good mediation to the wor- 
shipful your father, in my behalf; and I 
will dedicate to your self in the way of 
thanks, those da3's I have to live. 

Amor. 0 good sir, if I had known your «. 
mmd before; for my father hath already 
given the induction" to a chaplain of his 
own, to a proper man, I know not of what 
university he is. 

Acad. Signior Immerito, they say, hath 
' bidden fairest for it. 

Aynor. I know not his name, but he is a 
grave discreet man, I warrant him; indeed 
he wants utterance in some measure. 

Acad. Nay, methinks he hath very ao 
good utterance for his gravity, for he came 
hither very grave/ but I think he will re- 
turn light enough, when he is rid of the 
heavy element he carries about him.® 

Amor. Faith, sir, you must pardon me: 
it is my ordinarj^ custom to be too studious; 
my mistress hath told me of it often, and 
I find it to hurt my ordinary discourse: but 
say, sweet sir, do ye affect the most gentle- 
manlike game of hunting? 70 

Acad, [aside] How say you to the crafty 
gull,* he would fain get me abroad to make 
sport with me in their hunter’s terms, which 
we scholars are not acquainted with. — Sir, 

I have loved this kind of sport, but now I 
begin to hate it, for it hath been my luck 

^ Meditating: on her shadow* 

’ A kind of hawk. 

’ Presentation to the living. 

^ Weighty as well as serious. 

® This speech is not ojiidr ; Amoretto lias returned 
to his book. Heavy element is his gold. 

« Fool, 
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always to beat the bush, while another killed 
the hare. 

Amor. Hunter’s luck, hunter’s luck, sir; 
but there was a fault in your hounds that so 
did .spend’ well. 

Acad. Sir, I have had worse luck always 
at hunting the fox. 

Amor. What, sir, do you mean at the 
unkennelling, untapezing, or earthing of the 
fox?" 

Acad. I mean earthing, if you term it so. 
For [a.<?<c/c] I never found yellow earth 
enough to cover the old fox your father. 

Amor. Good faith, sir, there is an ex- » 
cellent skill in blowing for the terriers; it 
is a word that we hunters use when the fox 
is earthed. You must blow one long, two 
short; the second wind, one long, two short. 
Now, sir, in blowing, everj’ long containeth 
7 quavers, one short containeth 3 quavers. 

Acad. Sir, might I find any favor in my 
suit, I would wind the horn wherein your 
boon deserts should be sounded with so 

many minims, so many quavers loo 

Amor. Sweet sir, I would I could conf(T 
this, or any kindness upon you. (I wonder 
the boy comes not away with my hobbv.) 
Now, sir, as I was proceeding: when you 
blow the death of your fox in the field or 
covert, then must you sound 3 notes, with 
3 winds, and recheat, ^ mark you, sir, upon 
the same, with 3 winds. 

Acad. I pray you, sir. 

Amor. Now, sir, when you come to no 
your stately gate,* as you sounded the re- 
clieat ® before, so now you must sound the 
relief* three times. 

Acad, [aside] Relief call you it? it were 
good every patron would find the horn. 

Amor. 0, sir. but your relief is your 
sweefe.st note; that i.s, sir, when your hound.s 
hunt after a game unknown; and then you 
must sound one long and six .short; the 
second wind, two short and one long; the iw 
third wind, one long and two short. 

Acad, lasjf/e] True, sir, it i.s a very good 
trade nowadays to bo a villain; I am the 
hound that hunts after a game unknown, 
and blows the villain. 


* Bark on socifitf the game. 

* Aniorotto triiita with scom tho non-technicnl 

"Ti> ^intapeze is to unkennel. 

“ Itfrall. 

* .\niinisli. 

"C’alliiijf the lioiinfjs to l)ecin the chase 
” Feeding the hounds after the chase 


Amor. Sir, I will bless your ears with a 
very pretty story. My father out of his 
own cost and charges keeps an open table 
for all kind of dogs. 

Acad, And he keeps one more uo 

by thee. 

Amor. He hath your grey-hound, your 
mongrel, your mastiff, your levrier,* your 
spaniel, your kennets,’ terriers, butchers’ 
dogs, blood-hounds, dunghill-dogs, trundle- 
tails,* prick-eared curs, small ladies’ puppies, 
raches,* and bastards. 

Acad, [aside] What bawdy knave hath he 
to his father, that keeps his Rachel, hath 
his bastards, and lets his sons be plain i*o 
ladies’ puppies, to bewray a lady’s chamber. 

Amor. It was my pleasure two days ago, 
to take a gallant leash of grey-hounds; and 
into my father’s park I went, accompanied 
with two or three noblemen of my near 
acquaintance, desiring to shew them some of 
the sport. I caused the keeper to sever the 
rascal* deer, from the bucks of the first 
liend. Now, sir, a buck the first year is a 
fawn, flic second year a pricket, the third i» 
year a sorel. the fourth year a sore, the fifth 
a buck of the first head, the sixth year a 
complete buck: ns likewise your hart is the 
first year a calf, the second year a brocket, 
the third year a spado, the fourth year a 
stag, the fifth year a groat stag, the sixth year 
a hart : as likewise the roe-buck is the first 
year a kid, the second year a girl, the third 
year a hemuse; and these are your special 
bc'asfs for chase, or, as wc huntsmen call 
it, for venor>'. 

Acad, [aside] If chaste be token for ven- 
ery*. thou art a more special beast, than any 
in thy fathers forest. — Sir, I am sorry I 
have been so troublesome to you. 

Amor. I know this was the readiest way 
to chase away the scholar, by getting him 
into a subject he cannot talk of for his life 
{(udde). Sir, I will borrow so much time 
Of you, as to finish this my begun stor>\ Now, 
sir, after much travel we singled a buck, i» 
I rode that same time upon a roan gelding, 
and stood to intercept from the thicket: the 
buck broke gallantly; my great swift being 
disad\antagcd in his slip, was at the first 


Turly tail. 

* \ Uos? thnt bunts by scont. 

\u iU-coiulitioiioil ib>rr. On this whole 
txunparo Lovers Lnhor^s LosL 



III. i. 


THE RETURN FROM PARNASSUS 


789 


behind; marry, presently coted' and out- 
stripped them, when, as the hart presently 
descended to the river, and being in the 
water, proffered, and reproffered, and prof- 
fered again; and at last he up-started at the 
other side of the water, which we call soil iso 
of the hart, and there other huntsmen met 
him with an adauntreley; we followed in 
hard chase for the space of eight hours; 
thrice our hounds w’ere at default, and then 
we cryed 'a Slain!’ straight ‘So hoi through 
good reclaiming, my faulty hounds found 
their game again, and so went through the 
wood with gallant notice of music, resem- 
bling so many viols de gambo: at last the 
hart laid him down, and the hounds loo 
seized upon him, he groaned, and wept, and 
died. In good faith it made me weep too, 
to think of Acteon’s fortune, which my Ovid 

speaks of [He reads Ovid} 

Militat omnis amans, et habet sua castra 
Cupido. 

Acad. Sir, can you put me in any hope of 
obtaining my suit? 

Amor. In good faith, sir, if I did not love 
you as my soul, I would not make you 
acquainted with the mysteries of my art. »» 

Acad. Nay, I will not die of a discourse 
yet, if I can choose. [He retires unseen} 

Amor. So, sir, when we had rewarded our 
dogs with the small guts, and the lights, 
and the blood, the huntsmen halloed, so ho, 
Venue a coupler, and so coupled the dogs, 
and then returned homeward. Another com- 
pany of hounds that lay at advantage, had 
their couples cast off, and we might hear the 
huntsmen cry, horse, decouple, avant, but no 
straight we heard him cry, le amond, and by 
that, I knew that they had the hare and 
on foot, and by and by I might see sore, 
and resore, prick and reprick: what, is he 
gone? ha, ha, ha, ha, these scholars are the 
simplest creatures I 


ACTUS III, SCENA I 

Sib Raderic, Recorder, Page, Sionior 

Immerito 

Sir Rad. Signior Immerito, you remember 
my caution for the tithes, and my promise 
for farming my tithes at such a rate? 

1 M as to tum the hare. These terms 

dauS; tK niodorn as well as the old Cambridge 

scholar. 


Itn, Aj'I and please your worship, sir. 

Sir liad^ \ ou must put in security for the 
performance of it in such sort, as I and 
Master Recorder shall like of. 

Im. I will, an’t please your worship. 

Sit Rad. And because I will be sure that 
I have conferred this kindness upon a jo 
sufficient man,' I have desired Master Re- 
corder to take examination of you. 

Page, [apart} My master, it seems, takes 
him for a thief, but he hath small reason for 
it, as for learning, it’s plain he never stole 
any, and for the living he knows himself 
how he comes by it; for let him but eat a 
mess of furmenty^ this seven year, and yet 
he shall never be able to recover himself; 
alas, poor sheep, that hath fallen into the =o 
hands of such a fox. 

Sir Rad. Good Master Recorder, take 
your place by me, and make trial of his 
gifts. Is the clerk there to record his ex- 
amination? O the page shall serve the turn. 

Page [apart} Trial of his gifts! never had 
any gifts a better trial. Why Immerito his 
gifts have appeared in as many colors as 
the rainbow; first to master Amoretto in 
color of the satin suit he wears; to my m 
lady, in the similitude of a loose gown; 
to my master, in the likeness of a silver 
basin and ewer; to us pages in the sem- 
blance of new suits and points.® So master 
Amoretto plays the gull in a piece of a 
parsonage; my master adorns his cupboard 
with a piece of a parsonage; my mistress 
upon good days, puts on a piece of a par- 
sonage; and we pages play at blow-point* 
for a piece of a parsonage. I think here’s « 
trial enough for one man’s gifts. 

Rec. For as much as nature hath done her 
part in making you a handsome likely 
man 

Page, [apart} He is a handsome young 
man indeed, and hath a proper gelded par- 
sonage. 

Rec. In the next place, some art is requi- 
site for the perfection of nature; for the 
trial whereof, at the request of my wor- so 
shipful friend, I will in some sort propound 
questions fit to be resolved by one of your 
profession. Say, what is a person that was 
never at the university? 

* One able to perform the duties of the living 
® Wheat porridge. 

* Laces. 

* A child’s game somewhat like push-pin. 
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Im. A person that was never in the uni- 
versity is a living creature tliut can oat a 

tithe pig. 

Rcc. Ver\' well answered; but you should 
ha\'e added, and must be ofFicious* to Ins 
patron. rite down that answer, to .show « 
his learning in logic. 

Sit Had. Yea, Ijoy, write that down; ver>' 
learnedly in good faith. I pray now let me 
ask you one question that I remember, 
whether is the masculine gender or the fem- 
inine more worthy? 

Im. The feminine, sir. 

Sir Rad. The right answer, tlie right 
answer. In good faith, I ha\'e been of that 
nnnd always; write, boy. that, to siiew :o 
ho i,s a grammarian. 

Paac. [apart] No mar\'el my m;isl('r be 
against the grammar, for he Iiath always 
iua<lo false Jyatin in the g(*nd('rs. 
live. What university are you of? 

Im. Of none. 

Sir Rad. lie tells truth; to tell truth is 
an e.xcelhmt virtue; boy, make two h(>ads, 
one for liis le.arning. another for his virtues' 
and refer thi.s to the head of Ids virtues, ^ 
not of his learning. 

Pdfje. [apart \ What. It.-df a me.-^s" of good 
qualities refernal to an a.'^s’ luaull 

Sir Rad. Now. Master Hecorder, if it 
please you, I will examine Idni in an .•uithor 
that will .sound him to the depth; a book of 
astronomy, otherwise ealhal an almanack. 

lire. \ er>’ good. Sir Kaih'ric; it wi're to 
be wished that there were no oilier book of 
humanity, then there would not be such w 
bii.sy .slate-pr\ ing fidlows ns are now n-ihu's 
Proceed, good sir. 

Sir Rad. hat is the Dominical Letter? 

Im. C, sir, and ph'asc your worship. 

Sir Rad. A vtay good answer, a very gooil 

answer, the wry answer of the book Write 

down that, and refiT it to his skill in philo.s- 
ophy. 

P(i(/v. [apart] C. the dominical letter; it 
IS true, craft and cunning do .so domineer; i.o 

>et latlu'r (- and D are dominical letters 
that is. crafly dunseiy."' 

befr Seplem- 

Im. April, June, and November. Februarv 

hath 28 alone, and all the rest hath 30 and 
one. 


Oh: 


aaica-.. 


-■ Two. 




Sir Rad. Verj- learnedly, in good faith; 
he hath also a .«mack in poetry. Write down 
that, boy. to shew his learning in poetry, no 
How many miles from Waltham to London? 
Im. Twelve. sir. 

Sir Rad. How many from Newmarket to 
Grantham? 

Im. Ten, sir. 

Pagr. [nparU Without doubt, he hath 
been .some carrier's liorsc? 

Sir Rad. How call you him that is cun- 
ning in 1. 2. 3, 4. 5. and the cypher? 

Im. A good arithmetician. no 

Sir Rad. Write downc that answer of his, 
to show his learning in arithmetic. 

Page, [apart] He must needs be a good 
arilhmetician. that counted money so lately. 
Sir Rad. \\ hen is the new moon? 

Im. The last quarter, the 5 day, at 2 of 
the clock, and 38 minutes in the morning. 

Sir Rad. Write him down. How call you 
liim, that is weather-wise? 
lire. A gooil a.stronomor. i» 

Sir Rad. Sirrah, boy, write him down for 
a good astronomer. 

Page, fupor/] .-Lss colit ass-lra. 

Sir Rad. What day of the month lighU 
the Queen’s <la.v ' on? 

Im. The 17 of November. 

Sir Rad. Hoy. refer this to his virtues, and 
write him down a good subject. 

Page, [upor/] Faith he were an excellent 
subject for two or three good wits; he no 

would make a fine nss for an ape to ride 
upon. 

Str Rad. And these shall suffice for the 
parts of his learning. Now it remains to tr>’, 
whether you be a man of good utterance, 
that is, whether you can ask for the strayed 
heifer with the white face, as also chide the 
boys in the belfiy, and bid the sexton whip 
out the dogs; let me hear your voice. 

Im. If any man or woman iio 

Sir Rad. Tliat’s too high. 

Im. If any man or woman 

Sir Rad. That’s too low. 

Im. If any man or woman can tell any 
tidings of a hoi'se with four feet, two ears, 
that did stray about the seventh hour, three 
minutes in tlie forenoon, the fifth day. 

Page, fupnr/l ,\y, look at a horse just as 
it were the eelip.^c of the moon. 

Sir Rad. Boy, write him down for a 

* 1 >10 iluto of iioccs$lon. 
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good utterance. Master Recorder, I think 
he hath been examined sufficiently. 

Rcc. Ay, Sir Raderic, ’tis so; we have 
tried him very thoroughly. 

Page. Ay, we have taken an inventory of 
his good parts, and prized them accordingly. 

Sir Rad. Signior Immerito, forasmuch as 
we have made a double trial of thee, the 
one of your learning, the other of j’our 
erudition; it is expedient also, in the next ito 
place, to give you a few exhortations, con- 
sidering the greatest clerks are not the 
wisest men ; this is, therefore, first to exhort 
you to abstain from controversies; secondly, 
not to gird at men of worship, such as my- 
self, but to use your self discreetly; thirdly, 
not to speak when any man or woman 
coughs; do so, and in so doing, I will per- 
severe to be your worshipful friend and 
loving patron. im 

Im. I thank your worship, you have been 
the deficient ' cause of my preferment. 

Sir Rad. Lead Immerito in to my son, 
and let him dispatch him, and remember 
my tithes to be reserved, paying twelve 
pence a year. I am going to Moorfields, to 
speak with an unthrift, I should meet at the 
Middle Temple about a purchase; when you 
have done, follow us. 

Exeunt Immerito and the Pace 

SCENA III 
Burbage, Kempb’ 

Bur. Now, Will Kempe, if we can enter- 
tain these scholars at low rate, it will be 
well, they have oftentimes a good conceit 
in a part.* 

Kempe. It’s true indeed, honest Dick, but 
the slaves are somewhat proud ; and besides, 
it is a good sport in a part to see them 
never speak in their walk, but at the end 
of the stage, just as though in walking with 
a fellow we should never speak but at a lo 
stile a gate, or a ditch, where a man can 
go no further.* I was once at a comedy in 


1 A malapropism for efficient. 

3 Richard Burbage, who was some three years 
younger than Shakespeare and died three years after 
K-irn was the great tragic actor of the age; Kempe 

changed. 


Cambridge, and there I saw a parasite make 
faces and mouths of all sorts on this fashion. 

Bur. A little teaching will mend these 
faults, and it may be besides they will be 
able to pen a part. 

Kempe. Few of the university pen play 
well; they smell too much of that writer 
Ovid, and that writer Metamorphosis, and » 
talk too much of Proserpina and Jupiter.* 
Why here’s our fellow * Shakespeare puts 
them all down~ay, and Ben Jonson too. O 
that Ben Jonson is a pestilent fellow; he 
brought up Horace, giving the poets a pill; * 
but our fellow Shakespeare hath given him 
a purge,* that made him bewray his credit. 

Bur. It’s a shrewd fellow indeed. I 
wonder these scholars stay so long, they ap- 
pointed to be here presently, that we m 
might try them: O, here they come. 

[Enter Studioso and Philomusus 
Stud. Take heart, these lets* our clouded 
thoughts refine; 

The sun shines brightest when it ’gins de- 
cline. 

Bur. Master Philomusus and Master 
Studioso, God save you. 

Kempe. Master Philomusus and Master 
Otioso,® well met. 

Phil. The same to you, good Master Bur- 
bage. What Master Kempe, how doth the 
Emperor of Germany?* 

Stud. God save you. Master Kempe; 
welcome, Master Kempe, from dancing the 
morrice over the Alps.® 

Kempe. Well, you merry knaves, you may 
come to the honor of it one day. Is it not 
better to make a fool of the world as I have 
done, than to be fooled of the world, as you 
scholars are? But be merry, my lads, you 
have happened upon the most excellent 
vocation in the world for money; they m 
come north and south to bring it to our 
playhouse; and for honors, who of more 
report than Dick Burbage, and Will Kempe; 
he is not counted a gentleman, that knows 
not Dick Burbage, and Will Kempe ; there’s 

• A general criticism of excessive classical allusion. 

• Of our company. 

• See Jonson’s Poetaster. 

^ On the topic see Elizabethan Playwrights^ 178* 
181» 243. 

^ Hindrances. 

• An intentional mistake of Kempe's, Mr, Leisurely. 

^ Kempe had recently returned from acting in 

Germany. 

• In Kempe^s Nine Days^ Wonder he had danced a 
morris dance to Noi^vich. 
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not a country wench that can dance ‘Sel- 
lengcrs Round.’ but cun talk of Dick Bur- 
bage, and Will Kempe. 

Phil Indeed. Master Kempe, you are 
very famous; but that is as well for works « 
in print, as your part in cue.’ 

Kempe. You are at Cambridge still with 
size-cue, and be lusty liurnoroiis poets you 
must untrtiss;* I rode this my last circuit 

purposely because I would be judge of your 
actions. 

Bur. Master Studioso, I pray you, take 
some part in this book, and act it, that I 
may sec what will fit you best; I think vour 
voice would serve for Hieronimo;* ob- to 
serve how I act it, and then imitate me. 

Stud. U ho calls Hicronimo from his 
naked bed? 

And, &c.’ 

Bur. You will do well after a while 
Kewpe Now for you. Methinks 'you 
should belong to my tuition, and your face 
methinks would be good for a foolish mayor, 
or a foolish justice of the peace. Mark 

me. Forasmuch as there be two states of 

a commonwealth, the one of peace, the w 
other of tranquillity; two states of war the 
one of discord, the other of dissension; two 
states of an incorporation, the one of the 
niclormcn, the other of the brethren; two 
s ates of magistrates, the one of governing 
the other of bearing rule; now— as I said 
oven now, for a good thing cannot bo said 
too often:— virtue is the shoeinghorn of 
ju^’tice; that is, virtue is the shoeinghorn of 
doing well; that is, virtue is the shoeing- » 
horn of doing justly: it behoveth me, and is 
my part to commend this .shoeinghorn unto 
uope (his word shoeinghorn doth 
not ofTend any of you, my worshipful breth- 
ren; for you being (he worshipful headsmen 
of the town, know well what the liorn moan- 
oth. Now therefore I am determined not 
only to teach but also to instruct, not only 
ho l,„t, 

Hliat IS III,.,,- ,i,„y toivards tlieir betters, .00 

’ A popular tuni‘ 

J;; - 

ration '‘I'lt o,Tl,4o, ''i'.n. I asaittiimonl or 

count half <■> u- «o. 

iuK tI:; ton,,"’;;;."'',: 'v 'vt,"'' I"'" 

TL''i;'r 

The hero of Tlu- rn,.;.v/,,. 


but also what is their duty towards their 
superiors. — Conae, let me see how you can 
uo; sit clo\vii in the chair. 

Phil. ‘Forasmuch as there be, <fec.* 

Kempe. Thou wilt do well in time, if 
thou wilt be ruled by thy betters, that is by 

myself, and such grave aldermen of the 
playhouse as I am. 

Bur. [to Phil.] I like your face, and the 
proportion of your body for Richard III.- no 

i pray, Master Philomusus let me see you 
act a little of it. 

Bhil. ‘Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by the sun of York’ 
Bur. Very well. I assure you; well, Master 
Ihilomusus and Master Studioso, we see 
what ability you are of; I pray walk with 

presently. 

/ftd. We will follow you straight. Master 
liurbago. 

AVmpc It’s good manners to follow us, 
Master Philomusus and Master Otioso. 

DLi * , [Exeunt] 

Phil. And must the basest trade yield us 
relief? 

Must we be practised to those leaden 

S|)OUtS, 

That nought down vent but what they do 
receive? 

Some fatal fire hath scorched oiir fortune’s 
wing, 

And still’ wc fall, as wo do upward spring: 
As wc strive upward to (he vaulted sky. 

We fall, and feel our hateful destiny. 

Stud. ^Vonder it is, sweet friend, thy 
pleading breath, 

So like the sweet blast of the southwest 
Wind, 

Melts not those rocks of ice, tliose mounts 
of woe, 

Congealed in frozen hearts of men below. 
Phil. Wonder ns well thou may’st, why 
’mongst the waves 

Mongst the tempestuous waves on raging 
sea, 

The wailing merchant can no pity crave. 
What cares the wind and weather for their 
pains? 

One strikes the sail, another turns the same, 
He shakes the main, another takes the oar, 
Another laboreth and taketh pain, lu 

* I.e., recite. 

<’Pening words of Ru-hard HI. 
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sea again. 

btill they take pains, stiU the loud winds do 
blow, 

Tin the ^ip'8 prouder mast be laid below: 

Fond world, that ne’er thinks on 
tnat aged man, 

That Ariosto’s old swift-paced man. 

Whose name is Time, who never lins* to 
run, 

Loaden with bundles of decayed names. 

The which in Lethe lake he doth entomb 

have only those which swanlike scholara 
take. 

And do deliver from that greedy lake. 
Inglorious may they live, inglorious die, 

I hat suffer learning live in misery. 

Phil What care they what fame their 
ashes have, 

When once they're cooped up in silent 
grave? 

Stud. If for fair fame they hope not when 
they die. 

Yet let them fear grave staining infamy. 
Phil. Their spendthrift heirs will those 
fire-brands quench, 

Swaggering full moistly on a tavern’s bench 
Stv4. No shamed sire for all his glosing * 
heir, 

Must long be talked of in the empty air. i» 
SliLd. Believe me, thou that art mv sec- 
ond self. 

My vexed soul is not disquieted, 

For that I miss, that gaudy painted state, 
Whereat my fortunes fairly aimed of late! 

For what am I, the raean’st of many mo, 

That, earning profit, are repaid with wo? 

But this it is that doth my soul torment. 

To think so many activable ^ wits, 


» Foolish, 
* Ceases. 


• Critieizinff, 

• Capable. 


Tha^might contend with proudest bards of 

Sits now immured within their private cells 

Drinking a long lank watcliing candle’s 
smoke, 

Spending the marrow of their flowering age* 

In fruitless poring on some worm-eat leaf • ’ 

When their deserts shall seem of due to 
clajm, 

A cheerfifl crop of fruitful swelling sheaf; 

Cockle their harvest is, and weeds their 
grain, 

A their portion, their possession 
pain. 

Scholars must frame to live at a low sail 

Phil. Ill sailing where there blows no 
«appy gale. 

Stud. Our ship is ruined, all her tackling 
rent. ^ 

Phil. And all her gaudy furniture* is 
spent. 

Stud. Tears be the waves whereon her 
rums bide. 

Phil. And sighs the winds that waste her 
broken side. 

Stud. Mischief the pilot is the ship to 
steer. 

PhU. And woe the passenger this ship 
doth bear. 

Stud. Come, Philomusus, let us break this 
chat. 

Phil. And break my heart I 0 would I 
could break that I 

Stud. Let's learn to act that tragic part 
we have. 

Phil. Would I were silent actor in my 
grave 1 

* Best Italian poet3« 

^ SmbellishmeDt, 
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BIBLIOGRAPHICAL NOTE 


A brief mention of the collected edition, where there is such, and the more available 
modern reprints, in each case, will be found affixed to each of the prefatory notes ?o the 
plays in this collection. A working list of books on Social EnglLd, London Ld he 
Playhouses, on the texts of English drama, both collective and of ind vidual dramati U 
wi be found in the present author’s Elizabethan Playun-ights, 1925, pp. 289-315 ■?l,e 

fullest recent bib lographical guidance in the subject, both general and specific is that 
contained in the four volumes of E. K. Chambers, The Elizabethan Stage. 1923 ’ 

The prefatory no es in this collection have been intentionally reduced to the smallest 
possible compass, alike from the exigencies of space and from a conviction that a sit pl'e 
orientation of the work and the author is the best foundation on which to base a ^ 

ebewhfre rigorously excluded as belonging obviously 

1 the matter of the selections, made where choice is so bewildering, stress has been 
laid on the word tppicaf for the diversity in which the drama of Shakespeare’s day 
nianifes ed itself is, aside from its superlative excellence at times as literature and poetry 
Its most surprising feature. There are plays which, everything considered, it would b,: 
impossible to omit; in other cases the range of choice has been wider To enter «ome 
what into particulars, despite the more poetical claims of George Peele Lyly is the 
great exemplar of the court drama and his Endymion the inevitable play As much 
may be said for the supreme “murder play." Arden of Feversham, which has attracted 
even the name of Shakespeare to the claims of authorship, the master-play of terror 
Webster’s Duchess of Malfi, and Massinger’s A New Way to Pay Old Debts for its holding 
of the stage to our day. alone of Elizabethan plays outside of Shakespeare Marlowe 
greatest of the “predecessors,” is represented by the supernaturalism and poetry of the 
fragment Fau^tus; and also by Edward II, the chronicle history in which he pointed the 
way to the extraordinary vogue of that interesting species of drama in which Shakespeare 
was so to excel. The other “predecessors” have been somewhat sacrificed in this book 
to the preface for Arden, which may or may not be Kyd’s and to George a Greene, which 
may or may not be Robert Greene’s. The latter comedy, with its distinctive appeal 
to the man in the street, or perhaps better the man in the fields, was not to be spared 
in a volume such as this. 

With Thomas Dekker the choice lay between the poetic folklore of Old Fortunatus 
and the delightful realism of old London in The Shoemakers’ Holiday. This last is 
represented as vividly, if not quite as genially, in Eastward Ho, wherein too is exampled 
the successful collaboration of three conspicuous authors. Chapman, Marston and Jonson. 

It is here that Jonson figures in that realistic comedy of every day life, which he knew 
so well. But the greatest dramatic figure of his age, save Shakespeare, was likewise 
master of the satiric or ironic drama, here represented in his masterpiece, Volpone; and 
he was likewise a poet of delicate fancy, represented here in one of his masques and in 
the first fragment of his pastoral drama. The Sad Shepherd. 

Reputation demanded both Philaster and The Maid’s Tragedy for the celebrated part- 
nership of Beaumont and Fletcher, and also one of the latter’s rollicking comedies of 
manners, here of Spanisn source — one of Fletcher’s several contributions to the drama — 
Rule a Wife and Have a Wife. Reputation, too, demanded the inclusion of The 
Changeling, by Middleton and William Rowley, with regret that the former’s realistic 
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comic art might not have been more favorably represented. Nothing else calls for note 
except the inclusion of Ford's fine effort to restore historical drama in Perkin Warbeck 

Finally, the Appendix contains scenes from The Play of Sir Thomas More interestim, 
contemn” ^ collaboration in a popular historical subject’ applied\o 
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